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This  theme  did  once  your  fav'rite  bard  employ, 

Whofe  verfe  immortahz'd  the  fall  of  Troy : 

But  time's  oblivious  gulf,  whofe  circle  draws 

All  mortal  things  by  fate's  eternal  laws, 

This  fong  has  fnatch'd.    I  now  refume  the  ftrainj 

Not  from  proud  hope  and  emulation  vain, 

By  this  attempt  to  merit  equal  praife 

With  worth  heroic,  born  in  happier  days. 

But  love  excites  me,  and  defire  to  trace 

His  glorious  fleps,  though  with  unequal  pace. 

EPIGONIAD,   BOOK  I<. 


EDINBURGH: 

PRINTED  BY  MUNDELL  AND  SON,  ROYAL  BANK  SLOS^ 


THE'  LIFE  OF  WILKIE. 


Of  the  pcrfonal  hiftory  of  Wilkie,  "  the  Scottifh  Homer,"  there  Is  no  written  memorial. 
Though  his  writings  are  not  more  diflinguifhed  for  learning  and  genius,  than  his  life  was  remark- 
able for  originality  of  manners,  his  name  is  not  to  be  found  in  any  colIecSlion  of  literary  biography. 
In  1783,  a  defigri  was  formed  of  writing  his  life,  to  be  prtfixed  to  a  new  edition  of  his  poems, 
by  the  Rev.  Dr.  William  Thomfon,  whofe  abilities,  in  other  literary  j  rovinces,  have  juflly  obtained 
him  the  famStion  of  public  applaufe.  In  the  profecution  of  this  defign,  Dr.  Fhomfon  was  encou- 
raged, by  the  approbation  of  the  late  Earl  of  Lauderdale,  and  alTuled  by  information  obtained  by 
Mr.  Andrew  Dalzil,  Profeflbr  of  Greek  in  the  Univerfity  of  Edinburgh,  from  his  coufin  the  Rev. 
Robert  Lifton,  minifler  of  Aherdour,  the  Rev.  Janies  Roberffon,  minifter  of  Ratho,  and  the  Rev, 
Dr.  Thomas  Robertfon,  riiiniiler  of  Dalnieny.  After  having  made  fome-progrefs  in  digefVing  the 
materials,  the  intended  edition  of  his  p.jems  not  meeting  with  fuitable  encouragement.  Dr. 
Thomfon  was  compelled  to  defifl; ;  and  his  friends  are  difapp jinted  in  the  hope  of  feeing  juflice 
done  to  his  memory,  by  the  fame  mafterly  pen  that  has  enriched  Englifli  literature  by  the 
"  Continuation  of  Watfon's  Hiftory  of  Philip  III."  the  "  Tranflation  of  Cuningham's  Hiftory  of 
Great  Britain,"   and  other  ingenious  and  elegant   performances. 

It  is  with  becoming  diffidence  the  prefent  writer  takes  upon  him  a  talk  which  has  been  de- 
clined by  Dr.  Thomfon  ;  but,  in  collecting  the  works  of  this  poet  with  thofe  of  other  eminent 
poets  of  our  natioa,  it  is  incumbent  upon  him  to  prefix  fome  account  of  his  life,  which,  however 
inadequate  to  his  merits,  or  unfatisfaftory  to  his  friends,  may  not  be  altogether  unwelcome  to  thft 
public,  who,  it  has  been  often  obferved,  will  always  take  an  intereft  in  thofe  perfons  from  whofe 
labours  they  have  derived  profit  or  delight. 

The  fads  ftated  in  the  prefent  account,  are  partly  taken  from  fome  detached  portions  of 
Dr.  Tliomfon's  unfinifhed  narrative,  and  partly  from  the  original  information  furnifhcd  by 
Mr.  Robertfon,  Mr.  Lifton,  and  Dr.  Robertfon,  obligingly  communicated  to  the  prefent  writer, 
by  Dr.  Thomfon,  through  the  kindnefs  of  ProfeiTor  Dalzcl,  whofe  laudable  endeavours  to  vindicate 
the  fame,  and  to  preferve  the  memery  of  this  poet,  entitle  him  to  the  gratitude  of  the  lovers  of 
claffical  and  polite  literature* 

William  Wilkie  was  born  at  Echlin,  in  the  parifii  of  Dalmeny,  in  the  county  of  Weft-Lothian, 
Odtober  j.  1721.  His  great-grandfather  was  a  younger  fon  of  the  family  of  Wilkie,  of  Ratho- 
byres,  in  the  parifli  of  Ratho,  one  of  the  oldefl  families  in  Mid-Lothian  ,  and  the  undoubted  chief 
of  the  Wilkies.  His  grandfather  vented  the  farm  of  Echlin,  and  purchaled  a  part  of  the  eflate  of 
Rathobyres,  which  he  tranfmitted  with  the  farm  to  his  fon,  the  poet's  father,  who  was  a  worthy, 
liberal,  and  intelligent  man,  never  opulent,  on  the  contrary,  poor,  and  rather  unfortunate 
through  life.  His  mother  was  a  woman  of  diflinguifhed  prudence  and  underflanding,  and  able,  it 
is  faid,  to  exprcfs  her  thoughts  in  the  mo  ft  grammatical  manner,  and  proper  words  on  every  fub^ 
jeA. 

He  received  his  early  education  at  the  parifh  fchool  of.  Dalmeny,  under  the  care  of  Mr.  Riddel, 
a  very  refpetftable  and  fuccelsful  teacher.  At  fchool,  he  obtained  the  reputation  of  a  boy  of  excel- 
lent parts,  and  on  many  occalions  difcovered  marks  of  that  peculiarity  and  fertility  of  geniu*  that 
b  remarkably  chara&erifed  his  future  life. 
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He  difcovercd  an  early  propenfity  to  the  ftudy  of  poetry,  and  began  to  write  verfcs  In  his  tenth 
year,  as  appears  by  the  following  defcription  of  a  Storm,  written  at  that  age,  and  publiftied  by  Dr. 
Robertfon,  in  the  9th  vol.  of  "  The  Statiftical  Account  of  Scotland,"  which  muft  be  allowed  to  be 
a  Tcry  corrcft  and  manly  performance  for  a  boy  of  ten. 

What  penetrating  mind  can  rightly  form 
A  faint  idea  of  a  raging  ftorm  ? 
Who  can  exprefs  of  elements  the  war; 
And  noify  thunder  roaring  from  afar  t 
This  fubjcft  is  fuperior  to  my  fkiil ; 
Yet  I'll  begin,  to  (how  I  want  not  will. 

A  pitchy  cloud  difplays  itfclf  on  high; 
And  with  its  fable  mantle  veils  the  (ky : 
Fraught  with  the  magazine  of  heaven  does  throw 
Bolts  harb'd  with  fire  upon  the  world  below. 
All  nature  fhakes  and  the  whole  heavens  fmoke  ; 
Nor  can  the  grofs  black  cloud  fuftain  the  (hock  : 

But  op'ning  from  his  magazines  doth  roll,  • 

Thick  fmoke  and  flames  of  fire  from  pole  to  pole. 
Thence  hail,  fnow,  vapour,  mix'd  with  flames  of  fire, 
"W'ith  conjun^Sl  force  againft  the  earth  confpire, 
IMonfters  of  fca  and  land  do  loudly  roar. 
And  make  the  deep  refound  from  Ihore  to  fliorc. 
The  fpumy  waves  come  rolling  from  afar, 
And  with  loud  jars  declare  the  wat'ry  war. 
They  upward  mount,  and  raife  their  crefls  on  high, 
And  beat  the  middle  regions  of  the  Iky. 
Downwards  they  fall  upon  the  fwcUing  deep, 
And  tofs  the  rigging  of  fome  low  funk  fhip  : 
Upwards  they  tow'r  and  falling  down  again, 
They  bury  men  and  cargo  in  the  main. 
The  boiling  deep  doth  from  her  low  funk  cell 
Throw  out  black  waves  refembling  thofe  of  hell. 
They  forward  roll  and  hideoufly  do  roar. 
And  vent  their  rage  againft  the  rocky  ftiore. 

At  the  age  of  thirteen,  he  was  fent  to  the  UniverCty  of  Edinburgh,  where  he  diftinguiflied  him- 
felf  in  the  different  claffes  of  languages,  philofophy  and  theology ;  and  formed  many  of  thofe 
friendlhips  and   conneSiens  which  afforded  him  much  happinefs  through  life. 

Among  the  number  of  his  fellow  collegians,  with  whom  he  lived  in  habits  of  the  clofefl  inti- 
macy, were  Dr.  Robertfon,  Mr.  John  Home,  Dr.  M'Ghie,  and  Profcfl^or  Cleghorn.  Dr.  Ro- 
bcrtfon  afterwards  and  Mr.  Home  figured  high  in  the  literary  world.  Dr.  M'Ghie  went  to  Lon- 
don, obtained  the  friendfhip  of  Dr.  Johnfon,  and  became  a  member  of  the  Ivy-lane  Club.  ProfefTor 
Cleghorn,  a  man  of  great  promife,  died  young. 

His  intelkdual  faculties  of  every  fort  now  began  to  make  a  rapid  progrefs,  the  caufe  of  which 
may,  in  a  great  mtafure,  be  attributed  to  the  convcrfation  of  the  companions  he  chanced  to  find 
5n  rhe  univerfity,  and  to  the  focieties  which,  about  that  time,  began  to  be  formed  among  the  ftu- 
dents  for  their  mutual  improvement  in  literary  compofition,  philofophical  dil'quifitien,  and  public 
fpeaking,  in  which  his  talents  found  ample  fcope  and  encouragement. 

His  converfation  with  men  of  tafte  and  learning,  and  the  excitement  which  their  example  would 
give  to  his  emulation,  would  do  more  towards  the  improvement  of  liis  mind  than  any  ledures  he 
could  attend,  or  any  mode  of  ftudy  he  could  purfoe.  The  prefent  writer  would  not,  however,  have 
it  thought,  that  he  conceives  cither  of  thefe  to  be  without  their  ufc  ;  he  would  only  aflirm,  that 
they  hold  a  fecondary  place,  when  compaieU  with  the  focicty  of  fuch  men  as  it  was  his  felicity  to 
find  contemporary  ftudents  in  the  univerfity. 

It  was  hkewife  very  fortunate  for  him,  that,  during  the  courfe  of  his  education  at  Edinburgh,  he 
became  known  to  David  Hume  and  Dr.  Fcrgufon,  and,  at  a  later  period,  to  Dr.  Smith,  by  all  of 
whom  he  was  held  in  a  higher  light  than  a  common  acquaintance. 

Jn  literary  focieties,  and  private  converfation,  he  had  an  opportunity  of  being  thoroughly  ac* 
quaioted  with  the  capacities,  as  well  as  the  temperi  and  difpofitions  of  his  contcmporarici. 
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Of  all  his  acquaintance,  he  regarded  Dr.  Smith  with  the  greateft  admiration,  and  Dr.  Fergufon 
with  the  greatea  affe£lion.  He  confidcred  Dr.  Smith  as  a  fuperior  genius  to  Mr.  Hume.  He 
pofleffed,  in  his  opinion,  equal  learning,  and  greater  originality  and  invention  ;  for  what  may  appear 
ftrange,he  by  no  means  confidered  Mr.  Hume  as  an  original  or  inventive  genius.  The  fubtlety  of  his 
reafoning,  the  extent  of  his  reading,  the  depth  and  folidity  of  his  refledions,  he  greatly  admired, 
but  ftill  he  thought  that  he  did  not  draw  fo  much  as  Dr.  Smith,  or  even  Lord  Kames,  from  the 
ftores  of  his  own  n-Jnd.  He  faid  that  he  trod  in  the  footfteps  of  Bolingbroke,  and  certain  French 
philofophers  ;-<hat  he  greedily  imbibed  their  ideas,  and  was  ftudious  to  glean  what  they  left  behind 
them  ;  that  he  ^formed  himfeif  with  great  induftry  of  the  opinions  and  views  of  great  men,  ia 
all  ages  of  the  world,  compared  them  together,  preferred  what  he  thought  beft,  drew  corollaries 
from  their  reafoning,  and,  on  the  whole,  exhibited  a  flriking  example  of  induftry  and  of  judgment. 
But  he  availed  himfeif  of  the  ignorance  of  the  world  to  pafs  that  as  new,  which  in  reaUty  was  old  ; 
and  that  his  ideas  were  either  borrowed  from  other  writers,  or  dedu<5tions  and  improvements  on 
conclufions  already  eftabliihed. 

Such  was  the  opinion  entertained  by  Wilkie  concerning  Mr.  Hume.  Invention  is  a  power  which 
muft  needs  ftand  high  in  the  admiration  of  a  poet,  and  Wilkie  fpoke  like  a  poet,  when  he  magnified 
its  praife,  as  if  it  had  been  a  divine  impulfe,  an  immediate  infpiration,  which  operated  its  eifecSls 
inftantaneoufly,  and  without  that  leifurely  and  gradual  procefs  which  takes  place  in  every  produc- 
tion of  human  genius. 

The  ideas  of  men  are  linked  together  by  a  chain  of  affociatlon.  Wilkie,  perceiving,  or  thinking 
that  he  perceived  the  fteps  by  which  Mr.  Hume  was  led  to  the  dodrines  he  advanced,  but  not  dif- 
cerning,  in  like  manner,  the  procefs  by  which  Dr.  Smith  was  led  to  the  formation  of  his  theories, 
pronounced  the  former  a  man  of  induftry  and  judgment,  and  the  latter  a  man  of  induftry  and 
genius. 

It  certainly  matters  not  whether  a  hint  be  derived  from  a  book,  or  from  converfation,  or  an  ac- 
cidental occurrence  in  the  material  or  moral  world.  Every  idea  is  derivative.  What  is  faid  of 
genius  and  invention,  in  contradiftincSion  to  memory  and  judgment,  is  commonly  vague  and  inde- 
finite. 

Wilkie  appears  to  have  had  a  predileftion  for  Dr.  Smith,  otherwife  In  the  exuberance  of  his  own 
invention,  he  might  have  difcovered  or  conjcflured  that  the  firft  hints  of  the  "  Theory  of  Moral 
Sentiments,"  a  theory  fo  amiable,  fo  ufeful  in  life,  and  to  a  certain  and  important  extent,  fo  juft, 
may  have  been  originally  fuggefted  by  fome  thoughts  in  the  "  De  Augment'ts  Scientiarum"  of  Bacon, 
or  from  Dr.  Butler's  "  Sermons  on  Human  Nature." 

While  he  was  profecuting  his  literary  ftudies  at  Edinburgh,  his  father  died,  and  left  him  no  other 
inheritance  than  the  ftock  and  unexpired  leafe  of  his  farm  at  the  Fifher's  Tryfte,  about  two  milca 
weft  from  that  city,  and  the  charge  of  his  three  fifters ;  having  fold  his  property  at  Rathobyres,  a 
fliort  time  before  his  death,  and  applied  the  purchafe-money  to  the  payment  of  his  debts. 

For  the  occupation  of  a  farmer,  whish  this  melancholy  event  devolved  upon  him,  he  was  emi- 
nently qualified,  both  by  his  habits  of  fpeculation  and  experience ;  having  been  accuftomed,  as  he 
grew  up,  to  divide  with  his  father  the  bufinefs  of  the  farm,  which,  as  is  ufual  In  thofe  of  fmall  ex- 
tent, was  chiefly  cultivated  by  the  common  labaur  of  the  family. 

Confiding,  however,  in  the  powers  of  which  he  was  confcious,  he  feems  not  to  have  trufted  for 
his  future  maintenance  to  his  exertions  as  a  farmer;  for,  while  he  managed  his  farm,  he  profecut-   • 
cd  his  ftudies  in  divinity,  and  commenced  preacher  of  the  gofpel. 

The  narrownefs  of  his  circumftances  obliged  him  to  live  with  great  economy,  and  it  was  during 
this  period,  owing  particularly  to  the  neceflities  of  his  fitiiation,  that  he  contratfted  an  uncommon 
degree  of  parfiniony,  which  he  pradifcd  more  than  was  neceflary  in  his  future  life. 

About  this  time  one  of  his  fifters  was  married  to  Mr.  John  Cleghorn,  farmer  at  Granton,  in 
the  parifli  of  Cramond,  a  man  of  ftrong  parts,  very  amiable  difpofition,  and  great  ability  in  his  pro- 
feffion.  With  him  he  contraded  the  moft  intimate  .habit's  of  friendftiip  and  correfpondence  In 
»11  matters  of  hufbandry  and  common  life,  he  quoted  Mr.  Cleghorn's  pradice  and  maxims,  as  th» 
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/landard  of  perftAion  in  every  conTcrfation.     He  waa  hjj  moft  coDfidential  friend  through  life,  and 
they  died  about  the  fame  time. 

From  Mr.  Clcghorn  he  probably  derived  many  of  thofc  maxims  and  principles  in  hufbandry 
vhich  he  prailifed  with  amazing  fucccfu  in  the  management  of  his  farm.  He  became  eminent  in 
many  branches  of  fcicnce ;  but  in  nothing  did  he  excel  more  than  in  a  thorough  and  profound 
knowledge  of  the  art  of  hufbandry.  He  u(cd  often  to  fay,  that  to  difcern  properly  the  real  qua- 
lities of  different  foils,  and  to  apply,  with  fuccefs,  the  culture  proper  for  each,  .equircd  the  higheft 
exertion  of  the  human  underAanding. 

Though  he  was,  in  many  refpeifls,  the  moft  fpcculative  and  fanciful  man  in  the  world,  yet  he 
was  very  careful,  in  the  chara<flcr  of  a  farmer,  to  avoid  the  chemical  theories,  and  to  adhere  to  the 
plain,  diredl,  and  furc  road  of  experience.  He  was  fully  convinced  that,  to  open  the  earth  for 
the  admiflion  of  the  foftering  influences  of  heaven,  and  to  return  into  her  lap  her  own  prodoct, 
whether  in  the  form  of  vegetables  or  animals,  was  the  great  art  of  promoting  her  fertility,  and 
preparing  her  for  the  important  work  of  reprodudion.  Dead  horfcs,  dogs,  cats,  and  animals  of 
all  kinds,  he  was  at  pains  to  pick  up,  and  to  convert  them  into  a  pabulum  for  ufcful  vegetables. 
Every  thing  that  abounded  with  the  principles  of  vegetation  he  was  eager  to  add  to  his  dunghill. 
He  watched  his  people,  often  Hiared  in  their  labour,  and  made  it  a  rule  to  encourage  good  fer- 
vants,  both  by  better  wage.«,  and  by  encomiums  and  little  premiums;  but,  on  no  account,  would 
fuffcr  the  vicious,  or  the  flothful,  to  live  with  him  on  any  terms.  He  feemed  to  be  particularly 
fuccefsful  in  the  culture  of  potatoes,  and  was  often,  frona  this  circumftance,  denominated  the  P*ta- 
Ue-Mimjief. 

In  this  courfe  of  life,  he  had  much  intercourfe  with  the  country  people  in  the  way  of  making 
bargains ;  from  which  he  took  occaCon  to  make  many  curious  remarks  on  human  nature.  There 
was  nothing  about  the  lower  ranks  of  men  that  ftruck  him  fo  much  as  their  cunning.  "  1  can 
raife  crops,"  he  would  exclaim,  "  better  than  any  of  my  neighbours;  but  I  am  always  cheated  in 
the  market." 

In  the  tnidft  of  allthefe  operations  of  agriculture,  he  found  leifure  to  cultivate  the  ftudy  of  po- 
lite literature,  and  afpired  to  the  renown  of  an  epic  poet. 

There  is  not  a  doubt  that  poets  are  moved  by  the  divine  impulfe  of  the"  heavenly  mufe  ;"  the 
*'  fpirit  that  infpired  on  Horeb  the  choftn  Ihepherd  ;"  the  "  powers  of  foRg;"  the  "  philofophic 
power  of  melancholy;"  or  by  whatever  name  that  invifible  caufe  is  calif d,  which  produces  that 
inward  thrilling  which  fecks  to  exprefs  itfelf  in  verfc  ;  yet  do  local  and  political  circumflancts  incline 
the  poet  to  flir  up  the  gift  that  is  within  him;  and,  but  for  thefe  circumftances,  Wilkie  would 
not  perhaps  have  known  that  he  was  born  a  poet.  He  made  no  fcruple  of  confefTing,  that  he 
thought  it  good  policy  to  roufe  his  poetical  talents,  and  to  liften  to  the  diiftates  of  the  •'  powers  of 
fong." 

When  he  had  quitted  the  college,  and  found  himfclf  deftitute  of  powerful  friends,  he  be- 
gan to  meditate  on  the  moft  probable  means  of  introducing  himfelf  to  the  notice  of  the  great. 
To  compofe  a  book  in  philofophy  would  be  doing  nothing  '.  It  might  be  read  by  a  few  men  of 
learning,  moft  of  whom  had,  iu  all  likelihood,  fixed  their  philofophical  creed,  and  imagined,  that 
whatever  was  coiitradidory  to  their  notions  was  falfc,  and  whatever  pafTed  the  circle  of  their  know- 
ledge, fuperfluous.  He  once  intended  to  write  a  novel ;  but  that  fpecies  of  writing,  though  it  re- 
quired the  fincft  parts,  was  not  likely  to  lead  to  any  preferment.  The  world,  though  well  plcaf(ii 
to  laugh  at  the  fancies  of  the  novelift,  would  not,  he  apprehended,  think  of  rewarding  him.  In 
the  whole  circle  of  fciencc  and  art,  there  was  not  any  ftudy  that  appeared  to  him  at  i.nce  fo  con- 
genial to  his  powers,  and  fo  conducive  to  his  intercft,  as  poetry.  He,  therefore,  determined  to  write 
an  epic  poem. 

Among  the  various  analogies  which  the  a<£livc  fancy  of  man  delights  to  trace  between  po- 
litical and  human  bodies,  there  is  none  more  ftriking  than  that  finiilarity  which  is  remark- 
ed between  their  different  geniufes  in  the  different  ftages  of  their  exiflence.  in  youth,  and 
in  jniuhood,  wc  look  forward  to  fomc  objcd  which  ia  to  incrcafe  our  happincff,  and  to  raifc  our 


THE   LIFE  OF  WILKIfi.  J* 

fame.  Animated  by  fuch  pleafing  hopes,  our  fpirks  are  lively,  and  our  purfuits  are  adllve  ;  but, 
in  more  advanced  years,  men  turn  bick  their  attention  to  the  more  early  period  of  their  lives,  an(J 
are  fond  of  recolleding  and  relating  the  joys  and  the  achievements  of  their  youth.  There  is,  in 
like  manner,  a  time  wlien  nations  look  forward  to  future  glory,  when  they  are. emulous  to  excel  ia 
every  honourable  cnterprife,  and  are  e^ger  to  ftrike  out  new  paths  in  fcience  and  art.  And  there 
is  alfo  a  time  when,  either  through  laticty  or  defpair,  they  are  more  inclined  to  remembfr' what 
has  been,  than  to  anticipate  what  fliall  be  ;  when  hiftory  becomes  the  favourite  ftudy,  and  is  deem- 
ed the  moft  entertaining  fubjf  d',  as  well  as  the  nioft  ufeful  objed  of  human  attention  and  reafon. 
Such  is  the  genius  of  our  nation  at  the  prelcnt  moment.  And  this  turn  of  the  nation,  coinciding 
with  that  ardour  for  literary  fame,  which,  for  more  than  forty  years  paft  has  diftinguiftied  the 
northern  part  of  this  ifland,  has  determined  the  moll  eminent  Scottilh  writers  to  try  their  ftrength 
in  the  arduous  attempt  of  hiftory. 

Had  Wilkie  been  born  and  educated  in  the  prefent  reign,  it  is  probable  that  he  would  have 
courted  the  hiftoric  mufe.  But  the  general  tafte  for  poetry  which  prevailed  when  he  received  the 
firil  itnpreffions  of  education,  a  fprightly  and  luxuriant  imagination,  and  the  political  motive,  which 
has  been  already  mentioned,  confpired  to  raife  his  views  to  Parnaffus.  A  few  years  before  hi* 
birth,  fenators  and  flatefmen  were  proud  of  writing  verfes;  and  a  talent  for  poetry  was  confidercd 
as  a  requifue,  as  it  was  in  reality  a  ftep  to  preferment  in  the  offices  of  government.  The  princes, 
in  whofc  reign  he  was  born  and  educated,  were  not  indeed  p3trons  of  the  mufes  :  But  poetry  con- 
tinued to  be  in  falbion.  The  tranllations  of  Pope  had  excited  a  general  admiration  of  his  own 
powers,  and  revived  a  veneration  for  thofe  of  Homer.  Criticifms  were  written  on  the  Epopiosa, 
and  comparifons  made  between  Homer,  Virgd,  Lucan,  Camoens,  Ariofto,  Taffo,  Milton,  Voltaire, 
and  Glover. 

In  fuch  circumflances,  Wilkie  conceived  the  defign  of  writing  a  poem  after  that  great  poet,  whofe 
praifes  were  re-echoed  throughout  the  world,  and  for  whom  he  entertained  the  highefl  veneration. 
He  drew  the  fubjedl  of  his  poem  from  the  fourth  book  of  the  "  Iliad,"  where  Sthenelus  gives  A- 
gamemnon  a  fhort  account  of  the  facking  of  Thebes.  After  the  fall  ef  thofe  heroes  celebrated  by 
Statins,  their  fons,  and,  among  the  reft,  Dhmed,  undertook  the  fiege  of  that  city,  and  were  fo  fortu- 
nate as  to  fucceed  in  their  enterprife,  and  to  revenge,  on  the  Thebans  and  the  tyrant  Creoriy  the 
death  of  their  fathers.  Thefe  young  heroes  were  kjiown  to  the  Greeks  under  the  title  of  the  Epi^ 
goiii,  or    the  Defcendints ;  and,  for  this  reafon,  Wilkie  gave  to  his  poem  the  title  of  the  Epigoniad, 

There  remained  a   tradition   among   the  Greeks,  that   Homer   had   taken   this  fecond   fiege   of 
-Thebes  for  the  fubje(5l  of  a  fecond  poem,  which  is  loft;   and  Wjlkie  feems  to  have  pleafed  himfelf 
with  the  thoughts  of  reviving  the  v.-ork,  as  Well  as  of  treading  in  the  Reps  of  his  favourite  author. 

The  principles  upon  which,  as  a  Ckriftian  and  a  philofopber,  in  an  age  vyhich  rejedis  ancient 
fable  as  wholly  incredible,  he  engaged  in  an  undertaking,  the  nature  of  which  was  intimately  cop- 
nefled  with  ancient  mythology,  may  be  coUedled  from  the  following  eulogium  on  the  influence 
of  poetry,  more  particularly  that  fpecies  of  poetry  which  fuppofes  the  truth  of  heathen  fables, 
pronounced  in  converfatian  with  Dr.  Thon.fon,  many  years  after,  in  the  Earl  of  Kiunoul's  li- 
brary at  Dupplin-Caftie,  vvhich,  though  long,  is  too  valuable  to  be  withheld. 

"  There  cannot  be  a  more  proper  amufemtnt  for  a  perfon  whofe  office  it  is  to  hunianlfe  the 
mind  by  inculcating  the  Chriftian  graces  and  virtues  than  the  poets.  Ail  literature  has  a  tendency 
to  purify  the  mind  from  difiugenuity  and  brutality,  by  habituating  it  to  the  contemplation  of  truth, 
in  contradiflin<9;ion  to  falfehood  and  error  ;  of  fitnefs"  and  propriety,  as  diftinguiftied  from  what  is 
incongruous,  monftrou^,  and  abfurd  ;  and  of  human  nature  placed  in  Ctuations  fitted  to  excite  our 
fynipathetic  feelings,  and  to  exercife  our  nob'.e  and  virtuous  emotions  and  paflions.  It  is  in  thi« 
laft  manner,  it  is  by  a  conftant  appeal  to  cur  moral  feelings,  that  poetry,  efpecially  the  fublimer 
kinds  of  poetry,  v.ears  off  the  antipathies  of  the  barbarian,  and  difpofes  the  man  of  letters  and  tafte 
in  the  mcercourfe  of  life,  to  overlook  many  caufes  of  animofity  and  refentment,  and  to  fympathize 
with  hurr.ai.  natu;e  in  the  luidft  o!  a  thoufaud  frailties  and  follies.  By  tl.e  fublime  kinds  of  poetry 
I  underftaud  the  ode,  tragedy,  and  epopcea;  Thefe  not  only  recommend  wliatever  is  excellent  and 
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great  in  human  condu<fl,  to  the  cool  and  dirpaflionate  views  of  reafoo,  but  powerfully  imprefs  it  or 
the  heart,  and  gradually  incorpuratc  it  with  the  moral  charatSlcr,  In  human  events  and  sfliont 
there  is  a  famcnefs  which  cloys,  and  an  impcrfedUon  which  difplcafes  the  mind.  Heroic  or  epic 
poetry  remedies  thcfe  defcds,  by  exhibiting  a  piiflurc  as  various  as  the  wanderings  of  the  imagina- 
tion, and  examples  of  virtue  that  correfpond  to  thofe  abftradcd  ideas  of  excellence  that  arc  formed 
by  the  intelledt,  and  which  alone  come  up  to  the  dcfires  of  the  foul.  Although  the  whole  of  a 
conipofition  of  this  kind  abounds  in  grave  iiiflrudtion>s,  yet  there  id  one  ielTon  which  is  taught 
above  all  others,  one  truth  which  it  principally  inculcates,  and  which  is  called  the  moral  of  the 
poem.  This  truth  or  moral  is  illuftrated  by  a  ftory  or  fable  ;  and  as  the  heroic  poet  docs  not  (boot 
diretftly  and  rapidly  towards  the  end  he  has  in  view,  but,  on  the  contrary,  keeps  long  on  the  wing, 
and  aims,  in  his  flight,  to  warm  the  mind,  and  to  gratify  its  vaft  defircs  by  frequent  views  of  the 
grandeur,  magnificence,  and  beauty  of  nature.  This  fable,  ftory,  or  plot,  various  and  intricate  in 
itfelf,  is  ftill  farther  divcrfificd  by  manifold  incidents  and  digrtflions  ;  various  fcenes  are  opened, 
various  a<ftors  introduced,  various  charaflers  and  manners,  and,  correfponding  to  thefe,  various  fen- 
timents.  The  variety  and  gravity  of  the  diiHion  are  fuitcd  to  the  variety  and  gravity  of  the  fub- 
jeCl ;  and  mufical  numbers,  wi'h  beautiful  imagery,  adorn  every  part  of  the  complicated  produflion." 

"  He  illuftrated  the  truth  of  thcfe  fentiments"  fays  Dr.  Thomfon,  by  whom  the  converfatitn  it 
reported,  "  from  the  works  of  Tafia  and  of  Milton,  but  chiefly  from  the  "  Iliad"  of  Homer.  I 
mentioned  the  incredibility  of  Homer's  fable?,  and  hinted  that  they  were  fcarcely  proper  for  the 
contemplation  of  a  Chriftian.  On  this  head,  I  was  not  myfelf  very  fcrupulous,  being  convinced  that, 
to  fuffer  the  imagination  to  wander,  for  a  time,  over  the  fields  of  fancy,  is  no  crime.  It  is  eafy  to 
call  back  the  wanderer,  and  to  difmifs  the  illufion  :  But  I  wiftied  to  draw  an  anfwer  from  Wilkie. 
With  refpeft  to  the  incredibility  of  fable,  the  imagination,  he  anfwered,  can  render  any  thing  cre- 
dible, if  it  is  well  defcribed,  that  is  not  abfurd  or  impoflible.  As  to  the  nnchriftiannefs  of  attend- 
ing to  heathen  fables,  he  faid  that  there  were  many  fables  in  the  Bible,  introduced  for  the  expreft 
purpofe  of  conveying  and  inculcating  truths,  religious  and  moral.  Many  of  the  heathen  fabies,  he 
maintained,  had,  in  like  manner,  a  moral  tendency  :  For  example,  the  furious  Achilles  and  Diomed 
are  about  to  vent  their  rage  in  fomc  aifl  of  cruelty  and  injuftice.  Minerva  prefcnts  lierfelf  in  fomc 
form  or  other  that  they  rcfped,  and  diverts  their  purpofe.  That  is,  the  voice  of  rcafon  rellrains 
the  impetuofity  of  paffion." 

The  differences  of  time  and  place  had  no  effedl  upon  Wilkie's  genius.  While  he  cultivated  the 
ground,  his  poem  cf  T/.'e  EpigoniaJ  was  going  forward  ;  and,  with  the  fcythe  in  his  hand,  he  medi- 
tated on  the  times  when  princes  and  hcroc*  boaftcd  of  their  powers  and  fkill,  in  cutting  hay, 
ploughing  land,  and  feeding  fwine.  The  rural  fcenes  and  fimple  manners  that  were  ever  prcfenc 
in  his  imagination,  accorded  well  with  the  tone  of  a  poem,  the  fubj^d  of  which  was  taken  from  a 
very  early  period  of  lociety,  and  contributed  to  give  a  jiii"knefs  and  exadlnefs  to  his  images,  which 
are  not  to  be  found  in  the  compofitions  of  city  poets,  who  draw  little  from  nature,  and  take  every 
thing  at  fecond  hand. 

It  was  reported,  that  while  he  was  writing  the  Ef-inott'ud,  it  is  faid,  he  read  it  in  p'eccs  to  an  old 
woman  in  the  neighbourhood,  named  Margaret  Paten,  without  communicating  to  any  other 
perfon  what  he  was  doing;  and  what  fhe  difapproved  of,  he  fcored  and  altered,  till  pure  nature 
wa»  pleafed.     A  fimilar  llory  is  told  of  Moliere,  with  more  probability. 

There  is  a  tradition  alfo,  that,  upon  fome  occafion,  he  fubnjltted  his  verfcs  to  the  corredi  >n  of 
Mr.  Hume.  Mr.  Hume  addnffcd  Wilkit,  by  telling  him,  that  he  had  made  a  great  many  emen- 
dations. Wilkie,  upon  liiokjng  lightly  at  thcin,  replied:  "  Well,  1  will  be  even  with  you;  for  I 
will  not  adopt  fo  much  as  one  of  your  correifliont'." 

Hi»  manner  of  life  at  the  Fiiher's  Tryftc  was  the  mod  refpedable  that  could  be  imagined. 
He  profccuted  his  literary  ftudies,  he  tilled  the  ground,  employed  the  poor,  provided  for^is  filters, 
and  on  ^undays  occafionally  preached  the  gofpel.  This,  innced,  wa^  n^  hardlhip  to  him  ;  for  fo 
general  was  hib  knowledge,  fo  lively  his  imav^ination,  and  fo  quick  hi»  recoile<fti»n,  ihat  lie  \>cc*c)iid 
not  only  without  wating  his  fermons,  but  loinctnnes  even  vtitlioiu  longer  premeditation  than  lbs? 
of  eight  or  ten  miuuies.     He  wciit  one  daj  tQ  heat  Icruiun  in  the  chuuh  of  Rath.',  ar.j,  as  i-.t 
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"talked  along  w;thj!  the  minifter  from  the  manfe  to  the  church,  was  clofcly  preffed  by  him  to 
preach  for  him.  He  at  firft  made  many  excufes,  but  was  fo  extremely  urged,  that  he  at  laft  con- 
fented,  provided  the  minifter  would  name  the  text ;  a  condition  which  was  readily  complied  with. 
This  anecdote  is  related  by  Dr.  Thomfon,  who  was  told  by  a  nobleman  who  was  prefent,  and  wha 
•was  a  gtiod  judge,  that  the  fermon  was  excellent. 

In  the  rebellion  1745,  a  generous  ftart  of  loyal  fervour  had  excited  the  young  people  about  Edin- 
burgh, many  of  them  Wilkie's  companions,  to  take  the  field ;  but  the  abfurdity  of  rifking  the  flower 
of  the  country  made  it  foon  be  overruled ;  and  Wilkie  was  remarked  to  have  been  the  only  perfon 
who  left  the  ranks :  Hence  infmuations  againft  his  perfonal  courage.  Perhaps  he  faw  the  fooliflinefa 
of  the  thing  :  At  ieaft,  there  are  no  other  evidences  of  the  kind  againft  him  ;  and  it  is  certain,  that 
being  once  dogged  by  a  foot-pad,  in  a  dark  night,  on  his  way  to  Ratho,  he  turned  upon  him,  and, 
■with  one  blow  of  his  cane  acrofs  the  temples,  brought  him  to  the  ground.  This  anecdote  is  relat- 
ed upon  the  authority  of  Dr.  Robertfon. 

After  the  clofe  of  the  rebellion,  and  the  rcftoration  of  the  peace  of  the  country,  he  returned  to 
his  farm,  and  refumed  the  quiet  occupations  of  agriculture  and  literature,  in  which  he  fpent  feveral 
years,  little  known  to  the  world,  and  holding  little  intercourfe  with  it,  excepting  with  a  few  litera- 
ry friends  and  companions. 

The  Filher's  Tryfte,  lying  in  the  immediate  vicinity  of  Gorgie,  the  property  of  Mr.  Lind  fheriff- 
fubftitute  of  Mid-Lothian,  he  became  acquainted  with  Wilkie  at  an  early  period,  and,  from  their 
firft  acquaintance,  ftrongly  attached  himfelf  to  his  interefts. 

Mr.  Lind  was  very  capable  of  difcerning  his  merit,  gave  him  a  general  invitation  to  his  honfe, 
introduced  him  into  the  company  of  his  numerous  acquaintance,  and  made  him  known  to  the 
Duke  of  Argyll,  the  Earl  of  Lauderdale,  Lord  Milton,  Lord  Kames,  Mr.  Charles  Townfhend, 
and  many  other  perfons  of  rank. 

In  175a,  Mr.  Guthrie,  minifter  of  Ratho,  being  rendered  incapable,  by  age  and  infirmities,  of 
difcharging  the  duties  of  his  office,  an  affiftant  was  found  neceffary.  Mr.  Lind  recommended  Wil- 
kie to  the  Earl  of  Lauderdale,  the  patron  of  that  parifh,  for  that  office,  and  obtained  his  Lord-. 
Ihip's  coi  fenc  to  allow  him  to  preach  at  Ratho. 

When  Wilkie  was  introduced  at  Hacton,  Lord  Lauderdale  was  much  pleafed  with  the  origina. 
Jity  of  his  genius  and  extenfive  knowledge  ;  and  fo  much  entertained  with  a  thoufand  peculiaritia 
in  his  manner  of  thinking  and  reafoning  on  every  fubjecl,  that  he  refolved  immediately  to  mala 
him  affiftant  and  fucceffor  to  Mr.  Guthrie  ;  and,  for  this  purpofe,  he  gcneroufly  efcabliftied  a  fund 
of  30 1.  for  his  annual  fupport,  without  diminifliing  the  ftipeud  during  the  life  of  the  old  man. 

Accordingly,  on  the  17th  of  May  1753,  Wilkie  was  ordained,  by  the  Prefbytery  of  Edinburgh, 
effiftant  and  fucceffor  to  the  minifter  of  Ratho.  In  this  Ctuation,  he  continued  three  years  and  a 
half,  living  all  that  time  on  his  little  farm,  about  four  miles  difiant,  and  faithfully  performing  the 
duties  of  his  office  in  the  parifti.  On  the  death  of  Mr.  Guthrie,  Feb.  28th  1756,  he  came  inta 
pofTeffion  of  the  whole  living,  and  fettled,  with  his  fifters,  in  the  manfe  of  Ratho. 

Agriculture  had  been  a  peculiar  objedl  of  his  attention  from  his  youth  ;  and  he  now  gave/  full 
fcope  to  his  genius  for  improvement,  though  on  a  fmall  fcale.  His  glebe,  which  he  found  in  great 
diforder,  he  immediately  cnclofed  in  a  judicious  manner,  and  cultivated  it  with  fuch  ability,  that  it 
continued  to  produce  the  moft  abundant  crops. 

A  piece  of  marftiy  ground  belonging  to  the  glebe,  in  the  name  of  pafture-ground,  of  near  five 
actes,  which,  from  time  immemorial,  had  been  of  fo  little  value,  that  the  higheft  rent  given  for  it 
was  half-a-guinea  yearly,  he  enclofed  with  a  deep  ditch  and  hedge  ;  and  interfe<fted  it  with  fuch  a 
variety  of  drains,  moft  judicioufly  difpofed,  that  it  became  matter  of  aftonifhment  to  the  country 
in  general,  and  of  ridicule  to  many  ;  but  the  event  juftified  his  ability,  for  it  produced  a  feries  of 
moft  beneficial  crops,  and  ftill  continues  valuable. 

He  alfo  projeded  a  fociety  for  the  improvement  of  agriculture  and  rural  economy,  called  The 
Hu/bandry  Club,  which  met  at  Ratho,  and  confifted  of  a  great  number  of  the  gentlemen  and  prin- 
«ipal  farmers  in  the  neighbourhood.    The  excellent  regulations,  ellabliflied  for  the  government  of 
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the  club,  and  the  preat  variety  of  interefting  and  judiciois  qacftiont,  propofed  m  fu^jixSs  of  iheir 
deliberation  and  difculTion,  in  all  which  he  had  a  principal  Ihire,  will  long  continue  to  do  honour 
to  his  memory. 

Thi»  fociety,  of  which  U'ilkie  may  be  confiJered  as  the  founder,  was  conduced,  for  many  yean, 
with  great  fpirit  and  fucccfs.  Its  records,  according  to  the  information  of  Mr.  Robenfon,  contain 
JifTcrtations  on  many  pmdical  fubjeiflf  in  agriculture,  of  much  merit.  The  oaaie  of  the  celebrated 
Dr.  Cullen  appears  in  the  lid  of  the  members. 

While  he  rcfided  at  Rarho,  he  had  much  intercourfc  with  the  Lauderdale  family,  and  was,  at  all 
limc«,  a  welcome  vifitaiit  at  Hatton.  His  noble  patron  was  f.'nd  of  his  convcrfati'in,  and  often  en- 
gaged him  in  tiil'putatiun ;  and,  prrhapi,  he  never  met  with  an  ancagonid  who  afforded  him  greater 
icope  for  the  exertion  of  all  hi«  powers.  Through  life,  he  retained  the  ftrongcft  attachment  to  the 
£arl  of  Lauderdale,  and  valued  him  more  for  his  good  under&anding,  hit  great  knowledge  of  mcB 
and  manners,  and  h'f,  uncommon  humanity,  than  for  his  high  rank.  His  fcntimenti,  with  rcfpcA 
to  the  Earl,  were  well  known  to  all  his  acquaintances;  for  there  was  nothing  more  common  than 
hio  retailing  his  Lordfliip's  maxims  and  opinions  in  every  company  and  convcrfation. 
•  In  1757,  he  publifhed  at  Edinburgh  'TLe  EpigoniaJ,  a  Poem,  in  Nint  Books,  I2n:o,  the  rcfult  of 
fourteen  years  ftudy  and  application,  and  claimed  the  honours  of  an  epic  poet.  Hi?  claim,  how- 
erer,  to  this  diftii'.(flion  was  not  generally  allowed.  His  work  was  applauded  by  a  few  men  of 
tafte  and  learning,  but  was  coldly  received  by  the  public,  and  cenfured,  with  jireat  feverity,  by  the 
•writew  of  periodical  criticifm,  on  account  of  a  few  miflakcs  in  exprclFion  and  profody,  excufable 
in  a  Scottifli  poet,  who  had'never  been  out  of  his  own  country.  The  title,  it  rauft  be  confeffed, 
was  fomewhat  unfortunately  chofen ;  for  a?  the  flory  of  the  Fpigoni  was  known  only  to  a  very 
fcw  of  the  learned,  the  public  were  not  able  to  conjedlure  what  could  be  the  fu!)je(Sl  of  the  poem, 
and  were  apt  to  negledl  what  it  was  impoITible  to  underfland.  The  Preface  contained  fome  ju- 
dicious and  fpirited  remarks  oa  the  beauties  and  defc(5l8  of  epic  poetry,  but  afforded  little  infor- 
mation concerning  the  fubje6l  of  the  poem.  There  was  no  general  plan  prefixed  to  the  whole^ 
for  argument,  as  might  be  expcdled,  at  the  head  of  each  book.  It  was  inlcribed,  in  the  manner 
cf  Camoensand  Taflo,  to  Archibald  Duke  of  Argyll,  a  nobleman,  who,  by  patronizing  the  arts  and 
Sciences,  rivalled  the  glory  of  his  elder  brother  Duke  Juhn,  whofe  political  and  military  talents 
nade  him  to  be  defervedly  eAeemed  one  of  the  Rrft  f^atci'mcn  and  heroes  of  his  usat, 

y7r^yl!,  the  flate's  whole  thund-T  horn  to  wield, 
And  (hake  alike  the  fenate  and  the  field. 

Pope. 

In  1759,  he  publilbed  a  fccond  edition  of  The  Epigon'uJ,  Is'e.  by  William  lViU.it,  V.  D.  M.  Cart. 
ftiHy  eorrefled  and  imprtvtd.  To  tvhich  is  odJid,  a  Dream,  in  the  manner  of  Sfenfr,  Ilmo.  In  this  e- 
^ition,  all  or  moft  of  the  Scoticifms,  and  other  trivial  niiftakes  in  the  firft  edition,  were  corred- 
ed.  A  paffage  alfo  in  the  Preface,  containing  a  radi  ccnfure  of  "  the  quaintnefs  of  Mr.  Pope's  ex- 
j  relTioiijin  his  tranllation  of  the  "  Iliad"  and  "  Odyffey,"  as  not  at  all  fuitab'.e  either  to  the  an- 
tiquity or  majeftic  gravity  of  his  author,"  was  very  properly  omitted.  Mr  Hurr.e  gives  the  fol- 
lowing account  of  its  reception  in  London,  in  a  letter  to  Dr.  Smith,  dated  April  i  2.  1 739  :  "  The 
£pigmiad,  I  hope,  will  do,  but  it  is  fomewhat  up-hill  work.  You  will  fee  in  the  "  Critical  Review," 
a  letter  upon  that  poem,  and  I  defire  you  to  employ  your  conjefiures  in  finding  out  the  author." 
The  letter  in  the  "  Critical  Review,"  was  written  by  Mr.  Hume,  to  recommend  The  Epi^tniad  to 
the  public,  "  at  one  of  the  ornaments  of  our  language."  The  faccefs  was  not  anfwerable  to  hit 
expe(ftations.  Too  antique  to  pleafc  the  unlettered  reader,  and  too  modern  for  the  fcholar,  it  waj 
negleflcd  by  both,  read  by  few,  and  foon  forgotten  by  all. 

Soon  after  his  coming  to  Ratho,  he  was  feizcd  with  an  unformed  ague,  from  which  he  was  never 
perfedly  relieved  during  th;  reft  of  his  life.  For  this  complaint,  he  thought  an  extraordinary  per. 
fpiration  was  necefTary.  He  flept  with  an  in\modcraec  quantity  of  bed-clothes,  and  fweated  fo 
much,  that  it  was  thought  to  have  had  an  cffeA  in  relaxing  his  conflitution.  The  blankets  under 
■which  he  flfpt  became  a  wonder  to  the  country ;  (lories  are  told  of  twenty-fo\»r  pair  of  blanket! 
being  above  iiim  :  And  this  miy  have  been  the  cafe  when  hs  was  no:  in  his  9wn  bed 3  but,  in  ge- 
neral, hit  covering  was  much  lighter. 
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N  The  fuppofed  unhealthinefs  of  the  manfe  of  Ratho  gave  him  the  firft  inclination  to  change  his  fir 
tuation,  and  the  profeflorfhip  of  Natural  Philol'ophy  in  the  Univerfity  of  St.  Andrew's  becom-. 
ing  vacant  in  May  1759,  by  the  death  of  Mr.  David  Yeung,  he  became  a  candidate  for  that  office. 
Several  candidates  appeared,  and  Wilkie  was  not  then  acquainted  with  one  member  in  the  Univer^ 
(jty.  As  it  happened  to  be  the  time  of  the  mcetii  g  of  the  General  AITembly,  he  was  introduced 
to  fuch  of  them  as  were  then  at  Edinburgh,  and  found  avenues  of  application  to  them  all;  but  Dr^ 
Watfon  was  the  only  member  who  difcerned  his  merk,  and  effedually  promoted  his  intereft ;  for, 
when  the  day  of  eledion  came  (July  1759),  '^^  other  prcfclTors  had  attached  themfelves,  in 
equal  numbers,  to  two  other  candidates;  and  when  neither  party  could,  by  any  influence,  alter  Dr. 
Warfon,  one  of  the  partie^*  joined  him,  and  gave  the  eleAion  in  favour  of  Wilkie. 

When  he  left  Ratho,  he  was  worth  about  2coi.  from  the  fale  of  the  flock  upon  his  farm,  and 
favings  from  his  ftipend.  With  this  money  he  purcbafed  fome  acres  of  land  in  the  neighbourhood 
of  St.  Andrew's.  He  enclofed  and  cultivated  his  little  fields  with  fuch  judgment  and  fuccefs,  as  ex- 
cited the  aftonifliment,  commanded  the  imitation,  and  promoted  the  improvement  of  the  cauntry. 
round  him,  and  contributed,  in  a  high  degree,  to  his  own  emolument.  He  gradually  extended 
his  purchafe»,  his  improvements,  and  his  profits,  and  is  fuppofed  to  have  acquired  a  property  in 
land  worth  3®ccl. ;  and  has,  in  his  fo  rapid  accumulation,  left  an  equally  eminent  example  of 
ability  and  economy. 

As  a  teacher  of  natural  philofophy,  his  ufual  merit  did  not  forfake  him.  Natural  philofophy^ 
he  faid  himfelf,  was  his  forU.  Though,  by  an  univerfal  genius,  he  flione  in  this  department  of 
fcicnce,  yet  his  friends  generally  imagined  that  languages,  logic,  metaphyfics,  or  moral  philofo- 
phy, would  have  teen  more  fuitable  to  his  tafte  and  inclinations. 

In  1768,  he  publifhed  \\\^  Fables,  8vo.  They  are  fixteen  in  number,  and  a  frontifpiece,  deCgn- 
ed  by  Wale,  is  prefixed  to  each  fable.  Previous  to  the  publication  of  his  Fables,  the  Univerfity 
of  St.  Andrew's  conferred  upon  him  the  degree  of  Dodlor  in  Diviiiity. 

From  this  time  nothing  of  importance  occurred  in  the  life  of  Wilkie.  He  is  faid  to  have  broke 
off  connexion  with  Mr.  Hume  and  Dr.  Robertfon,  fome  time  before  his  death. 

After  a  lingering  indilpofition,  he  died  at  St.  Andrew's,  0(5tober  loth  1772,  in  the  jift  year  of 
his  age.  His  two  fifters,  to  whom  he  left  his  property,  are  ftiil  living  at  St.  Andrew's.  He 
left  his  MS3.  to  the  care  of  Mr.  Lifton,  v»rho  has  not  publifhed  any  of  his  literary  remains. 

No  edition  of  his  Epigoniad  or  Fables  has  been  called  for  fince  his  death.  They  are  now,  reprinted, 
from  the  edition  1 759  and  1 768,  for  the  firft  time,  received  into  colledion  of  claflical  Englilh.' 
poetry. 

In  176S,  when  the  prefent  writer  was  at  Lanark  fchool,  his  admiration  of  Wilkie  induced  him 
to  tranfcribe  from  a  manufcript  in  the  Enrl  of  Hyndford*»  library  at  Carmichael-houfe,  a  poem 
intituled,  "  Whitton,  a  defcriptive  poem,  with  notes,  infcribed  to  the  Duke  of  .'Argyll,  by  W.  W  " 
fuppofed  to  mean  IVilliam  Wilkie ;  but  he  has  not  ventured  to  give  it  to  Wilkie  upon  fupnofi- 
tion. 

Of  his  charader,  private  habits,  domcflic  manners,  and  opinions,  curiofity  will  require  more 
ample  information  than  is  to  be  foiind  in  the  following  notices,  which  the  diligence  of  FrofefTor 
Dalzel  has  colledled,  and  the  zeal  and  veneration  of  Mr.  Robertfon,  Mr.^  Liflon,  Dr.  Thomfon 
and  Dr.  Robertfon,  have  fupplied. 

"  He  was  always,"  fays  a  paper,  communicated  by  an  ingenious  but  not  literary  friend  of  Wil- 
He,  to  Pi  ofefTor  Dalztl,  "  fond  of  being  in  the  company  of  old  men  and  old  women,  from  the  8th, 
year  of  his  age;  and  they  always  liked  him, as  he  delighted  in  their  converfation  ;  and  he  rapt  out, 
fomething  new,  wha'tever  was  the  fubjed.  He  had  read  the  ancient  philofophers  and  poets  very- 
early.  Hefiod  was  a  favourite  poet  of  his,  and  he  very  often  quoted  him  to  perfons  who  knew  no- 
thing about  him.  Hh  converfation  was  moft  original  and  ingenious.  It  had  a  mixture  of  know- 
ledge, acutenefsand  Angularity,  which  rendered  it  peculiarly  delightful ;  and  every  perfon  whofpent 
anhour  with  him,  carried  away  fomething  which  he  was  glad  to  repeat.  He  had  a  firm  faith  in 
the  truth  of  the  Chriftjan  religion.    Hg  employed  a  conCderable  portion  of  his  time  io  reading  the 


li»  THE   LIFE   OF   WILKIE. 

Scriptnrcj,  and  he  kept  up  the  worfliip  of  God  regularly  in  hU  fatnilf.    While  he  was  a  parifb  mi- 
nifler,  he  was  acceptable  to  his  people  ;  and,  in  every  fituation  of  his  life,  he  was  kind  to  pcrfons  in 
4iftrtfs,  and  very  liberal  in  his  private  charity.     His  temper  was  hafty,  but  void  of  malice  or  four- 
nefs ;  and  he  was  always  cheerful.     He  was  fond  of  agriculture,  and  remarkable  for  his  knowledge 
of  the  different  branches  of  it.     The  people  in  the  neighbourhood  of  St.  Andrew's  acknowledge  t* 
this  day,  that  they  have  derived  many  ufeful  IclTuns  from  Dr.  Wilkie's  management  of  his  farm." 
"  In  his  public  capacity  as  a  preacher,"  fays  Mr.  Robertfon,  "  he  was  rather  original  and  inge- 
dIous  than  eloquent ;  and,  though  he  never  purfued  the  ordioary  aifbs  of  popularity,  never  failed  t* 
fix  the  attention  of  his  audience.     The  peculiarity,  variety,  and  even  eccentricity  of  his  fcntiment» 
or  reafoning,  invariably  procured  him  approbation.     In  his  public  charatfler,  he  obferved  a  thoufand 
oddities  and  inattentions.     He  generally  pleached  with  his  hat  on  his  head,  and  often  forgot  to  pro- 
nounce the  blcfling  after  public  fervice.     Once  1  faw  him  difpcnfe  the  facrament  without  confe. 
crating  the  elements.     On  being  told,  he  made  a  public  apology,  confecrated,  and  ferved  the  fecond 
table;  after  which,  he  went  to  the  pulpit  to  fuperintend  the  fervice,  forgetting  to  communicate 
himfcif,  till  informed  of  the  omiflion  by  his  elders.     In  his  drefj,  he  was  uncommonly  negligent 
and  flovenly,  and,  in  his  whole  manner  of  life,  totally  inattentive  to  all  thofc  little  formalities  on 
which  the  generality  of  mankind  are  apt  to  value  themfelvcs.     He  was  immoderately  addidled  to 
the  ufe  of  tobacco,  particularly  chewing,  in  which   he  went  to  fuch  extreme  excefs,  that  it  was 
thought,  by  all  his  acquaintance,  highly  prejudicial  to  his  health,  and  perhaps  a  caufe  of  his  prema- 
ture death.  He  was  fond  of  medical  aid,  but  always  difputed,  aud  often  rejeded  the  prefcriptions  of 
doSors :  Hence  was  thought  whimfical,  both  in  his  compliments,  and  in  his  management  of  them. 
He  flept  with  an  immoderate  quantity  of  bed-clothes.     One  day  he  vifited  a  farmer  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood, 3  relation  of  his  own ;  when  prevailed  on  to  (lay  all  night,  he  begged  he  might  have 
plenty  of  bed-clothes.     His  female  friends  in  the  family  coIleAed  and  put  on  his  bed  14  pair  of 
blankets.     When  aflced,  next  morning,  if  he  had  plenty  of  bed-clothes,  he  anfwered,  he  had  juft 
enough,  and  had  flept  well.     He  abhorred  nothing  fo  much  as  clean  (beets,  and  whenever  he  met 
with  fuch,  he  wrapt  them  up,  threw  them  afide,  and  flept  in  the  blankets.     One  evening,  at 
Hatton,  being  alked  by  Lady  Lauderdale  to  (lay  all  night,  he  exprelTed  an  attachment  tu  his  own 
bed,  but  faid,  if  her  ladyfliip  would  give  him  a  pair  of  foul  flieets,  he  would  flay." 

"  Hard  circumftances,"  fays  Dr.  Robertfon,  "  opprefTed  Wilkie  for  the  greater  part  of  his  life, 
and  produced  that  ftrong  attention  to  money-matters,  with  which  he  has  been  reproached  by  thofc 
who  could  not  explain  it.     It  proceeded,  in  fadl,  from  a  Angular  love  of  independinci,  the  paffion  of 
3  ftatcly  mind.     He  (huddcred  at  the  thought  of  coming  under  the  power  of  any  man,  and  could 
bardly  think  of  walking  the  flreets,  left  any  perfon,  to  whom  he  was  indebted,  (hould  meet  him. 
When  his  father  died,  he  had  to  borrow  the  money  that  was  to  bury  him.    He  went  to  an  uncle  for 
lol.  and  was  refufed.     Thefe  events  could  but  ill  fit  upon  bis  mind.     After  he  came  to  better 
4iay(!,  "  I  have  often  heard  him  fay,"  fays  Mr.  Lifton,  "  1  have  fhaken  hands  with  poverty  up  to 
the  very  elbow,  and  I  wi(h  never  to  fee  her  face  again."    Hence  a  parfimony  to  the  extreme.     Yet, 
in  wealth,  would  we  brand  him  with  the  love  of  money  for  its  own  fake.     Another  paflion  came 
an  :  He  loved  his  relations ;  and  it  was  his  common  maxim,  that  no  man  (hould  ever  break  with 
kis  kindred.     He  was  not  long  minifter  of  Ratho,  till  he  apprehended  his  life  would  be  (hort  :   He 
bad  two  flfters  that  he  feared  would  be  left  detlitute,  immediately  upon  his  death.     ApprehenCve 
on  their  account,  he  always  lived  plain,  heaped  up  every  penny,  and  at  laft  died  worth  two  or 
three  thoufand  pounds ;  not  fo  much  acquired  by  favings,  however,  as  by  a  rapid  profit  from  his 
own  favourite  a(ft  of  agriculture,  in  the  pcrfeA  (kill  of  which  no  man  excelled  him.     At  the  fame 
time,  after  the  (hort  period  that  he  became  polTeffed  of  money,  his  friends  could  fee  that  he  could 
part  with  it.     It  was  his  cuftom  to  pay  the  bill,  even  when  travelling  with  fcveral  of  his  relations 
that  could  afford  their  (hare.    After  he  fettled  at  St.  Andrew's,  his  private  charities  were  not 
Jefs  than  aol.  a  year.     Bom  for  intenfc  thought ;   for  total  abfcnce  of  mind  upon  ordinary  mat- 
ters ;  plunged  in  poverty  in  early  life,  without  a  domcftic  about  his  perfon,  and  even  without  the 
sieans  of  any  elegance  whatever,  be  naturally  became  Qovenly,  dixty,  and  even  oaufcous.    Hcf 
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thewed  tobacco  te  cxcefs,  and  at  laft  made  himfelf  believe,  that  it  was  good  for  his  health. 
It  feems,  on  all  hands  agreed,  that  no  mortal  was  equal  to  him  in  converfation  and  argument.  His 
own  explanation  of  it  was,  that  he  took  the  right  fide,  while  his  antagonifts  took  the  wrong,  to 
difplay  their  ingenuity  and  learning.  1  have  heard  the  late  Dr.  Wallace,  author  of  the  "  Differta- 
tion  on  the  Numbers  of  Mankind,"  fay,  nobody  could  venture  to  cope  with  him.  His  knowledge, 
in  almoft  all  things,  was  deep,  foUd,  and  unanfwerable.  His  reafoning  was  plain  to  a  child.  In 
flirewdnefs,  he  had  no  rival.  Both  his  manner  and  thoughts  were  niafculine,  in  a  degree  peculiar 
to  himfelf.  Dr.  Smith  fays,  it  was  an  obfervation  of  the  late  Lord  Elibank,  that  wherever 
Wilkie's  name  happened  to  be  mentioned  in  a  company,  learned  or  unlearned,  it  was  not  foon 
dropped  ;  Every  body  had  much  to  fay.  In  fiiort,  he  was  a  great  and  an  odd  man.  His  charadler, 
I  will  venture  to  fay,  will  never  be  fuccefsfully  written,  but  by  a  great  hand ;  and  even,  when  writ- 
ten, the  theory  of  the  man  is  above  common  comprehenfion." 

"  With  regard  to  Wilkie's  faith  in  Chriftianity,"  fays  Dr.  Thomfon,  "  I  know,  that  he  faid 
prayers  in  his  family  every  evening,  after  he  had  laid  afide  the  charaftcr  of  a  divine,  and  grace  at 
table,  with  his  eyes  fhut,  and  his  hands  folded  together,  in  a  pofture  of  fupplication,  and  with  every 
mark  of  the  greateft  fervour.  He  would  fometimes  prolong  his  graces,  at  the  CoUege-tablc,  be- 
yond the  bounds  that  the  keen  appetites  of  the  hungry  fludents  would  have  prefcribed  to  it.  Even 
in  thefe  fliort  prayers  there  was  often  fome  thought  not  more  devout  than  pleafing  and  ingenious. 
For  example  :  "  O  Lord  I  thou  art  the  author  of  all  our  wants,  and  thou  fuppliefl  them,  from  the 
inexhaufted  flores  of  thy  bounty."  He  appeared  to  be  a  firm  believer  in  God.  The  exiftence  of  a 
deity  he  confidered  as  the  Cmpleft,  and,  therefore,  the  mofl  rational  method  of  folving  the  phenomena 
of  the  univerfe.  This  was  agreeable  to  the  Newtonian  Syftem,  which  fuppofes  a  vacuum  and  liberty  of 
a<5lion ;  and  that  a  voluntary jfc^  of  God  launched  forth  the  heavenly  orbs  with  that  degrree  of  im- 
pulfe  or  momentum  precifely,  which  correfponded  with  centripetal  force,  and  which  would  not 
carry  them  beyond  their  orbits.  The  moral  dodtrines  of  Chriftianity,  the  divine  charafter  of  Je- 
fus  Chrift,  he  held  in  the  moft  profound  veneration.  That  facred  perfon  he  undoubtedly  confidered 
as  an  angel  fent  from  God,  to  enlighten  and  to  blefj  the  world.  Whether  he  believed  in  the  nc- 
•:ejfity  of  an  attnement  (a  doftrine  which,  as  Dr.  Smith  obferves  in  his  "  Theory  of  Moral  Senti- 
ments," is  fo  confiftent  with  the  natural  fentiments  of  mankind),  and  the  other  peculiar  dodlrines  of 
the  Chriftian  religion,  I  cannot,  with  certainty,  affirm.  He  fometimes  lamented,  that  he  doubted. 
But  whether  this  doubt  fettled  into  fcepticifm,  or  that  reafon,  and  an  imagination,  fenfible  in  the 
higheft  degree,  to  the  raviftiing  profpedls  held  out  in  the  gofpel,  triumphed  over  doubt,  and  con- 
firmed his  wavering  mind  in  the  Chriftian  faith,  I  know  not.  He  would  often  exclaim  to  his  moft 
intimate  friends  :  "  O  !  if  I  could  firmly  believe  all  the  dodtrines  of  Chriftianity,  how  vain  and  in- 
fipid  every  enjoyment  and  every  purfuit  in  this  world  would  appear  !" 

"  It  was  remarkable,"  fays  Profeflbr  Dalzel, "  that  Wilkie,  with  all  his  learning,  could  neither  read 
nor  fpell.  I  myfelf  was  witnefs  to  his  ignorance  of  the  art  of  reading.  When  I  was  a  very  young 
man,  refiding  at  Hatton,  Wilkie  came  from  St.  Andrew's,  on  a  vifit  to  Lord  Lauderdale.  He  ftaid 
a  few  days,  and  all  the  perfonal  knowledge  I  had  of  Wilkie  was  acquired  during  that  time.  "  The 
Judgment  of  Paris,"  a  poem  by  Dr.  Beattie,  was  brought  to  Hatton  one  of  thofe  days,  as  a  newr 
publication.  Wilkie  afked  me  to  retire  with  him,  that  we  might  read  and  criticife  the  poem  toge- 
ther. At  firft,  when  he  began  to  read,  I  imagined  he  did  not  underftand  the  verfes  at  all,  as  he 
furely  committed  the  faddeft  havoc,  in  point  of  quantity  and  pronunciation,  that  can  well  be  ima- 
gined, and  even  mifcalled  feveral  of  the  words  :  And  yet  his  criticifms  were  fo  juft,  and  fo  happily 
expreffed,  that  I  was  charmed  with  the  elegance  of  his  rafte,  and  the  propriety  of  his  obferva- 
tions." 

As  a  poet,  his  compofitions  are  not  lefs  dlftinguifned  by  imagination  and  judgment,  than  his 
manners  were  remarkable  for  eccentricity  and  originality.  In  both,  we  are  pleafed  to  find  that 
feeling  dlfpofition  which  charafterifes  the  good  man,  and  the  ingenious,  fublime  and  moral  poet. 

His  Ep'igoniad,  if  he  had  written  nothing  clfe,  is  fufficient  to  entitle  him  to  an  honourable  rank 
among  the  poets  of  our  nation,  with  'vvhom  be  is  now  aiTociated.    It  is  a  legitimate  epic  poemi  of 
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the  fame  fpeclcs  of  compoCtion  with  the  ♦'  Iliad"  and  the  "  ^iicid,"  which  i«  unirerfalJy  allowed  tn 

be,  of  all  poetical  work?,  the  naoft  dijjnificd,  and,  at  the  fame  time,  the  moft  difficult  in  exccutioil. 

"  'io  contrive  a  fiory,"  fays  Dr.  Elair,  in  his  excellent  "  Lcdlures,"  "  vihich  ftill  pleafc 
iindjntereft  all  readers,  by  being  at  orce  entertaining,  important,  and  inftruflive,  to  fill  it  with 
luitable  incidents,  to  enliven  it  with  a  variety  of  chaiaders  and  of  dcfcriptions,  and,  throujjhout  » 
long  work,  to  maintain  that  propriety  of  fcntiment,  and  that  elevation  of  ftyle,  whicli  the  epic 
chara<^er  requires,  h  unqueftionably  the  Iiijjheft  tffort  (f  poetical  genius." 

What  talents  are  ncctflary  to  fo  arduous  an  attempt  !  What  vigour  of  imaginaMon,  extent  of 
knowledge,  folidity  of  underftanding,  and  powers  of  language  !  In  order  to  judge  whether  Wilkie 
has  fucceeded  in  this  exalted  fpecies  of  writing,  »r  not,  an  appeal  flio  iKI  be  made,  not  fo  much  to 
the  abftradcd  rules  of  criticifm,  as  to  the  tafte  and  feeling  of  the  fympathetic  and  judicious  reader  : 
For  it  is  feiitinicnt  only  that  can  judge  of  fentiment.  When  the  heart  of  the  reader  remains  cold 
and  unaffcdled,  the  mod  elaborate  performance  is  defended,  in  vain,  by  all  the  art  of  the  mod  ex- 
pert rhetorician;  and,  on  the  contrary,  where  nature  is  dif^'laycd  in  juft  colours,  and  the  imagina- 
tion  aftoniihcd  by  fcenes  of  terror,  or  expanded  by  (uch  as  are  fublime,  a  fatisfaiSlion  is  enjoyed, 
Tvhich  is  but  little  marred  by  a  deviation  from  unity  of  time,  place,  or  aiflion. 

In  forming  an  edimate  of  the  epic  poem  of  Wilkie,  we  arc  to  conGdcr  what  degree  of  impor- 
tance there  is  in  his  moral,  and  what  of  artifice  in  his  fable  ;  what  kind  of  manners  and  charaderi 
he  has  exhibited,  and  if  his  charaders  are  properly  fupported  by  their  fentiments  and  adions. 
Arc  his  digrtfllons  natural?  Are  his  views  fublinie .'  It  his  imagery  beautiful,  and  his  didlion 
▼aricd  with  his  varying  fubjufl  ? 

It  would  extend  this  narrative  to  an  undue  length,  to  examine  the  EpigoniaJ,  with  refpeeS  t« 
each  of  thcfe  heads,  particularly.  We  fliall,  therefore,  content  ourfelves  with  briefly  running  over 
the  rttral,  and  giving  a  fliort  analyfib  of  the  fable,  occafionally  obferving  on  other  particulars,  as  wc 
go  along,  and  collecfling  a  few  fpecimens  of  thofe  great  beauties  in  which  it  abounds. 

As  the  end  or  moral  of  the  "  Paradife  Loft"  is  to  {how  the  bitter  fruits  that  fpring  from  difo- 
bediencc  to  the  laws  of  God;  and  as  the  end  or  moral  of  the  "  Iliad"  is  to  difplay  the  fatal  efTcftg 
of  furious  and  deep  refentment  and  difcnrd,  fn  the  moral  of  the  J/j/^omW  teaches  the  dTre  difafters 
that  flow  from  the  palTion  of  love.  This  leflon  is  inculcated  by  a  llory  interwoven  with  primeval 
wianners,  and  with  Grecian  mythology.  The  firft  of  thcfe  circuniflances  is  rather  an  advantage 
than  a  difadvantage,  as  we  are  acquaintetj  with  the  manners  defcribed,  not  only  from  the 
writings  of  Homer,  but  alfo  from  thofe  of  Mofes,  and  as  they  difFufe  over  the  poem  an  air  of  ve- 
nerable (implicity :  The  fccond  could  not,  be  avoided,  it  being  an  article  in  the  Grecian  creed, 
that  the  gods  often  interpofe  vifibly  and  bodily  in  human  affairs  :  nor  is  the  incredibility  of  my- 
thology fo  great  a  difadvantage  in  poetry,  as  may  be  imagined :  For,  firfl,  as  there  is  a  degree 
of  belief  that  attends  the  vivid  perception  of  evei7  objtd,  the  beautiful  and  confiftent  tales  that 
arc  told  by  the  poets,  of  the  gods  and  other  fuperior  beings,  gain  a  temporary  credit ;  and  this  is 
fiifficient  for  the  purpofe  of  the  poet.  Secondly,  The  heathen  mythology  operates  on  our  minds, 
with  the  more  facility  that  it  has  been  imprcffcd  on  our  minds  in  «ur  youtk.  Wc  arc  acquainted 
with  the  different  charaders  of  the  gods  and  goddcfTcs ;  we  know,  beforehand,  what  part  they  are 
likely  to  aiSl  on  particular  cccafions,  and  are  pleafed  when  we  find  the  poet  fupporting,  with  pro- 
priety, the  charadler  of  each.  A  like  obfcrvation  may  be  extended  to  the  heroes  and  other  famous 
perfonages  of  antiquity.  Wc  are  acquainted,  as  it  were,  with  their  pcrfons;  we  are  interefted  in 
their  fortunes,  and,  therefore,  we  arc  infinitely  more  affcaed  by  fcenes  in  which  they  appear  a« 
adlbrf ,  than  wc  would  be  by  fcenes  in  which  a  poet  fbould  introduce  perfons  and  fiAions  with  which 
WC  arc  whtlly  unacquainted.     Boilcau,  the  grcateft  critic  of  the  French  nation,  was  of  this  opinion  j 

«'  La  fable  offrc  a  1'  efprit  mille  agrcnients  divers, 
La  tons  Ics  nom.«  heurcnx  femblcnt  ncz  pour  Ics  vcfSi 
Ulyfl'c,  Agamemnon,  Orefte,  Idomencc, 
Hclcnc,  Meneias,  Tiuis,  Hoiftor,  tuc«.". 
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tt  18  certain,  that  there  is,  in  that  poetic  ground,  a  hind  of  enchantment  which  allures  every 
perfon  of  a  tender  and  lively  imagination  nor  is  this  imprefiion  diminiflj  d,  but  rather  much  in- 
creafed  by  our  early  introdudinn  to  the  knowledge  r>f  it,  in  our  perufal  of  the  Greek  and  Latin 
claflics.  The  fame  great  French  critic  makes  the  apology  of  Wiikie  in  his  ufc  of  the  ancient  my» 
thology. 

"  Ainfi  dans  cet  amas  de  noble  fidtions, 

I>c  poete  s'egaye  en  mille  invennnns, 

Orne,  eleve,  embellif,  agrandit  toutes  chofes, 

Et  trouve  s'ons  fa  main  des  flcurs  toujours  eclofes." 

It  would  feem,  inrleed,  that,  if  fome  fupernatural  machinery  he  not  admitted,  epic  pnetry,  at  leaft 
all  the  marvellous  part  of  it,  mult  be  entirely  abandoned.  "  Withoitt  uimiratkn^^  fays  Dr.  Hurd, 
in  his  "  Letters  on  Chivilry  and  Romance"  (which  cannot  be  cffodted  but  by  the  marvellous  of 
celerti  I  tntervention,  I  mean  the  agency  of  fupcrior  natures  really  exifting,  or  by  the  illufion 
of  the  fancy  taken  to  be  fo},  no  epic  p  'em  can  he  long-lived  The  Chriftian  religion,  for  many 
reafons,  is  unfit  for  the  fabulous  orname'tts  of  poetry  :  The  plan  of  Milton's  work  being  altogether 
theological,  his  fupernatural  beings  form  not  the  machinery,  but  are  the  principal  acSors  in  the 
poem.  The  introducSlion  of  allegory,  after  the  manner  of  Voltaire,  is  liable  to  many  objedlions  ; 
and  though  a  mere  hiftorical  epic  poem  like  •'  Leonidas,"  may  have  its  beauties,  it  will  always  bs 
inferior  to  the  force  and  pathetic  words  of  tragedy,  and  muft  rcfign  to  that  (pecies  of  poetry  the 
precedency  which  the  former  compoGrion  has  always  challenged  among  the  prududlions  of  human 
genius 

The  fable  of  the  Ebigon'iad  is  this  :  The  poet  fuppofe?,  that  CaJfunJra,.t.ht  daughter  of  Alcander 
k  ng  of  Pclignium  in  Italy,  was  purfued  by  the  love  of  Echetus,  a  barbarous  tyrant  in  the  neigh« 
bourhood  ,  and  a>  her  father  rejcdled  his  addreffss,  he  drew  on  himfelf  the  refentment  of  the  ty- 
rant, who  made  war  upon  him,  and  f.^rced  him  to  retire  into  Etolia,  where  Diomed  ga.xe  him  pro* 
tedlion.  This  hero  falls  himfelf  in  love  with  Cnjfjndra.  and  is  fo  fortunate  as  to  make  equal  im- 
prcffi  -ns  on  her  heart;  .but,  before  -he  completion  of  his  marrriage,  he  i-  called  to  the  fiege  of 
Thebes,  and  leaves,  as  he  fuppofes,  Cajfandra  in  Etolia  with  her  tather.  Bit  Caffandra,  anxious  for 
hf>r  lever's  fafety,  and  unwdliiig  to  part  from  the  objedt  of  her  affeAioiu,  had  iecretly  put  on  a 
ni :.n's  habit,  had  attended  him  in  the  camp,  and  had  fought  by  his  fide  in  all  his  battles.  The 
p.H-m  opt  IS  with  the  ayipearance  ■  f  the  Ep'ignni  before  the  walls  of  Thebes,  refolute  to  fignalize 
their  own  names,  and  to  redeem  the  ^Irgiiie  j.lory,  by'  its  redu(ftion.  The  gods,  aflembled  on 
tilt  u'dred  heads  of  hig'.^O  ynipus,  view  from  afar  Thebes  doomed  tope'ifn  by  the  Argiiics,  and 
p'i.'C.'paily  by  tiie  hands  of  I  iomed  funo  and  Pallas^  favourable  to  the  Argi-ocs,  feek  the  ruin  of 
Thebes  ^  enus.  m  order  to  fruftrate  th':  dcfign  of  b'  th  Juno  and  Pallas,  deliberates  concerning  the 
prop  r  me'hod  rf  r  lifing  the  fiege  The  fittefl  expedient  feems  to  be  the  exciting  in  Dloifted  a 
j  o.  •\  or  CJ/ur.d.a  and  perfuading  him,  that  her  affciSlicns  wpre  fecretly  engaged  to  Echetus,  and 
tluir  rhr  -y.4iv  .■■at)  invaded  fifdlia  in  piirfuit  of  his  miftrefs.  Zdotype,  a  PapAian  nymph,  fprung 
from  (Jupid  and  Alcfto,  •  Sen  her  ie-  vii.es,  for  this  end,  to  the  guddefs. 

G  ddefs    thefe  fhaf-s  (hall  compafs  what  you  aim. 
My  mother  dipt  thrir  p.  ints  in  Stygian  flame  ; 
Where'er  my  father  s  d.irt«  their  way  have  found, 
M'i>e  fc/llow  i^ecp,  and  poifon  all  the  wound. 
By    hi=fe.  we  ioi  n,  with  triumph,  fhail  behold 
Paila.s  dectiv'd,  and  Juno's  fclf  controll'd. 

H^r  nerfon  ant'  flight  art  painted  in  the  mod  characfterifiic  habiliments  and  fplendid  colouta 
t\:-n  po,.try  affurds. 

Firfl  to  her  feet  the  winged  fhnes  (he  binds, 
WJiich  tread  the  air  and  mount  the  rapid  winds; 
Aloft  they  bear  her  "hrough  th'  ethereal  plain, 
Above  the  folid  earth  and  lifj^uid  main  \ 
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Her  arrows  next  (he  taWcs,  of  pointed  fteei, 
For  fi^ht  too  (mall,  but  terrihle  to  feel, — 
A  fi,'.ur  d  zone,  myfterially  dcfign'd, 
>\round  l)fr  wai(i  her  yellow  robe  confin'd; 
There  dark  Suf^icioii  liirk'd,  of  (able  hne, 
There  hafly  Rape,  her  deadly  da;.')icr  drew ; 
Pale  Envy  inly  pin'd,  ami  by  her  fide 
Stood  Frenzy  raging  wirh  his  arm-  unty'd. 
Affronted  Pride,  with  thir(t  of  vcntreance  hurn'd. 
And  Love's  cxccfs  to  dcepcft  hatred  turn'd. 
The  virgin  laff.  around  hir  fh'ulders  flung 
The  bow,  and  by  her  fide  the  q  iver  hunjj  : 
Then,  fprinj/ing  «p,  her  airy  courfc  fhe  bends 
For  Thebe-- ;  and  liphtly  o'er  the  tents  defccnds. 
The  fon  of  fydeus  'midil  his  bands  (he  found 
In  arms  con^i'lete.  repofing  on  the  ground ; 
And  as  he  flt-pt,  the  her'   thus  addref-'d  ; 
Her  form  to  fancy's  waking  eye  cxprefs'd. 

DiomeJ,  moved  by  the  inftlgations  of  jealonfy,  and  eager  to  defend  his  miftrefs  and  his  coun- 
try, calls  an  affembly  of  the  confederated  kings,  and  propofes  to  raife  the  fiege  of  Ihebes,  on  ac- 
count of  the  difficulty  of  the  enterprife  and  dangers  which  furround  4he  army.  The  king« 
debate  concerning  the  propofal  ;  and  here  appears  a  great  divtrfity  of  charaflers  and  fentiments, 
fuitable  to  each.  Thtfeus,  the  general,  breaks  out  into  a  pafTion  at  the  propofal ;  but  is  pacified  by 
I^Irjior.  IJomencus  riles,  and  reproaches  Diomcd  for  his  diflionourable  counfel ;  and,  among  other  to- 
pics upbraids  him  with  his  degeneracy  from  his  father's  bravery.  The  debate  is  clofed  by 
Ulyjfes,  who  informs  the  princes,  that  the  Thebans  are  preparing  to  march  out  in  order  to  attack 
th;  m,  and  that  it  is  vain  to  deliberate  any  longer  concerning  the  continuance  of  the  war.  The 
kings  rtfolve  to  profcrute  the  war,  and  iJ/oOT^i/,  though  ftung  with  love,  and  jealoufy  of  Echetus,  yields 
to  their  voice  The  nations  and  tribes  that  oppofed  the  Argi-ves,  being  defcribed  in  the  manner 
of  Homer,  a  battle  commences  before  the  walls  of  T/nbes  ;  and  the  Theban  troops,  led  on  by  the 
Irave  Leophron,  the  fon  of  Crean  the  king,  repulfe  the  enemy.  Pallaj  defcends  to  the  aid  of  the 
Ji.rsj'uci ,  in  the  form  of  Homa  lean,  Diomed's  charioteer  being  flain.  CajJ'anJra,  flill  concealed 
tinder  the  arms  and  drefs  of  a  foldier,  prefenting  herfeif  to  Diomid,  offers  to  take  that  office  upon 
herfclf.  Biomed  declines  the  olfer.  Fallas  herfeif  affumes  ibc  reins,  and  conduces  Dlomed  in  the 
light.  He  kills  Lttphron.  Every  thing  gives  way  to  this  chief,  guided  by  the  wifdom,  and  forti- 
fied by  the  arms  of  the  immortal  goddefs  of  Prudence  and  Wifdom  :  But  Mercwy,  at  the  com- 
mand of  "Jubitir,  gives  order  to  Phahus  to  la(h  his  ftceds,  and  to  conclude  the  day,  left  the  rapid 
fuccefs  of  Diomed  (hould  precipitate  the  fall  of  Theies  before  the  time  fixed  by  Fate.  The  darknefs 
of  the  niijht  interrupts  the  fight,  and  Diomed  is  (tripped  by  Mercury  of  his  divine  armour.  This 
battle  is  full  of  the  fpirit  of  Homer.  And  now  the  Theban  prince*,  according  to  ancient  cuftom, 
fat  in  council  in  the  gate  ;  the  king  opprefftd  with  public  cares,  and  with  private  grief  for  the 
death  of  his  fon  Lccphron,  pr^pefcs  to  fue  for  a  truce  of  fcven  days,  that  they  might  grace  the 
dead  with  funeral  oblequies.  The  prieft  of  Apollo,  accompanied  by  Clytnphon,  repairs  to  the  Argi-ui 
tents  to  a(k  a  truce ;  and  here  follows  a  long,  but  very  interefting  epifode,  that  enchants  the 
reader  with  the  wildnefs  of  8alvat<>r  Rofa,  and  aflnnifhes  him  with  the  terrors  of  Sophocles. 
This  epifode  is  ii  tended  as  an  experiment  in  that  kind  of  fi(5lion  which  diftinguilhes  the  "  Odyf- 
fey."  The  Theban  heralds  are  conduced,  with  fafety,  to  the  royal  tent,  where  the  Argive  princes 
receive  them  with  marks  of  kindnels.  After  a  fplendid  repaft,  ClytopLon,  with  great  art,  ad- 
drelTcs  the  Pylian  chief  Xcjhr,  reminds  him  that  he  wa-s  l-,is  gueft  (a  circumftance  which  formed 
a  (Irong  band  of  fricndihip,  as  it  does  (till  amo.ig  barbarous  nations)  when  he  fled  from  the  defert 
ftorcs  of  Trinacria  :  Having  gained  the  favour  and  the  attention  of  Ne/i^r,  he  relates  the  wondcrlul 
ftory  of  his  life.   Ciytoj>bon  was  the  youngcft  fon  of  Orlilochus,  king  of  Rhodes. 
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His  yrungeft  hope  I  was,  and  fcarce  had  feen 
The  tenth  returning  fummer  clothe  the  green, 
When  p:rates  fnatch'd  me  from  my  native  land,  &C. 

He  relates  how  he  arrived  at  Trinncr'ia,  efcaped  from  the  pirates,  and  how  that  lawlefs  crew 
periflied  by  the  inhuman  hands  of  a  Cyclops.  In  this  defert  iiland  he  remained  for  ten  years- 
His  folitary  life,  his  terror  of  the  Cydeps,  his  efcape  from  the  domain  and  from  the  threats  of  that 
monfter,  who  difcovered  him  in  his.  flight,  form  a  wild  and  romantic  tale,  which  afford*  a  fatis- 
fadlion  of  a  pleaflng  though  melancholy  nature.  The  Argive  chiefs,  won  by  the  eloquence  of  NeJIor, 
agree  to  the  truce.  Diomid  alone  remonftrates,  and  retires  fuUenly  to  his  tent.  The  poet,  in  imi- 
tation of  Homer,  defcribes  the  funeral  obfequies  and  various  games  in  honour  of  the  dead.  The 
gam.es  he  has  chofen  are  different  from  thofe  which  are  to  be  found  among  the  ancients,  and  the 
incidents  are  new  and  curious.  He  meditates  a  dcfign  to  attack  the  unarmed  Thebans,  confiding 
in  the  truce,  and  bufied  in  burying  their  dead.  His  friend,  and  the  guardian  of  his  youth, 
Deiphobus,  diffuades  him  from  fuch  enormous  injuflice,  and  expoftulates  on  this  fubjeft,  with  a  free- 
dom which  provokes  the  fiery  temper  of  Diomed  to  lift  his  hand  againft  his  friend,  and  to  put 
him  to  death  This  incident,  which  is  apt  to  furprife  us,  feems  to  have  been  copied  by  the  poet 
from  that  circumftance  in  the  life  of  Alexander,  where  the  heroic  conqueror,  moved  by  a  fudden 
paffion,  {libs  Clytus,  his  ancient  friend,  by  whom  his  life  had  been  formerly  faved  in  battle.  The 
repentance  of  Diomad  is  equal  to  that  of  Alexander.  No  fooncr  had  he  ftruck  the  fatal  blow  than 
his  eyes  are  opened  ;  he  is  fenfibie  of  his  guilt  and  fname;  he  refufes  all  conlolation  ;  ahftains  tvea 
from  food,  and  ftiuts  himfelf  up  alone  in  his  tent.  His  followers,  ftruck  with  horror  at  the  violence 
of  his  paffion,  keep  at  a  diftance  from  him.  A  tumult  enfues,  which  is  quelled  by  the  eloquence  of 
Ulyfes  While  Diomed,  abandoned  by  all,  lay  ourflretched  'n  the  dufl,  refigned  to  melancholy,  re- 
mf  rfe,  and  defpair,  Cajfandta  enters  his  tent  with  a  potion,  which  fiie  had  prepared  for  him.  The 
virgin  endeavours,  by  an  artful  tale,  to  Ihun  difcoverj ,  and  to  conceal  her  love.  While  Ihe  (lands 
before  him  ah  ne,  her  timidity  and  pafiion  betray  her  fex;  and  Diomed  immediately  perceives  her 
to  be  Cajfa.dra.  As- his  repentance  for  the  murder  of  DeipLobus  was  now  the  ruling  pafiion  in  his 
mind,  he  is  not  moved  by  tendernefs  for  Cajfandra ;  on  the  contrary,  he  confiders  her  as  the  caufe, 
however  innocent,  of  the  murder  of  his  friend,  and  of  his  own  guilt. 

Thofe  eyes  I  fee,  whofe  foft  enchantment  flole 

My  peace,  and  (tirr'd  a  tempeft  in  my  foul; 

By  their  mild  light,  in  innocence  airay'd. 

To  guilty  madnels  was  my  heart  betray'd. 

Dei;  bobus  is  dead  :   his  mournful  ghoft 

Lamenting,  wanders  on  the  Stygian  coaft  ; 

And  blames  my  wrath.     Oh  !   that  the  fun  which  gave 

JLight  to  thy  birth,  had  fet  upon  t^y  grave  : 

And  he  had  liv'd  !  now  litclefs  on  the  plain, 

A  corfe  he  1  es,  and  number  d  with  the  flain. 

Overwhelmed  with  grief  at  the  treatment  fbe  received,  CaJJandra  repairs  to  a  rural  temple,  facred 
to  Cere?,  whofe  protedtion  file  implores,  proflrate  on  the  ground,  and  bathed  in  a  flood  of  tears. 
At  this  inftant,  Zelotype  defcended  from  P'enus,  but  her  counfels  were  overthrown  by  Pallas,  dif- 
guiled  in  the  fhape  of  At^yclca,  Cajfandra's  mother.  LcJJ'andra's  addreis  to  Amydea  will  not 
lole,  by  a  comparifon,  with  the  addrtfs  of  Anchifes  to  ^neas  in  the  Elyfian  fields.  She  re- 
folves  to  return  to  her  father's  houfe,  and  had  begun  to  jut  her  defign  in  execution,  when  Ihe 
fcli  into  the  hands  of  the  Ihebans,  The  fierce  chiefs  decree,  that  fhe  fliall  fall  a  facrifice  to  the 
ghofts  of  Lecpbron  and  Andremon.  This  flern  \  urpofe  is  oppofed  by  Fherides,  who  infifts  upon  the 
faith  of  tt:eaties.  A  difpute  anfes  on  the  fubjetft  ;  fome  of  the  prince*  infill  on  the  death  of  Ctffan- 
dra,  others  declare  themfelves  ready  to  protedt  her  life,  at  the  rilk  <f  their  own.  And  this  difcord 
had  raged  in  civil  blood,  had  not  U^io^htm  appeafed  the  tumult,  by  prop ofing  to  pradife  on  th 
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pafTions  of  D'iomeJ,  by  means  of  fo  dear  z  pledge  of  his  love,  and  to  engage  him  to  witi  draw  hb 
farces  from  the  walla  of  Titles.  Vitmed,  his  rage  fub&riing  into  grief,  inquires  at  every  leader 
for  Cajfandra,  and  is  ftung  with  com|)udlion  for  \\\>  barbarous  ufnge  of  that  lovely,  afTc^'in^ate, 
and  patient  maid.  W^lnlll  his  mind  is  thus  fofter)t-d,  an  herald  appcar>  fr..m  the  gaics  of  Tleiet, 
relates  the  fate  of  CnJJ'tndra,  and  delivers  the  hmj^'s  mc  ffij^e,  thrt-atcnmg  to  pu'  her  to  death  if 
/)/9OTf(/ would  not  agree  to  a  fcpnrate  truce  with  Tides.  I'hi"*  pi  pofai  r^ifes  in  the  mindof  Diomed 
oppofite  contending  padions.  Agreeably  to  the  furious  chara<i<er  of  that  chief,  the  poet  fu,  pofes 
that  his  predominant  pafii  in  for  revenge  i*  firft  excited.  He  rages  and  vow-*  vengeance,  if  the 
Thebans  fliould  dare  to  violate  the  captive.  An  embroidered  fcarf,  a  prefect  from  taffundra, 
Irings  her  full  into ''the  view  of  Diamed,  with  all  her  chatms.  His  rage  i'<  fufpendcd,  and  he 
refigns  his  mind  to  love,  to  grief,  and  tender  fear.  He  propofes  a  truce  of  twenty  days,  which 
the  rheban^  accept.  In  the  mean  time,  Ditnices  returnK,  who  had  been  fent  to  the  wildernt-f-  of 
CL'ta  to  recal  Hercules  for  the  protedlion  of  his  native  city.  He  relates  the  deaih  of  HcrcuUi, 
and  the  excruciating  paips  of  the  envenomed  robe,  which  had  been  fent  him  by  the  hands  of  the 
jjealous  Dejtjuita.  He  relates  alfo  the  fate  of  CUon,  fon  of  the  king  of  Thebes  flain  by  Pbiloiietet 
for  an  attempt  to  fteal  away  the  aims  of  his  friend  Hercules,  now  enrolled  among  the  gods  This 
cpifi'de  is  an  attempt  towaid.'-  heroic  tragedy,  in  the  mariner  of  Sophocles,  and  breathes  all  the  hor- 
rors, and  vehemence  and  atrocity  of  that,  grea'  poet."  If  the  fublimity  of  his  imagination,  and  the 
energy  of  his  flyle  appear  any  where  cnnfj  jciK^us,  it  i  in  this  <p  fode,  which  we  (ball  not  fcruplc  la 
compare  with  any  pottry  in  the  Jfrglifh  lai  guage.  Motl  ing  lan  be  more  pathetic  than  the  coci- 
plaints  of  //t'/iru/a,  when  the  poilon  of  the  tnvenon  ed  robe  begin.=.  firfl  to  prey  upt^w  him. 

O  cool  my  boiling  blood,  ye  winds  that  bl'W 
J'rom  m'  unt.iint  loa^'c-d  wvh  eternal  inow, 
And  crack  'he  icy  clifTi  :  m  vain  !  in  vain  I 
Ydur  r-gour  cannot  qucrcl;  my  rrfgii'g  pa^n  ! 
For  round  this  heart  the  furits  wave  th-rir  brands, 
Ai;d  winij;  my  entrails  with  their  burning  hands. 

The  virtue  of  Hercules,  fuflaining  him  under  the  weight  of  infernal  pain,  is  defcribed  in  a  manp.er 
rot  xinw  orthy  of  tlic  (upren^e  grand,  ur  <  f  the  fi  bjedi; ;  and  is  a  fpe<51acle,  if  we  may  be  allowed,  with 
V^ilkie,  t'>  adopt  the  fentinunts  and  the  fljle  (  f  the  ancienis,  we  would  fay  even  the  immortal  goda 
would  regard  with  comp  acency  and  approbation." 

The  Thtban  king,  enraged  by  the  dtath  of  his  P^ns,  even  to  madnefs,  defpair,  and  hatred  of  the 
gods,  infligates  liis  martial  pcwer.s  to  attatk  the  Aroivus,  fecvre  in  the  trute,  and  employed  in  ba- 
xying  the  dead  The  Argiies.  encouraged  by  JPallas,  in  the  form  i>f  Alentor^  rally  their  forces  and 
refill  the  1  hebans  with  bravery,  but  without  fuccefs.  The  ..  rgi-ve  bands  give  way,  and  would 
have  periflied  by  the  hands  of  an  enraged  vitflorious  enemy,  had  not  Palhs  dilpatchcd  Ui\ffes  to  fo- 
lic.t  the  aid  of  Bhmed.  The  fpccch  oi  Vhjf"i  ''^  which  the  char.ider  of  the  fpeaker  is  well  fnp- 
ported,  had  its  full  influence  '  n  the  mind  of  a  generous  warrior,  ambitious  of  gli>ry,  and  quickly 
fenfible  to  the  flings  of  reiroach.  He  confcfTes  his  piflinn  for  the  captive  C.:Jj'andra -,  w>^om  he  de. 
fcribes  with  all  the  tiaggerations  of  love.  Ul\J[ei,  having  now  learned  the  caule  of  Dion:ed\  inatSli- 
vity,  addreffcs  himfelf  to  him  vvi:h  fnccefs  He  fhows,  that  no  fui-h  was  to  be  expeded  from  the 
pcriidiou*  Ihcban'',  and  that  the  fafety  of  Cajfan:!ra  might  be  obtained  by  force,  but  was  not  to 
\e  hoped  for  from  a  regard  to  juflire.  M  vtd  by  this  rcaloning,  ZJ/ewfi/ takes  the  field.  The 
Thebans  are  forced  to  retreat,  and  the  ruthKfs  Creon  difpstthes  an  affafTin  to  murder  Cujjftindra. 
Heie  opens  a  fcene  truly  nfFciSing.  1  he  queen  of  Thebes  and  her  mads  fat  lamenting  with  the 
fair  c?.f  live,  lalkiiig  to  her  in  the  language  i  f  complacency  and  tendernefs,  alTuiing  her  that  her 
innocence,  her  fc:;,  v^ould  piotedl  her,  and  that  nine  fhort  days  would  rtllore  her  freedom:  But 
Qajfundra,  prepared  to  meet  her  fate,  by  a  dieam,  arms  hcrlclf  with  magnanimous  refolution,  and, 
when  the  muidercr  approached,  with  the  fword  hared  for  eXccutionj  iii  the  midft  of  bcr  weeyiag 
^^cndonts,  flic  ?^ope  i)f  pcare4  ered  acd  uiidami,;cd. 
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For  the  blow  prepar'd. 

With  b  th  her  hands  her  Ihining  neck  (he  bar'd, 
A»  d  round  her  head  a  purp'e  jjarmertt  roll'd. 
With  leaves  of  filvtr  mark'd,  and  flowing  gold. 
Rais'd  for  the  flroke,  the  glittering  faulchion  hung, 
And  Iwift  defceiKling,  bore  the  head  along. 
A  tide  of  gore,  diffus  d  in  purple  ilrcams, 
Dafties  the  wall,  and  o'er  the  pavrmenr  Iwims. 
Prone  to  the  ground,  the  headlefs  trunk  reclines. 
And  life,  in  long  convullxve  throbs,  rcfigns. 

In  the  mean  time,  Llomed  advifes  the  Argt-ve  chiefs  to  take  Thebes  by  aflault.  Idcmeneus  oppr^fes 
fo  rafli  a  defign  ;  ai  d  in  the  midft  of  this  difputr,  Creon  difplays,  on  the  point  of  a  fjicar.  the  head 
of  Gajfandra,  Diomed  leads  on  his  powers  to  the  afLuit  of  Thebesy  while  the  other  rgive  bands, 
in  favour  of  his  atrempt,  diftrad  the  foe  by  n  ock  approaches.  The  city  is  taken.  I'he  queen, 
made  captive,  im  lores  the  mercy  of  Diomed.  U'yJJ'es  adviies  him  to  offer  her  up  a  viflim  to  the 
manes  of  Cajfandra.  The  generous  hero  rcjedls  the  barbarous  counfcl;  and  the  poem  concludes 
with  the  death  of  Creon. 

It  is  a  manifeft  advantage  in  the  Epigonlad,  that  the  fcenes  it  defcribes  lie  within  a  very  narrow 
fpace  of  time  ,  that  events  follow  event- in  rapid  fucctflion  ;  and  that,  on  the  whole,  it  maintains 
the  clofeft  and  mofl  perftdl  unity  of  time,  place,  and  aiSlion.  The  moral  is  no  other  than  what  is 
the  moral  of  many  tragedies,  the  fatal  effi;dl6  of  love.  But  the  poet  has  found  means  artfully  to 
extend  the  moral  to  paffion  in  general :  For  Diomed,  in  a  kind  of  peroration  to  the  whi)le  of  what 
had  pafTed,  deplores  the  predominancy  of  pafTioa,  ever  deaf  to  reafon  and  cool  rcfliAion. 

While  I,  unhappy,  by  its  didlates  fway'd, 

My  guardian  murdet'fl,  and  the  hoU  betray 'Jr 

The  fable  is  evidently  irgenicufly  artificial;  but  the  execution  is  better  than  the  dcfign,  the  poe- 
try fupcrior  to  the  fubK ,  ar.d  the  colouring  of  the  particular  parts  more  excellent  than  the  general 
plan  of  ihe  whole.  Of  the  foir  great  epic  potms  which  have  been  the  admiration  of  mankind,  the 
^  "  Iliad,'  "  iEne  d,"  "  J.  rufalcm,"  ar.d  "  Paradife  Loff,"  the  •'  Jcufalem"  alone  would  make  a  to- 
•  lerable  m.vcl,  if  reduced  to  prole,  and  related  without  that  fplend'  ur  of  verfification  and  imagery 
by  which  it  is  fupported  ;  ytt,  in  the  opinion  of  many  great  judges,  the  "  Jc-rufalem"  is  the  lead 
perftdV  of  thefe  j.rodudlion^,  chiefly  becaufe  it  has  leaft  nature  ana  fimj  litity  in  the  fentiments,  and 
is  m.  fl  liable  to  the  objecftion  of  r^fFrt^larii  n  and  conceit.  The  flory  of  a  porm,  whatever  may  be 
imagined,  \v  tlie  leaf}  tlTc-ntial  part  of  it  the  fi  ret  of  the  vcifificatii  n,  the  vivacity  of  the  images, 
the  juOncfs  of  tiie  defcripti  vns,  the  natural  play  of  the  jaflions,  are  the  chief  circutr.ftances  which  di- 
fiingu  fh  the  great  poet  from  the  pn-faic  novdift  ;  and  v  c  will  venture  to  ufR,  m,  that  all  thefe  ad- 
vantages, efpecially  the  three  former  are  tc  be  found  in  an  eminent  degree  in  the  E^igoniad  WI!- 
kie,  iiifpircd  with  the  tiue  genius  of  Greece,  and  fmir  with  the  moft  i>'ofound  veneration  for  Ho- 
mer, difdains  all  fi  ivclou^  ornaments  ;  and,  rf Ijsirg  entirely  on  his  fiibiime  imagination  and  his  ner- 
■  Vous  and  harmonious  cxpreflion,  has  ventured  to  prefcnt  to  his  reader  the  naked  beauties  of  nature, 
and  challenges,  for  his  partizans,  all  the  ad:r.irers  of  genuine  anticpiity. 

There  is  one  circumftance  in  which  Wilkie  has  carried  his  boldnefs  of  copying  antiquity  beyond 
the  praiflice  of  many,  even  judicious  moderns.  \-  c  has  drawn  his  per f  nages,  not-  only  with  all  the 
Ilmplicity,  of  the  Grecian  heroes,  but  alfo  with  feme  degree  of  their  roughnefs,  and  even  of  their  fe- 
rocity. This  is  a  circumftance  which  a  mere  modern  is  apt  to  find  fault  with  in  H  mer,  and  which, 
perhaps,  he  w.ll  not  eafily  excufe  in  his  imitator.  It  is  certain  that  the  ideas  of  manners  are  much 
changed  Cnce  the  age  of  Homer,  and  though  the  "  Iliad"  wa«  always,  among  the  ancient?^,  conceiv- 
ed to  be  a  panegyric  on  the  Greeks,  yet  the  reader  is  new  almtfl  always  on  the  fide  of  the  Trojans, 
and  is  much  more  interefted  for  the  humane  and  foft  manners  of  Priam  Hedlnr,  Andromache,  Sarpe- 
doa,  i^;eas,  Gkucus,  nay,  even  of  Paris  and  Mekn,  than  for  the  fevere  and  cruel  bravery  of  Achilles, 
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Agamemnon,  and  flic  ttther  Grecian  heroes.  Scnfible  of  this  inconvenience,  Fenelon,  In  his  "  Te- 
Icmaqiic,"  has  foftcned  extremely  the  harlh  manners  of  the  heroic  aRe»,  and  has  contented  himfelf 
with  retaining  that  amiable  fimplicity  by  v-fhith  fhcfe  ages  were  diftinguiflied.  If  the  reader  be 
difplealed  that  the  Britifh  pott  kas  not  followed  the  example  <  f  the  French  writer,  he  muft  at  leaft 
allfw,  that  he  has  drawn  a  more  cxaJl  and  faithful  copy  of  antiquity,  and  has  made  fewer  facrifices 
of  truth  to  ornament. 

Thcchara«51:er-  of  the  Ep 'gen tad  arc  moftlythe  fame  with  thnfe  of  the  "  Iliad."  DioKf  1,  yfgamemnon, 
J^/Tcnelaus ,  Ulyjf.'s .  Ni/lor  Jdonmm-usy  Merion,  and  even  Therfites,  all  appear  in  difTerer  t  parts  of  the  poem, 
atd,  in  centra!,  aft  parts  fuitable  to  the  characflers  drawn  of  them  by  Homer.  The  epifodes  are  art- 
fully infcrted,  intetefting  and  natural  The  language  is  finiple  and  artlcfs  in  narration  ;  but  in  dc- 
fcriytion,  often  b' Id  figurative  and  fublime.  The  images  are  taken  from  rural  life,  or  the  great 
and  beautiful  cbjcfls  of  nature.  I'here  i<  a  littlenefs  in  the  moft  ingenious  arts.  Nature  only  cor- 
rtfponds  to  the  elfvated  tone  of  the  epic  poet.  The  fimiles  are  perhaps  too  freqnent.  This  fre- 
quency Wilkie  would  doubtlefs  have  defended  by  the  example  of  Homer ;  but  Homer  himfelf 
fcem.s  to  offend  in  this  particular.  The  numbers  are  elaborately  corrtft,  delicately  polifhcd,  and 
cxquifitely  liarmonious.  Pope  fctms  to  have  been  his  model  for  verfifitation,  and  be  has  borrow- 
ed many  lines  and  cxprefTions  from  him.  But  he  is  not  a  fervile  imitator.  He  has  jn'^icioufly 
diverfified  the  uniformity  ot  Pope,  by  adopting  the  variety  of  paufe,  accent,  cadence,  and  diclion,  fo 
eminently  confpicuous   in  Dryden,  and  fo  abfolurely  cQlntial  to  the  harmony  of  true  poetry. 

An  ingenious  foieignir.  whole  ni  d  feems  far  fupcrior  to  bigotry  and  national  prejudice,  in  his 
•'  Effay  on  the  Revoluti'  ns  of  Literatun.,"  has  mentioned  the  t pigontad  \n  terms  of  high  refptcft, 
and  accounted  for  the  iewnefs  of  its  readers,  not  from  any  fault  in  the  potm,  hut  from  the  circum- 
ftarce  that  the  hnglifh  arc  acquainted  with  Homer,  not  only  in  the  original,  but  by  means  of  the 
celebrated  tranflation  of  Pope. 

"  The  Ep'goniad  \^l  Wilkie,"  fays  Profeffor  Denina,"  would  have  been  a  moft  admirable  poem, 
had  it  been  written  aeco  years  ago  .  But  as  Homer  is  now  fo  well  known  in  England,  we  cannot 
te  furpril'ed  that  Wilkie  has  not  a  greater  number  of  readers.  We  Italians,  at  prefcnt,  negle<fl  the 
A-jarchide  di  Lingi  Almanni^  which,  like  the  Epigoniad,  is  too  clofe  an  imitation  of  the  "  Iliad." 

There  are  others,  no  doubt,  befides  Pr(  fclfor  Denina,  who,  while  tfey  will  not  heCtate  to  allow 
oo  fmall  fhare  of  merit  to  this  poet,  will  yet  be  ready  to  confider  his  potm  as  too  dole  an  imitation 
cf  Homer,  and  think  that  he  has  been  unfortunate  in  the  choice  of  his  ful)jc<5. 

Wilkie,  aware  of  thefe  objecSlion.'^,  has  endeavouied  to  obviate  them  in  his  Preface,  which  has 
been  nnivcrfally  admired,  and  than  which  there  has  not  appeared  a  piece  of  jufter  ormoic  manly 
criticifm  fince  the  times  of  Ariflotk  and  Horace.  He  juflifies  himfelf,  at  great  lenf;th,  in  h.iving 
formed  his  poem  rpon  hiftcrical  circumftances  already  known,  and  introduced  ch.iruftcrs  with 
which  the  reader  is  before  acquainted,  and  alfo  fhows  the  nectflity  he  was  under  of  taking  many  of 
the  hiftorical  cirtumflances  from  the  ancient  poets;  for  tradition,  the  proper  f>  undation  of  epic 
poetry,  is  only  to  be  found  in  theit  writings,  and,  therefore,  muft  be  ufed  like  a  common  ftock,  and 
rot  confidered  as  the  property  of  individual'. 

"  Tradition,"  fjys  the  Preface,  "  is  the  beA  ground  on  which  a  fable  can  be  built,  not  only  be. 
caufc  it  gives  the  appearance  of  reality  to  things  that  are  merely  fiditious,  but  likewife  becaufe  it 
fupplies  a  poet  with  the  moft  proper  materials  for  his  inventit.n,  to  work  up>n." 

We  might  have  cxpedcd,  from  this  rem.ark,  that  he  had  not  only  taken  tradition  as  the  ground 
cf  his  fable,  but  employed  it  alfo  to  guide  him  through  the  narration  :  But  we  fmd  that  he  has  not 
cnly  forfook,  but  contradicfltd  it  on  feveral  occafions. 

Euflathius,  in  his  Commentary  upon  the  fourth  book  of  the  "  Iliad,"  gives  us  a  lift  of  the  nine 
warriors  who  were  called  the  Epigoni,  moft  of  whom  \A  ilkie  never  mentions  in  the  Epigoniad,  but 
inftead  of  them,  introduces,  not  the  defcenclants  of  thofc  unfortunate  heroes  who  fell  before  Thchcs 
in  a  former  expedition,  but  ftveral  of  their  contemporaries;  as  Thefus  and  Nefior,  who  had  no 
taoUvM  of  revenge  to  promjit  thtir  undertaking.     7befcus,  in  particular,  was  not  there,  for  wc 
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find  in  the  "  Suppliants"  of  Euripides,  that  tbefeus  went  upon  a  former  espedition  to  thebes^ 
to  procure  funeral  honours  for  the  fcven  fathers  of  the  Epigoni,  who  lay  uiiburied  before  the  walls 
of  that  city;  and,  at  the  end  of  the  fame  tragedy,  we  are  told,  that  the  capture  of  the  city  was 
rcferved  fir  the  Efiigoni  alone.  Wilkie  alfc*  gives  'Tbefeus  the  conduct  of  the  war,  in  contradidlion 
to  Di  idorus  biculus,  who  affirms,  that  by  the  advice  of  the  oracle  of  Apollo,  Alcmaeon  was  confti- 
tuted  generaliflimo  ;  He  1  kcwife  makes  Creon  king  of  Thebes,  but  Creon  had  been  dead  four  years 
before;  and  Eullachius  pofit.'vely  fays,  that  Lao'lamas  was,  at  that  time,  their  king.  Contrary  to  all 
or<ier  of  time,  Agamemnon  and  Menelaus  are  introduced  as  principal  chatadlers,  an  anachronifm 
which  he  endeavours  to  excufe,  by  aliegmg  that  it  was  a  fa6f  of  little  confequence,  and  that  he 
did  not  therefore  choofe  to  deprive  himfclf  of  two  illuflrious  names.  Inflead  of  Sthenelus,  who 
is  faid  to  have  accompanied  Dkmed  \n  this  expedition,  he  has  fubflituted  "  Ulyjfis,  a  fir'T:-rate  hero,  in 
tl.c  place  'if  a  fecond  rate  one,  and  a  name  which  every  body  is  acquainted  with,  in  the  place  of  one 
'    little  krown." 

But  thoi  gh  'A'iikic's  difagreement  with  Homer  in  point  of  fadl,  is  not  more  remarka'^le  than 
hi'*  ciifi  'gard  of  the  traditions  of  the  aixients,  we  muft  acknowledge,  that,  in  giving  up  fhe  con- 
duct of  his  poem  to  an  invention  fruitful  of  incidents,  he  has  given  us  a  regular  heroic  ftory, 
well  conne(3ed  in  it^  parts,  adorned  with  chara6lers  which  ftrengly  attach  the  reader,  and  make 
him  tskc  part  in  the  dangers  they  encounter,  embellifhed  by  mythological  fidions,  which  gratify 
and  fill  the  imagination,  and  abounding  in  intereftmg  fituations,  which  awaken  the  feelings  of  hu- 
manity. He  is  fome  times  awful  and  auguft  ;  often  tender  and  pathetic ;  and  intermingles  valiant 
achievemen's  with  the  gentle  and  pleafing  fcents  of  love,  friendfiiip,  and  alFctftion. 

There  is  nothing  more  wonderful,  in  this  admirable  poem,^than  the  intimate  acqaaintance  it  dif- 
plays,  not  otdy  with  human  nature,  but  with  the  turn  and  manner  of  thinking  of  the  ancients,  their 
hiflory,  '-pinions,  manners,  and  cuftoms.  There  are  few  books  that  contain  more  ancient  learning 
than  the  Efigouiad.  To  the  reader,  acquainted  with  remote  antiquity,  it  yields  high  entertainment; 
and  we  are  fo  far  from  thinking,  that  an  acquaintance  with  Homer  hinders  men  from  reading  this 
p'.m,  that  we  are  of  opinion  it  is  chiefly  by  fuch  as  are  converfant  in  the  writings  of  that  poet, 
that  the  Ep'ignnlad  is,  or  will  be  read.  And  as  the  manners  therein  defcribed  are  not  founded  on  any 
circumlbuces  that  are  temporary  and  fugacious,  but  arife  from  tlie  original  frame  and  conftitution 
of  :iuman  nature,  and  are  confcquently  the  fame  in  all  nations  and  periods  of  the  world  ;  it  is  pro- 
baSle,  if  the  Engiifli  language  (hall  not  undergo  very  material  and  fudden  changes,  that  the  epic 
poem  of  Wilkie  will  be  read  and  admired,  when  others,  that  are  in  greater  vogue  in  the  prefent 
day,  fhall  be  overlooked  and  forgotten. 

In  the  EpT^oniiiJ,  Wilkie  has,  in  general,  followed  fuccefsfully  the  footfteps  of  Homer,  In  the 
Dream  annexed  to  that  poem,  he  has  chofcn  Spenfer  for  his  raociel,  and  ventured  to  engao-e  in  a 
rivalfhip  with  the  great  father  of  allegorical  poe'ry.  In  this  fmail  poem,  in  which  the  manner  of 
Spenfer  is  finely  imitated,  the  poet  fuppofes  himfelf  to  be  introGuced  to  Homer,  who  cenfures 
his  poem  in  fome  particulars,  and  excufes  it  in  others.  It  is,  indeed,  a  fpecies  of  apology  for  the 
Ep'goniad,  written  in  a  very  lively  and  elegant  manner.  It  may  be  compared  to  a  well-polifhed 
gem  of  the  purell  water,  and  cut  into  the  moll  beautiful  form.  He  apologifes  for  fo  clofely  imi. 
tating,  and  even  borrowirg  from  Homer.  He  alleges,  that  Plato  and  Firgil  did  fo  before  him.  His 
praife  of  Hcftod  and  Theocritus  is  fuch  as  might  be  expeded  from  an  agriculturifl  and  a  poet.  Thofe 
who  would  judge  of  Wilkie's  talents  for  poetry,  without  perufing  his  larger  work,  may  fatisfy  their 
curiofity  by  running  over  this  (hnrt  p.,em.  They  will  fee  the  fame  force  of  imagination  and  har- 
mony of  numbers,  which  dirtinguilh  his  longer  performance,  and  may  thence,  with  fmall  applica- 
tion, receive  a  favourable  impreflion  rf  his  genius. 

His  FMes  difcover  an  ingenious- and  acute  turn  of  mind,  and  a  thorough  acquaintance  with  the 
nature  and  way^  of  men  ;  bur  they  are  not  recommended  by  any  great  degree  of  poignancy  or  poe- 
tical Ipirit.    Simplicity  is,  indeed,  the  greateft  excellence  of  fable  :   But,  m  the  Fabhs  of  Wilkie, 
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there  is  fuch  an  «cefs  of  fimplicity,  that  they  do  not  fufliciently  command  attention.  They  do  not 
fufficiently  roufe  and  exeicifc  the  mind ;  and  this  defetS  is  the  more  inexcufable,  that  to  roufe  at- 
tention is  the  very  end  of  fable  :  For  the  IcfTons  that  fable  teaches  are  fufliciently  obvious,  and  what 
Ihe  pretends  to  is  only  to  incline  men,  by  a  (pccics  of  furprife,  to  attend  to  them.  If  Wilkic  cannot 
boaft  the  cafe  of  Gay,  the  elegance  of  M  lorc,  or  the  humour  and  poignancy  of  Smart,  yet  he  is, 
by  no  means,  a  contemptible  fabulid.  Hi«  Fabht  have  the  merit  of  an  artlefs  and  cafy  veriification, 
of  juft  obfcrvation,  and  even,  occaConally,  of  deep  reafoning,  and  abound  in  flrokes  of  a  patbetic 
ilmplicity.  The  fable  of  the  Rake  *nd  tbt  Iiermlt  pofrcfles  the  two  lad  mentioned  qualities  in  an 
eminent  degree. 
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PREFACE. 


As  there  is  no  clafs  of  writers  more  freely  cen- 
fured  than  poets,  and  that  by  judo^es  of  all  forts, 
competent  and  incompetent :  I  fliall  attempt  to 
anfwer  fome  objeiftions  that  may  be  made  to  the 
following-  performance,  by  perfons  not  fufficiently 
acquainted  with  epic  poetry,  and  tlie  rules  upon 
which  it  ought  to  be  formed. 

The  beauties  of  the  piece,  if  it  has  any,  fliall 
be  left  to  be  difcovered  by  the  reader  for  himfelf. 
This  is  his  undoubted  privilege  ;  ana  [  have  no  in- 
tention to  break  in  upon  it:  neither  would  it  be  of 
any  advantage  to  do  fo ;  for  poetical  beauties,  if 
they  are  real,  will  make  themfelves  obferved,  and 
have  their  full  efie<ft  without  a  comment. 

Some  will  obie<5l  to  the  choice  of  the  fubjedl. 
that  it  is  taken  from  the  hiflory  of  an  age  and  na- 
tion, the  particular  manners  of  which  arc  not  now 
well  known,  and  therefore  incapable  of  being  juftly 
reprefented  by  any  modern  author.  This  objecliion 
will  appear  to  be  of  little  confequence,  when  we 
confider  that  the  fail  upon  which  it  proceeds  is  fo 
lar  from  being  fhriclly  true,  that  there  are  none 
who  have  any  tolerable  fhare  of  claffical  learning, 
that  are  not  better  acquainted  with  the  manners 
and  cuiloms  of  the  heroic  ages,  than  with  thofe  of 
their  own  country,  at  the  diflance  of  a  few  cen- 
turies. Neither  is  this  knowledge  of  ancient  man- 
ners confined  to  the  learned ;  the  vulgar  tlicrrw 
felves,  from  the  books  of  Mofe?,  and  other  ac- 
counts of  the  firft  periods  of  the  Jewifh  ftate,  are 
fufficiently  inftrudled  in  the  cuiloms  of  the  earliefl: 
times,  to  be  able  to  reliili  any  work  where  thefe 
are  juflly  reprefented.  With  what  favour,  for  in- 
ftance,  has  Mr.  Pope's  tranflation  of  the  Iliad 
been  received  by  perfons  of  all  conditions  ?  and 
how  much  is  it  commonly  preferred  to  the  Faery 
Queen,  a  poem  formed  upon  manners  of  a  much 
more  modern  caft.  But  fnppofmg  the  fadl:  upon 
which  the  objetlion  proceeds  to  be  true,  ?nd  that 
the  cuftoms  and  manners  peculiar  to  the  times 
from  which  the  fubjedl  of  the  poem  is  talten,  are 
not  now  well  underftood.  I  do  not  apprehend, 
that,  even  with  this  confefiion,  the  obje<ftion  a- 
mounts  to  any  thing  confidcrable ;  for  manners 
are  to  be  diftinguifhed  into  two  kinds,  univerfal 
and  particular.  Univerfal  manners,  are  thofe 
which  arife  from  the  original  form  and  ccnftitu- 
tion  of  the  human  nature,  and  which  confequent- 
ly  are  the  fame  in  all  nations  and  periods  of  the 
•world.  Particular  ju^amers,  on  the  otjier  haiid, 
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confift  of  fuch  cuftoms  and  modes  of  behaviour,  a* 

proceed  from  the  influence  of  partial  caufes,  and 
that  fliift  and  vary  as  thofe  caufes  do  upon  which 
they  depend.  To  make  m.yfelf  underftood  by  am 
example ;  it  is  agreeable  to  common  or  univerfal 
manners,  to  be  angry  and  refent  an  injury ;  but 
particular  manners,  in  ordinary  cafes,  determine 
the  methods  of  revenge.  For  great  offences,  aa 
Italian  poifons  his  enemy ;  a  Spaniard  ftabs  him. 
over  the  ftioulder ;  and  a  Fienchman  feeks  fatif- 
fadlion  in  ducL  From  this  example,  it  will  be 
eafy  to  fee  that  particular  manners  ought  to  ap- 
pear but  very  little,  either  in  epic  poetry,  trage- 
dy, or  any  other  of  the  higher  kinds  of  poetical 
compofition  ;  for  they  are  vulgar,  and  depend  up- 
on cuftom ;  but  great  paflions  and  high  charac- 
ters rejecft  ordinary  forms;  and  therefore  muft, 
upon  every  occafion,  break  through  all  the  com- 
mon modes  both  of  fpeechand  behaviour.  Though 
ancient  manners,  therefore,  were  not  fo  precifely 
known  as  they  are,  I  fhould  imagine,  that  a  ftory 
taken  from  the  accounts  which  we  have  of  the 
heroic  ages,  might  very  well  ferve  for  the  fubjeiSb 
of  an  epic  poem,  and  have  all  the  advantges  ne- 
ccilary  in  refpedl  of  that  fpecies  of  compofition. 

It  may  likewife  be  alleged,  that  I  have  done 
wrong  in  choofing  for  my  fubjeft  a  piece  of  hifto- 
ry  which  has  no  connexion  with  prefent  affairs  ; 
and  that,  if  I  had  done  otherwife  my  work  would 
liave  been  more  interefting  and  ufeful. 

This  objetflion,  feemingly  a  very  material  one, 
admits,  notwithftanding,  of  an  eafy  anfwer,  viz, 
that  fubjeCls  for  epic  poetry  ought  always  to  be 
taken  from  prriods  too  tarly  to  fall  \\'ithin  the 
reach  of  true  hiftory.  And,  if  this  rule  is  fhown 
to  be  eSential,  which  I  fhall  attempt  to  do  in  what 
follows,  it  will  be  found  to  be  impoflible  that  any 
fubjetft  proper  for  that  kind  of  writing  fhould  have 
a  connexion  with  prefeut  affairs.  The  proper 
bufinefs  of  epic  poetry,  is  to  extend  our  ideas  o£ 
human  perfeftion,  or,  as  the  critics  exprefs  it,  to 
excite  admiration.  In  order  to  do  this  in  any  to- 
lerable degree,  chara6lers  muft  be  magnified,  and. 
accommodated  rather  to  our  notions  of  heroic 
greatnefs,  than  to  the  real  ftate  of  human  nature. 
I'here  appears  a  certain  littlenefs  in  all  men  when 
tnily  known,  which  checks  admiration,  and  con- 
fines it  to  very  narrow  limits;  heroes,  themfelves, 
though  pofTeffed  of  the  greateft  qualities,  are,  is 
moft  circumftiuices  of  their  conditioi:,  fomcch  cPj? 
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on  a  level  with  the  ordinary  run  ol  mankind,  that 
fill  h  as  lidve  an  oji  ortunity  of  beinj;  iiicunately 
acqi.aiiucJ  will)  tiicm,  <!o  nut  admire  them  ar  the 
faiiif  rate  that  others  do,  who  vk-w  them  only  at 
a  dillar.ce.  1  lie  coinmun  coridiiiuii:i  of  luimanity 
Itfltii  every  man  ;  ar.d  theie  are  many  little  cir- 
cumliances  infcjiarably  connected  with  our  (late 
.of  being,  which  wc  cannot  tafily  reconcile  with 
cur  i  :ea  of  Epamino:idus,  P!;ito,  Scipio,  or  Carlar. 
From  all  this  it  pla;n.y  appt-ais.  that  admiration 
cbims  for  its  object  I'omcthiiig  fuptrior  to  mere 
bumaiiity  ;  and  tueref.ire  Inch  poems  as  have  it 
fvT  their  end  to  excite  adniir3tion>  ought  to  celt- 
brute  tliof*:  pcrlons  only  that  never  have  been 
treated  of  by  regular  lultorians.  I'or  hiftory  gives 
to  all  things  their  jult  and  natural  dimenfions; 
and,  if  it  fliould  ii.teilcre  with  poetical  ficl;ion, 
would  eft'ccfually  confute  thule  beautiful  legends 
vh.ch  are  iriveiued  to  raile'our  ideas  of  charadfer 
and  action,  above  the  Itandard  at  which  experi- 
ence has  fixed  them. 

Let  It  be  obferved,  as  a  further  confirmation  of 
the  maxim  which  I  am  eltablilhing,  that  there  ib 
in  our  ininils  a  prmciiile  which  leads  us  to  admire 
palt  times,  cfpecialiy  thofe  which  are  moil  remote 
from  our  own.      I'his   yn-judice  is  (hong  in  us; 
and,  without  being  dnedied    or   affiited  by  art, 
forms  in  the  mere  vulgar  of  all  countries,  the  molt 
extravagant  notions  of  the  ftature,  fuength,  au't 
ottn-r  luruic  qualities  of  their  remote  ancellors. 
This  prt-judicc,  fo  favourable  to  poetical  fiction, 
true  hiflory  eiTctfluaUy  deltroys:    and    therefore 
j)oets,  that   thty  ma)  have  the  advaiuage  of  it, 
ought  to  celebrate  thofe  jierfons  and  events  only 
that  are  of  fo  gieat  antiquity,  as  not  to  be  remem- 
bered with  any  degree  of  certainty  and  exaclnels. 
But,  inftead  of  a  thonfand  arguments  to  thi> 
purpoie,  let  us  only  confider  the  machinery  which 
mull  be  employed  in  an  ep'c  poem  ;  how  heaven 
^r.d  hell  mull  both  be  put  in  motion,  and  brought 
into  the  adtiun;  how  events  altogether  out  of  the 
common  road  of  human  affairs,  and  no  ways  coun- 
tenanced eitlier  by  reafon  or  by  exjieriencc,  muft 
be  ottered  to  mens  imaginations,  fo  as  to  be  ad- 
rnitted  for  true.     Let  us  confuler  all  this,  and  it 
vill  appear,  that  there    is  nothing  which  poets 
ought   more  raiefully  to  avoid,  than  interfering 
■with  fuch  regular  and  weJi-vouched  accounts  ot 
things    as  would  eiitclually  tonuite  their  fable, 
and  make  the  meaneit  rcider  reject  it  with  con- 
tenujt.  This  is  a  point  of  prudence  which  no  poet 
has  yet  neglected  with  :mpnnity.    Lucan,  accord- 
ing to  his  ufuai  ralhntfs,  has  taken,  for  the  fub- 
jeCl  of  an  epic  poem,  one  of  the  bcft  known  events 
wiiich  he  coiiid  have  pitched  upon  in  the  whole 
ieries  of  hum.in   affairs;  and,  in  orHer  to  diftin- 
guilh  himfelJ  from  a  mere  hiftorian,  is  often  under 
the  necclFity  of  ftarring  from  his  fubjeifl,  and  cm- 
ploying  the  vJick-  force  of  a  very  lively  and  fruit- 
ful invenlion  in  urnrcelVary  defcriptions  nnd  trif- 
ling digrefllons.    T  his,  befidrs  otlicr  inconvcnien- 
cies  of  greater  importance,  gives  fuch  an  appear- 
ance ot  hibour  nnd  draining  to  his  whole  peribrm- 
ancc,  as  takes  nnirli  from  the  merit  of  it,  with  all 
who  have  any  notion  of  cafe,  majelly,  and  fur.pli- 
city  of  writing.   He,  and  all  other  poets  whi)  have 
fiillcn  into  the  fa»nc  cnor,  find  alwajs  this  difad- 


vanta^e  attending  it,  that  the  true  and  fi(fVit!ous 
parts  of  their  work  retufc  to  uniie,  and  llaiiding  as 
it  were  at  a  diilance,  upon  terms  of  mutual  aver- 
fion,  ii-proach  each  other  witli  their  .  ci-uliar  de- 
fedls.  Fiiflion  accufes  truth  of  narrownefsand  want 
of  dignity  ;  and  thi»  again  reprefents  the  other  as 
vain  and  extravagant.    Spcnfcr,  who,  in  his  Faery 
(^een,  not  only  treats  of  maiterswithin  the  fpherc 
of  regular  billory,  but  delcribe^  even  the  tranfac- 
tions  of  his  own  time,  in  order  to  avoid  the  ir.cou- 
veniencics  which   he  knew  to  be  almoll  infcpa- 
rablc  from  fuch  an  attempt,  covers  his  ftory  witti 
a  veil  ot  allegory,  that  few  of  his  readers  are  able 
to  penetrate.  This  Itratageni  leaves  him  at  full  li- 
berty in  tlic  exercife  of   his  invention;    but  he 
pays,  in  my  opinion,  too  dear  for  that  privilege, 
by  facrilicing   to  it  all  the  weight  and  authonty 
which  a  mixture  of  received  tradition  a^id  re^l 
geograpliy  would  have  given  to  his  fable.    Milton 
takes  the  fubjedts  of  both   his  great  poems  from 
true  hillory,  yet  does  not  fucceed  the  worle  upon 
that  account.     JBut  it  is  to  be  remembered,  that 
his  chief  aclors  are  not  men,  but  divine  and  ange- 
lic beings  ;  and  that  it  is  the  hum.in  nature  only 
which  fiilTers  by  a  jull  reprefentation,  and  li.fes  in 
point  of  dignity,  when  truly  known,     bcfides,  the 
hiitorical  circumllances  upon  which  he  builds  are 
fo  few,  and  ot  fo  extraordinary  a  natuie,  that  tl>ey 
are  eafily  accommodated  to  poetical  tic^ion  }  and, 
therefore,  inftead  of  limiting    him,   and    fitting 
bounds  to  his  invention,  tiiey  ferve  only  to  coun- 
tenance, and  give  a  degree  of  credibility  to  what- 
ever he  pleafes  to  feign      Shakfpeare  may  like- 
wife  be  quoted  as  an  e.vception  to  the  general  rule, 
who  takes  the  fubjcc1^  of  many  of  his  piei  es  trom 
periods  of  ilie  Englilh  hiftory  not  very  remote,  and, 
notwiihilanding,  fucceeds  renvrkanly  in  exciting 
the  heroic  paflion.    That  Sliakipeare  makes  us  ad- 
mire his  heroes,  is  undeniable;  and  no  man  of  com- 
mon fcnfe   will  ever  pretend  to  alVert,  that  real 
characlers  of  great  men,  touched  up  and  heighten- 
ed by  a  poetical  f.incy,  will  not  very  naturally  ea- 
cite  admiration.     But  there  are  diflerent  degrees 
ci  this  paflion,  as  well  as  of  all  others;  and  it  is 
evident  that  the  degree  of  it  which  Shakfpeare  in- 
tei.ds  to  raile,  is  not  equal  to  that  which  Homer 
aims  at,  and  the  other  writers  of  the  epic  tribe. 
We  admire  no  character  in  Shaktpeare's  works 
m(  re  than  that  of  Henry  V.,  but  the  idea  which 
Homer  gives  us  of  Achilles,  is  ftiU  more  noble  and 
augnlt.     The  tragedian  mixes  fo  much  of  the  or- 
dinary man  in  the  characler  of  !iis  hero,  that  we 
become  too  familiar  with  him  to  admire  him  in  a 
high  degree  :  for  in  thi  fe  very  pieces  in  which  he 
is  repreftnted  as  performing  his  moft  remarkable 
exploits,    he    is  often  found  at  his  leifure  hours 
aniufii.g  himfelf  with  a  knot  of  huraourifts,  pick- 
pockets, and  buftbons.     I  do  not  pretend  to  cen- 
iure  Shakfneare  for  this  condiicl  ;   becaufe  it  is 
not  the  bufinefs  of  a  tragedian  to  make  us  admire, 
but  to  intcreft  our  other  atfedions :   and,  to  make 
his  heroes  very  much  objeifts  of  admiration,  would 
polTibly  b-.-  one  of  the  gieateft  errors  that  ?n  au- 
tlior  of  that  kind  could  fall  into:    for  the  princi- 
ple of  compaifion,  to  which  tragedy  is  peculiarly 
addrelVed,  is  incompatable  with  high  admiration; 
aud  a  man,  in  uider  either  to  be  loved  or  pitied* 
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m\ift  appear  with  eviJcnt  fymptoms  of  the  wciik- 
nefles  common  to  the  reft  of  the  human  kind.  [, 
is  our  own  image  in  diftrefs  which  affliiSts  us  ;  and 
we  never  pity  one  under  calamities,  who  is  not 
weak  enough  to  be  moved  by  them.  Homer  upoi 
thi-  account,  never  attempts  to  excite  pitv,  bu 
from  fuch  private  and  domeftic  diilrcfTes  as  fliov, 
his  heroes  in  the  light  of  ordinary  men  Sopha 
cles  like  wife,  from  a  jufl  apprehenfion  that  the  he- 
roic paffion  inerferes  with  the  proper  fpirit  of 
tragedy.  LlTens  on  purpofe  the  great  chara<5lers 
which  he  introduces,  and  {trips  them  of  more  than 
half  their  dignity.  Though  therefore  Shakfpeare 
•  makes  us  admire  his  heroes  as  much  as  a  tragedian 
ought  to  do,  and  even  more  in  fome  inftances 
than  the  rules  of  art  would  juflify ;  yet  as  the 
degree  of  admiration  vi.'hich  he  excites  is  lefs  by 
far  than  that  which  epic  poetry  aims  at,  it  may 
well  be  raifed  from  fubjeifis  that  are  flridlly  hifto- 
rical,  though  the  higher  degrees  of  that  paffion 
cannot.  Were  my  judgment  of  fufficicnt  authori- 
ty in  matters  of  criticifm,  I  would  have  it  under- 
ftood  as  a  rule,  that  the  fubjedls  of  epic  poetry 
ihould  be  taken  from  tradition  only  :  that  trage- 
dy fhould  keep  within  the  limits  of  true  hiflory  ; 
and  that  comedy,  without  meddling  at  all  with 
hiftorical  faiSs,  ihould  expofe  vice  and  folly  in  re- 
cent inllances,  and  from  living  examples.  That 
part  of  the  rule  which  regards  epic  poetry,  is  fuf- 
ficiently  juftified  from  what  hasbeen  aheadyfaid; 
and  concerning  tragedy,  I  have  likewife  obferved, 
that  it  ought  not  to  exalt  its  greatell  charai5lers 
above  the  ftandard  of  real  life.  From  this  it  will 
follow  that  it  may  be  flridlly  hiftorical  without 
lofing  any  real  advantage,  and  attain  its  full  per- 
fcdlion  without  the  affiiliance  of  fable.  I  believe 
it  will  be  eafily  allowed,  that  where  truth  and  iic- 
tion  are  equally  fubfervient  to  the  purpofes  of  poe- 
try, the  firft  ought  alwaj-s  to  be  preferred ;  for 
true  hiftory  carries  a  weight  and  authority  with 
it,  which  ieidom  attend  ftories  that  are  merely 
iidlitious,  and  has  many  other  advantages  for  in- 
terefting  our  affections  above  the  legends  of  re- 
mote ilntiquity.  But  as  tragedy  fliould  never  go 
lb  far  back  as  the  fahulous  ages,  neither  fhould  it, 
jn  my  opinion,  approach  too  near  to  prefent  times; 
for  though  it  docs  not  aim  at  raifing  and  gratify- 
ing the  paffion  of  admiration,  yet  it  has  a  degree 
of  dignity  to  maintain,  which  it  would  endanger 
by  treating  of  events  too  recent,  and  charadlers 
too  particularly  remembered.  Comedy,  on  the 
other  hand,  and  indeed  every  fpecLes  of  fatire 
whatfoever,  ought  to  attack  living  chara(5ters 
only,  and  the  vices  and  folly  of  prefent  times. 
That  imperfedlion  which  appears  in  every  thing 
when  viewed  near,  a  circumftance  fo  unfavour- 
able to  the  genius  of  epic  poetry  and  tragedy  falls 
in  precifely  with  that  of  comedy,  a  kind  of  writing 
•which  has  no  dignity  to  fupport,  points  always  at 
what  is  ridiculous,  and  marks  its  objedis  with  cha- 
radlers  of  littlenefs  and  contempt.  We  naturally 
admire  paft-times,  and  reverence  the  dead;  and 
confequently  are  not  fo  much  difpofed  to  laugh  at 
fools  who  have  already  finiffied  their  parts,  and 
retired,  as  at  fools  who  are  yet  upon  the  ftage. 
The  ancient  comedy  of  the  Greeks,  which  pro- 
ceeded upon  this  ma-iim,  v/as  certainly,  upon  that 


iccount,  the  moft  perfeifl  fpecies  of  fatire  tint 
rver  was  invented.  Homer,  as  he  exceeds  all  other 
poets  in  merit,  has  likewife  the  advantage  of  them 
m  point  of  good  fortune  ;  the  condition  of  the  ao-j 
n  which  he  wrote  gave  him  an  opportunity  of  ce- 
lib'-ating  in  his  poems,  events,  which  though  they 
ivere  in  his  days  of  no  great  antiquity,  and  confe- 
quently the  more  interefting,  yet  had  fallen, 
through  the  want  of  authentic  records,  into  fo 
happy  a  degree  of  obfcurity,  titat  he  was  at  full 
liberty  to  feign  concerning  them  what  he  pleafed, 
without  any  danger  of  confutation.  This  is  an. 
advantage  which.fucceeding  poets  could  not  boaft 
of;  and  therefore  have  found  themfelves  under  a 
neceffity,  either  of  taking  their  fubje(5ls  Ironx  re- 
mote antiquity,  as  1  have  done,  or  (which  in  my 
opinion  is  worfe)  of  attempting  to  mix.  fable  with 
hiltory,  which  never  can  be  done  with  fucccfs. 

The  mythology  in  the  following  poem  will  pro- 
bably give  offence  to  fome  readers,  who  will  think 
it  indetent  for  a  Chriftian  to  write  in  fuch  a  man- 
ner as  to  fuppofe  the  truth  of  a  heathen  religion. 
They  will  be  of  opinion,  that  it  would  have  beeij 
better,  either  to  have  introduced  no  religious  fyf- 
tem  at  all,  or  to  have  chofcn  fuch  a  fubje(5t  ab  would 
have  admitted  of  the  true  fyftem.  I  fliall  endea- 
vour to  anfwer  this  objeAIon,  by  eftabliihing  two 
maxims  diredtly  oppofite  to  what  is  propofed  in 
the  preceding  alternative,  and  fhow  not  only  that 
divine  beings  are  neceffary  characters  in  an  eoic 
poem,  but  likewife  tliat  it  Is  highly  improper  to 
introduce  the  true  God  into  a  work  of  that  nature. 
If  thefe  two  points  arc  fully  made  out,  the 
force  of  the  objeifllon  will  be  take-n  away.  As  to 
the  firft  cf  them,  let  us  again  conJider  the  end 
which  epic  poetry  propofes  to  Itfelf  :  it  aims  at 
exciting  admiration,  by  fetting  before  us  images 
of  whjatever  is  great  and  noble  In  the  human  clia- 
radter  :  it  is  neceffary  for  this  purpofe  that  a  poet 
fhould  give  his  heroes,  not  only  all  thufe  intrinlic 
qualities  which  make  men  admired,  but  that  he 
fliould  magnify  '  theni  likewife  by  a  flcllful 
management  of  outward  circumftances.  We  do 
not  form  our  notions  either  of  perfons  or  things 
from  their  real  qualities  only ;  circumftances  of  a 
foreign  nature,  and  merely  acceffory,  have  as 
great  an  influence  as  thefe  in  determining  our 
■.approbation  and  diflike.  This  obfervatlcn  fhows 
the  importance  of  mythology  to  epic  poetry;  for 
nothing  can  render  a  peifon  of  greater  confe- 
quence  in  the  eye  of  the  world,  than  an  opmlon 
that  the  gods  regard  him  with  a  peculiar  degree 
of  attention,  and  are  much  Interefted  in  all  that 
relates  to  him.  If  people  are  once  coniidered  as 
the  favourites  of  heaven,  or  inftruments  choftn 
for  the  accomplifhment  of  its  important  purpofes; 
poets  may  tell  of  them  what  great  things  they 
pleafe,  without  feeming  to  exaggerate,  or  fay 
1  any  thing  thar  exceeds  the  bounds  of  probability. . 
Homer  was  certainly  of  this  opinion,  when  he 
afcribed  to  his  heroes,  valour  and  other  great 
qualities  in  fo  immoderate  a  degree  :  for,  had  the 
gods  never  interpofed  in  any  of  the  events  which 
he  celebrates  ;  had  his  chief  a<5tors  been  nowife 
conne<5ted  with  them,  either  in  point  of  favour  or 
confanguinity,  and  reprefented,  at  the  fame  time, 
as  performing  the  high  exploits  which  he  alcribes 
I  Aij 
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to  there  inftcad  of  bclnj^  applauded  as  the  firfl  of 
poets,  he  would  have  bt<.n  cjdfiired  as  the  muft 
fallf  and  mod  credulous  of  liillorians.  'I'liis  ar- 
gument in  favour  of  poetical  mythology,  with  an- 
other which  might  he  taken  troni  the  advantai^c 
it  is  of  in  point  ol  ornament,  and  a  third  fiom  its 
ufc  in  allegory,  has  dticrmincd  ahnoll  all  the 
writers  who  have  followed  the  epic  or  heroic  ftyle, 
to  allow  it  a  place  in  their  cnmpofitions  ;  luch  nf 
them  as  have  taken  their  fuhjiOl  from  (Ireek  or 
Roman  (lory,  have  ado])t<;d  the  myiholoj^'y  of 
Homer  ;  and  the  reft,  in  celebrating  more  modern 
heroes,  have,  inllead  of  that,  made  ulc  of  the 
true  religion,  corrupted  hy  an  unnatural  mixture 
of  nnrtJicrn  fuperftition  and  fJrccian  fable,  luom 
a  pracliec  therefore  fo  univerlal,  we  may  juftly 
infer,  that  poets  have  looked  upon  mythology  as 
a  thing  of  great  r.fe  in  their  compolitions,  and  al- 
moft  elTential  to  the  art. 

It  may  be  alleged,  after  all  that  has  been  faid, 
that,  to  bring  gods  into  epic  poetry,  is  inconvenient 
on  many  accounts;  that  it  prevents  a  proper  dif- 
play  of  chara<51er  in  the  human  aiftors,  turning 
them  all  into  fo  many  machines,  to  be  moved  and 
guided  by  the  immediate  impulfi.s  of  deity  :  that 
it  breaks  in  upon  the  order  of  natural  caulcs,  and 
renders  all  art,  either  in  plan  or  conduCl  of  a 
work,  fuperfluous  and  unnecefTary.  If  what  this 
objeclion  I'uppofes  were  true,  and  that  the  mi.\- 
ing  of  gods  with  men  in  the  aclion  of  an  epic  po- 
em, neccflarily  turned  the  whole  into  miracle ; 
if  it  were  an  unavoidable  conlcijuence  of  this  me- 
thod, that  the  human  aftors  ihould  be  governed 
in  all  they  do  by  divine  impulfe  determining  them, 
without  regard  to  their  natural  charaiilcrs,  and 
the  probable  motives  which  ought  to  influence 
them  :  in  fhort,  if  mythology  could  have  no  place 
in  a  poem,  but  at  the  expcnce  of  manners,  order, 
conncelion,  and  every  other  thing  that  can  render 
a  work  either  beautiful  or  inftruCtive,  it  w  ould  be 
an  argument  againfl  it  of  fuch  v,  eight,  as  nothing 
alleged  in  its  favour  would  be  able  to  counter- 
balance. But  the  objecStion  is  by  no  means  well 
founded  ;  for,  though  there  may  be  an  indifcrcet 
application  of  mythology,  piodu(51ive  of  all  thofe 
ill  efl'eifts  which  have  been  mentioned;  yet  it  is 
obvious,  both  from  reafon  and  exiierience,  that 
Wiytliology  may  be  maiiaged  in  fuch  a  manner  as 
to  be  attended  with  none  of  them.  And  this  will 
appear  from  a  very  obvious  example  :  the  greateft 
part  of  mankind,  in  every  age,  have  believed  that 
l^ods  and  luperior  beings  govern  and  dire(fl  the 
courfe  of  human  affairs.  Many  individuals,  and 
even  whole  nations,  have  thought  that  all  the 
actions  and  ev'.iits  of  our  lives  are  predetermined 
by  an  overruling  power,  and  that  we  fuffer  the 
controul  of  an  irreltible  neceifity  in  all  we  do  :  yet 
ithis  opinion  never  changes  the  moral  feelings  of 
fuch  as  entertain  it,  and  their  judgment  of  cha- 
raiflers  and  aiflioui;  they  love  and  hate,  approve, 
and  difapprove,  admire  and  defpife,  in  the  fame 
manner  as  others  do  who  believe  that  men  are  ab- 
folutely  free,  and  that  their  final  determinations 
proceed  only  from  themfelves.  But  when  it  is 
underftood,  that  people  aifl  without  ccinfcioufnefs, 
or  that  the  organs  of  theu'  bodies  are  not  under 
sic  dominion  of  their  owu  wills,  but  aduattd  by 


fome  other  being  without  their  c»nfcnt  ;  In  ftiort, 
when  mere  phyCcal  necflhty  is  fubftiaitcd  in 
place  of  moral,  all  idea  of  tharadlcr,  all  fenfe  of 
approbation  and  difapprobation  immediately  ccaf- 
c ..  From  this  faiit,  the  truth  of  which  nobody 
will  dilputc,  it  is  eafy  to  judge  in  what  cafes  the 
interpufition  of  gods  in  the  adlion  of  a  poem  will 
prevent  a  prop.r  difolay  of  the  human  charaittrs; 
and  when  not.  Volition,  as  appears  by  the  ex- 
ample now  given,  is  that  upon  which  our  moral 
ideas  arc  founded  :  fo  long  then  as  voliticm  is  ex- 
erted, there  is  a  ehara(Mcr,  and,  when  that  ccales, 
the  characler  is  loll,  if  therefore  the  deities  in  a 
poem  arc  employed  in  ajiimating  and  deterring 
tlie  heroes,  only  by  fuggelling  fucn  motives  as  arc 
proper  to  influence  their  wills ;  fuch  interpofition 
by  no  means  interferes  with  the  difplay  of  charac- 
ter, but  ratlier  favours  it;  for  the  quality  of  every 
mind  may  he  known  from  the  motives  by  which 
it  is  determined;  and  Minerva's  prevailing  with 
Pindarus  to  be  guilty  of  a  piece  of  treachery,  by 
fuggefting  that  Paris  would  reward  him  for  it, 
difcovered  the  venality  of  his  temper  as  much  as 
if  he  had  done  the  fame  aClion  from  a  like  motive 
occuring  to  himfclf. 

Poets  often  make  the  gods  infufc  an  uncommon 
degree  of  vigour  into  their  heroes,  for  anfweriflg 
fomc  great  occafion,  and  add  to  the  grace  and 
dignity  of  their  figure.  Sometimes  they  make  a 
I'ccond  rate  heroe  the  firfl  in  a  particular  adlion, 
and,  with  their  afliftancc,  he  diflinguifhes  himfelf 
above  fuch  as  are  at  other  times  more  remarkable 
for  valour  and  fuccefs :  all  this  is  fo  agreeable 
to  what  happens  naturally,  and  from  mere  me- 
chanical caules,  that  we  forget  the  gods,  and 
interpret  what  happens  as  if  they  had  not  inter- 
poled  at  all.  For  every  body  knows,  that  when 
people  are  roufed  to  any  remarkable  exertion  of 
force,  they  become  ilronger  than  they  are  at  other 
times  ;  and  that,  when  in  this  manner  the  fpirits 
rife  to  an  uncommon  height,  the  whole  body  ac- 
quires new  graces.  Valour  is  not  a  fixed  and 
permanent  quality,  nor  is  it  found  in  any  one  al- 
ways in  the  fame  degree.  Plutarch  obferves  that 
of  all  the  virtues  it  exerts  itfclf  moft  irregularly,, 
and  rifes  by  fits  like  a  divine  infpiration.  ']  he 
fenl'c  which  every  man  has  of  thefe  things,  makes 
him  look  upon  the  interpofition  of  gods  in  fuch 
cafes  as  a  mythological  way  of  ixpriding  what  is 
merely  natural,  and  allow  fuch  as  perform  the 
great  actions  in  a  poem  to  pofTefs  the  whole  merit 
of  them.  It  never  Ivffens  our  opinion  of  Hci'lor's 
valour,  for  inllance,  that  Apollo  often  afllfls  him  ; 
nor  do  we  think  I'lyffes  ki's  prudent,  becaufe  he 
is  guided  by  the  influence  of  ]\linerva.  We  have 
as  clear  imprellions  of  thofe,  and  the  other  Hom- 
eric charaders  as  wc  have  of  any  charaiflers  what- 
focver,  and  difccrn  their  limits  and  diflinguifliing 
marks  as  clearly  as  if  they  had  a(5led  altogether 
of  themfelves.  That  fupcrior  beings  (hould  be 
employed  in  governing  the  events  ot  things,  and 
interpofing  by  thunder,  earthquakes,  inundations, 
pcflilenccs,  and  the  like,  can  never  be  thought 
unnatural  in  poetry,  by  any  one  who  believes 
that  Providence  adually  manages  the  affairs  of 
the  world  by  fuch  meaps.  It  belongs  to  men  to 
dellgn  ^ud  A>St,  but  to  Heaven  alone  to  determine 
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irveuts.  Though  r.  poet,  therefore  fliould  repre- 
fent  an  army  weaker  and  worfe  condudled,  pre- 
vailing, in  confequence  of  that  kind  of  interpofition 
•which  has  been  mentioned,  over  another,  evi- 
dently better  and  llronger,  there  would  be  no- 
thing unnatural  in  fuch  an  account,  or  contrary 
to  \vh:it  is  often  experienced  in  real  affairs. 

After  all  that  has  been  faid,  it  muft  be  owned, 
that  if  gods  are  brought  in  upon  flight  occafions, 
and  for  trifling  purpofes;  if  they  are  put  upon 
working  miracles  in  order  to  cover  blunders,  either 
in  the  plan  or  execution  of  a  poem,  and  employ- 
ed in  cutting  fuch  knots  as  the  author  himfelf  has 
not  the  (kill  or  patience  to  untie ;  it  mufl  be  own- 
ed, I  fay,  that  this  is  a  very  wrong  application  of 
mythology,  and  attended  with  all  the  difadvan- 
tages  which  the  objeftion  mentions.  It  is  a  flra- 
tagem,  which,  if  often  pra6lifed,  would  teach  the 
reader  at  lafl  to  difregard  all  appearances,  and, 
when  the  moll  important  periods  of  affiiirs  were 
approaching,  to  remain  quite  fecure  and  unin- 
terefled,  trufting  that  a  god  would  always  be  at 
hand,  in  time  of  need,  to  manage  every  thing  as 
the  poet  would  have  it,  and  put  all  to  rights  by 
the  fhortefl  and  moft  effedlual  methods.  I  have 
confidered  this  objctftion  at  greater  length,  becaufe 
at  firft  view  it  appears  very  plaufible ;  and  fhall 
proceed  to  what  remains,  after  I  have  taken  no- 
tice of  another,  which  has  likewife  fome  appear- 
ance of  force.  It  will  be  thought  inconvenient, 
as  it  is  the  defign  of  epic  poetry  to  raife  and  dig- 
nify human  charadlers,  that  gods  fhould  appear 
with  men  in  the  fame  fcenes  of  a<9;ion.  It  will 
be  alleged,  that  in  this  cafe  the  divine  perfons 
will  neceffarily  overfliadow  the  human,  lefTen  them 
by  a  comparifon,  and  confequently  produce  an 
cffetft  dired:ly  oppofite  to  what  is  intended.  This 
©bjetfion,  however  plaufible,  does  not  feem  to  be 
fupported  by  experience  ;  at  leaft  I  never  found 
in  any  inflance,  that  the  fplendour  of  divine  cha- 
racters in  a  poem,  eclipfed  the  human.  Befides, 
this  is  what  cannot  eafily  liappen  ;  for,  let  us  fup- 
pofe  two  parties  of  boys  engaged  in  fome  trial, 
either  of  force  or  Ikill,  and  that  a  few  men  take 
part  in  the  debate,  dividing  themfelves  between 
the  oppofite  fides,  and  afTifting  them  againfl  each 
other,  would  the  exploits  of  the  full-grown  men, 
howevec  remarkable,  leffen  thofe  of  the  boys  ?  by 
no  means  ;  for  things  that  are  confeffedly  unequal, 
never  come  into  competition,  and  therefore  can- 
not be  either  leffcned  or  magnified  by  appearing 
together.  Are  we  lefs  difpofed  to  admire  the  va- 
lour of  Achilles,  becaufe  it  is  underftood  he  was 
not  a  match  for  Jupiter  ?  Or  the  fagacity  of  Ulyf- 
fes,  becaufe  his  penetration  was  not  equal  to  that 
of  Minerva  ?  But  there  is  one  circumftance  which 
renders  it  abfolutely  impoftible  for  the  gods  in  epic 
poetry  to  eclipfe  the  men  in  point  of  heroifm ; 
and  it  is  this,  that  the  gods  are  immortal,  and 
confequently  cannot  exert  that  in  which  heroifm 
chiefly  confifls,  viz.  the  contempt  of  death.  Ho- 
mer, in  order  to  give  his  deities  as  much  of  that 
quality  as  poffible,has  made  them  vulnerable  and 
fufceptible  of  pain  ;  a  freedom  which  has  fhocked 
fome  of  the  critics,  who  did  not  attend  to  the 
Teafon  of  his  doing  fo.  But  Homer  was  too  good 
a  judge  of  propriety,  not  to  be  fenfible  thctt  no 


perfon  could  appear  with  advantage  in  military 
aftions  who  ventured  nothing  in  point  of  perfonal 
fafety  ;  and  that  If  ature,  force,  magnificent  ar- 
mour, and  even  the  higheft  atchievements,  will 
never  conif Itute  the  heroic  characfer,  whers  pa- 
tience and  contempt  of  danger  have  no  opportu- 
nity of  appealing.  It  is  this  circumftance  which 
gives  the  mortals  in  epic  poetry  a  manifelt  ad- 
vantage over  the  immortals;  and  Mars  when 
ufhercd  into  the  field  with  all  the  pomp  and  mag- 
nificence of  Homeiic  dcfcription,  is  an  ohjecSt  lefs 
to  be  admired  than  Diom.ed,  Ajax,  and  many  o- 
thers  who  combat  bravely,  though  confcious  of 
mortality.  Homer,  who  has  managed  his  great 
charaders  with  the  trueft  judgment  and  ffridleft 
attention  to  circumflances,  takes  care  to  have  A- 
chilles  early  informed  that  he  was  to  perifh  at 
Troy,  elfe  he  might  feem  too  confcious  of  fafety, 
J"rom  his  niatchlels  valour  and  the  armour  which 
he  v.'ore,  to  be  great  in  that  which  is  to  be  admir- 
ed, the  contempt  of  death,  when  the  danger  of  it 
is  imminent.  It  muff  be  acknowledged,  that  in 
Milton's  Paradife  Loll,  the  perfons  in  the  machin- 
ery overfhadowed  the  human  charaClers,  and  that 
the  heroes  of  the  poem  are  all  of  them  immortals  : 
but  theft  it  is  to  be  remembered,,  that  Paradife 
Loll:  is  a  work  altogether  irregular  ;  that  the  fuh- 
jeifl  of  it  is  not  epic,  but  tragic;  and  that  Adam 
and  Eve  are  not  defigned  to  be  objedfs  of  admira- 
tion, but  of  pity  :  it  is  tragic  in  its  plot,  and  epic 
in  its  drefs  and  machinery  :  as  a  tragedy,  it  does 
not  fall  under  the  prefent  queftion  ;  and,  as  an 
epic  poem,  it  evades  it  likewife,  by  a  circumftance 
very  uncommon,  viz.  that  in  the  part  of  it  which 
is  properly  epic,  there  are  no  human  perfons  at 
all. 

I  have  in  this  manner  endeavoured  to  prove 
that  mythology  is  neceffary  to  an  epic  poem,  and 
that  the  chief  objedtioiis  to  the  ufe  of  it  are  of 
little  confequence.  I  proceed  to  eftabliih  the 
other  propofition  which  I  mentioned,  and  Ihow, 
that  the  true  God  ought  net  to  be  brought  into  at 
work  of  that  nature,  ^"^nd  if  this  propofition  can 
be  made  out,  it  will  eafily  appear  from  it,  and  the 
preceding-  one  taken  together,  that  poets  are  un- 
der a  heceflity  of  having  recourle  to  a  falfe  theo- 
logy, and  that  they  are  not  t6  be  blamed  for  do- 
ing what  the  nature  of  epic  poetry  on  the  one 
hand,  and  refpecfl  to  the  true  religion  on  the 
other,  rendej  neceflary  and  unavoidable.  For 
proving  tlie  point  in  qr.eftion,  I  need  only  oh- 
ferve,  that  no  perfon  can  appear  with  advantage 
in  poetry,  wh6  is  not  reprefentcd  according  to  the 
form  and  condition  f)f  a  man.  This  art  addreffdS 
itfelf  chiefly  to  the  imagination,  a  faculty  which 
apprehends  nothing  in  the  way  of  charadler  that 
is  not  human,  and  accordiiig  to  the  analogy  of 
that  nature,  of  which  we  ourfelves  are  confcious. 
But  it  would  be  equally  impious  and  abfurd  ta 
reprefent  the  Deity  in  this  manner,  and  to  con- 
trive for  him  a  particular  charadfer  and  method 
of  a<fl:ing,  agreeable  to  the  prejudices  of  weak 
and  ignorant  mortals.  In  the  early  ages  of  the 
church,  he  thought  fit  to  accommodate  himfelf^ 
by  fuch  a  piece  of  condefcenfion,  to  the  notions 
and  apprthenfions  of  his  creatures  :  but  it  would 
be  indecent  in  any  man  to  ufe  the  fame  frficdon* 
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and  ilo  that  for  God,  which  he  only  has  a 
rijjht  to  do  for  himfclf.  The  author  of  ParaJifc 
l,oil  has  oflcudc-d  notorioufly  in  tiii;.  rtfpcifl ;  and, 
though  no  encomiums  \i\c  too  gtcat  for  hi:n  as  a 
poet,  he  i»  julUy  charpiahlc  \sith  iinpicty,  for 
prcfuming  to  rcprefent  the  Divine  Nature,  aiid 
the  niyftcrifs  of  rehj^ion  actordinj^  to  the  hur- 
rowncls  of  human  prejudice :  his  dialojjuts  be- 
tween the  Father  and  ilie  Son;  his  employin,T;  a 
Biingof  infinite  wifdoni  in  difcufling  the  lubtle- 
tics  of  Icliool  divinity  ;  the  feiifual  views  uhlch  he 
gives  of  the  liappintfs  of  heaven,  aihnittiiii;  into 
It,  as  a  part,  not  only  real  eatnijr  and  drinking, 
but  another  kini!  of  animal  pi'.afure,  tbo,  by  no 
means  more  refined;  ihefe,  and  fuch  like  circun-.- 
flanccs,  though  perfectly  poetical  and  agreeable 
to  the  genius  of  an  art  which  adapts  every  thinj; 
to  the  huinan  model,  arc,  at  the  lame  time,  io 
iuconfiftent  witli  truth,  and  tlic  exalted  ideas 
%vhich  we  ought  to  mtertain    of  divine    thii^gs, 


to  the  cool  and  difpafTuJintc  diclatc?  of  reafoo. 
I'his  ehaTa<5ler  is  highly  moral,  but,  in  my  opi- 
nion, far  Icfs  poetical  tlian  tlie  other,  by  being 
lefs  fit  for  intcrcfting  our  affections,  which  arc 
formed  by  the  wife  author  of  our  nature  for  era- 
bracing  Ivich  beings  which  aie  of  the  fame  tem- 
per and  eomplexir<ii  with  i>urfelves,  and  ate  mark- 
ed with  the  common  infirmities  of  human  nature. 
Perfonnji  the  livh  philofophic  character,  arc  too 
firm  and  unmoved,  aioidll  the  calamities  they 
meet  with,  lo  excite  much  fympaihy,  and  arc  too 
much  fuperior  (o  the  faliies  of  pa(hnn  and  partial 
afieiilioii,  the  popular  marPs  of  gcncrofity  and 
grta:nefs  of  mind,  ever  to  be  much  admired  by 
the  bulk  of  mankind.  If  the  iiiofl  accomplifhcd 
[loct  in  the  world  thould  lake  a  rigid  philolophcr 
for  the  chief  character  cither  of  an  epic  poem  or 
a  tragedy,  it  is  eafy  to  conjedlure  wliat  would  be 
th^  i'uccefs  of  fuch  an  attempt;  the  work  would 
allume  ihc  charaiil'.-r  of  its  hero,  and  be  cold,  dif- 


that  they  mu!i  be  highly  ofPenfive  to  ;;11  fuch  as  '  paflionatc,  and  imintcnRing.    There  is,  however, 


have  jull  impreffions  of  religion    and  wuulJ  not 
choofe  to  fee  a  lyllcm  of  dot'lrine  revealed  from 
heaven,  reduced  to   a   flate  of  conformity  with 
heathen  fupeiitition.     True  theology  ought   nut 
to  be  ufed  in  an  epic  poem,  for  another  reafon,  ol 
iiij  lefs  wciglit  than  that  which  has  been  mention- 
ed, viz.  That  the  human  ch.araiflcrs  which  it  re- 
prclents  ihuuld  never  be   formed  upon  a  perled 
n.oral  pla-i,  hut  have  thtir  piety  (for   inllanccj 
tinJluud  with  fupcrfiition,  and  their  general  be- 
havionr  influenced  by  affedion,  paflion,  and  preju- 
dice.    This  will  he  thought  a  violent  paradox,  by 
fuch  as  do  not  know  that  irapej'fcrt  charaftcrs  in- 
terefl.  us  more  than  pcrfeil  ones,  and  that  we  are 
doubly  inftiutited,  when  wc  fee,  in   one  and  thv 
fame  example,  bcth  what  wc  ought  to  follow,  and 
what  we  ought  to  avoid.     Accordingly,  Horace, 
in  liis  epifile  to   Lollius,   where  he  beflows  the 
highefl  encomiums   upon    the    iliad,  as   a  work 
vliich  delineated  vice  and  virtue  better  than  ll;e 
■writings  of  the  moil  celebrated  philoi'ophcrs,  fay- 
of  it,  noiwithftanding,  '1  hat  it  is  taken  up  in  de- 
fcribing  the  animofitie.i  of  foolifli  kings  and  infa 
tuated  nations.     To  go  to  the  bottom  of  this  mat 
ter,  it  will  be  proper  to  obferve,  that  men  art  ca- 
paMr  of  two  forts  of  charatSer,   vhich  may  he 
diitinguifhcd  by  the  names  of  natural  and  arti- 
jicial.      'l"hc  natural    cha;  ;;.'icr  imphcs  all  thofe 
feelings,  pjlHoi-.s,  deiires,  i-nd  opinions  which  men 
h/ive  Ironi  nat'irc  and  common  experience,  inde- 
pendent of  fpeculation  and  moral  refinement.     A 
perfon  of  this  ehaiadcr  looks  upon  outward  pro- 
ijierity  as  a  real  good,  and  confiriers  the  calamities 
of  life  as  real  evils;    loves  his  friends,  liatts  his 
enemies,  admires  his  fuperior.?,  h  afTiiming  wi'h 
refpeiil  to  lii-.  inferiors,  and  Hands  »i]ion  terms  of 
Tivalfiiip  with  his  equals;  in   fhort,  is  governed  by 
all   llioi'e  paflions  ind   opinions   that  pollcfs   the 
hearts,   and    determine   ihe  a-flions    of   ordmary 
»ii«.n.     Tlie  force  and  niagnilude  of  this  cl.ar;,dler 
is  ill  proportion  to  the  flrcrgth  of  thcfe  natural 
difpofitions ;  and  its  virtue  confifts  in  having  the 
j^rncrous  and  hencfictit  ones  predomiiiant.      As 
to  that   fort  of  charadler,  again,  which   I  diflin- 
gvifhed   by  the   name  of  artificial  :   it  confifls  in 
a  habit  of  mind  formed  by  difcif  line,  according 


I  I'pccics  of  panegyric  j\roper  for  fuch  jort  of  pcr- 
feiSlion,  and  it  may  be  r.prefented  to  advantage, 
either  in  hilloi^  or  profc  dialogue,  but  it  will  ne- 
ver llrike  the  bulk  of  mankind.  IMato,  in  his 
apology  of  Socrates,  deceives  us:  as  Mr  .Addifoii 
likewife  dix's  in  his  tragedy  of  Cato  :  for  boih  of 
them  attempt  to  peifuade  us,  that  wc  arc  afT-iiied 
%\ith  the  contemplation  of  unlhakc-n  fortitude, 
v.-liile  wc  arc  only  fympatliifing  with  fuffering  in- 
nocence. The  tendernefs  of  humanity  appearing 
through  the  hardnefsof  the  )>hi!ofopliic  chatader, 
is  that  which  affetiis  u»  in  boih  inftances,  and  not 
that  uncoiiquered  greatncfs  of  m  nd,  which  occa- 
fions  rather  wonder  and  aflonifhmcnt  than  genuine 
afiee^ion. 

I'rom  what  has  been  faid,  it  is  cafy  to  infer, 
that  the  great  eharaders,  b»)ih  in  epic  jioetry  and 
tiagcdy,  ought  not  to  bt  formed  upon  a  perfeifl 
moi  al  plan  ;  and  therefore  heroes  ihcmfelves  mulb 
often  be  rcprefmted  as  ading  from  fuch  motives, 
an<!  governed  by  fuch  afledions  as  impartial  reafou 
eamiot  3).|prove  of:  but  it  would  be  highly  inde- 
cent to  make  a  being,  whom  religion  teaches  us  to 
conlider  as  perfj<fl,  enter  iiMo  the  views  of  fucli 
peifons,  and  exert  himfelf  in  order  to  promote 
their  extravagant  enterprifes.  'I'his  would  be  to 
bring  down  the  iiifinitc  wifdom  of  (iod  to  the  le- 
vel of  human  folly,  and  to  make  him  altogether 
fucii  an  one  as  ouri'elves. 

A  falfe  tlicology,  therefore,  ought  rather  to  be 
employed  in  poetical  compofitions  than  the  true; 
for,  as  the  fuperior  beings  which  are  introduced, 
mufl-  oi  nccefiity  be  reprefenttd  as  afruming  the 
paHions  and  opinions  of  thole  wl>om  they  favour, 
it  is  furely  much  (airer  to  tmj>loy%a  fct  of  imagi- 
nary beings  for  this  jnirptife,  tl.an  I'.eid  himfelf, 
and  tlic  bleffed  angels,  who  ought  always  to  be 
objctils  of  our  reverence. 

■J'he  fame  reuf(;ning  which  leads  to  this  con- 
clulion,  will  likewife  mal.e  u-s  f<  nfihle,  that  among 
falfe  religions  thefe  ought  to  be  preferred  which 
are  lead  conneded  w'nU  the  true  ;  for  the  fuper- 
Aition-i  \.hich  j  rieds  and  poets  have  built  upoti 
the  t'hridian  i.iith,  difhonour  it,  and  th'.-reforc 
fliould,  if  j'ollihlr,  bo  huiied  in  oblivion.  '1  he  an- 
cient Greek  i^culo^y  feems  upon  all  accouut^  the 
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iiUeft.  It  has  no  connedlion  with  the  true  lyftem, 
and  therefore  may  be  treated  with  the  greateft 
freedom,  without  indecency  or  ground  of  of- 
fence: It  confifts  of  a  number  of  beautiful  fables, 
fuited  to  the  taile  of  the  moft  lively  and  ingeni- 
tius  people  that  ever  exifted,  and  fo  much  calcu- 
lated to  ravifli  and  tranfport  a  warm  imaginarion, 
that  many  poet>  in  modern  rimes,  who  proceeded 
upon  a  different  theology,  have,  notwithlfanding, 
been  fo  bewitched  with  its  charms,  as  to  admit 
it  into  their  works,  though  it  clafhed  violently 
uith  the  fyftem  which  they  had  adopted.  Mil- 
ton is  remarkable  in  this  rel'pecft;  and  the  more 
fo,  as  his  poem  is  altogether  of  a  religious  nature, 
and  the  fubjeifl  of  it  taken  from  holy  writ. 

Some  may  poffibly  imagine,  tliat  the  following 
woik  would  have  had  greater  merit,  if  it  had  of- 
fered  to  the  world    a  fet  of  characters  entirely 
new,    and    a   llory    nowife   connedled    with    any 
thing  that  is  already  known.     I  am  not  of  this 
opinion  ;  but  perfuaded,  on  the  contrary,  that,  to 
invent  a  llory  quite    new,    with  a  catalogue  of 
rames  never  before  heard  of,  would  be  an  attempt 
of  fuch  a  nature,  as  could  not  be  made  with  tole- 
rable fuccefs  ;  for  every  man  muft  be  fenfible,  that 
the  wonders  which  epic  poetry  relates,  will  Ihock 
even  the  ignorant  vulgar,   and  appear  altogether 
ridiculous,  if  they  are  not  founded  upon  lomelhing 
which  has  already  gained  a  degree  of  credit.    Our 
firft  ideas  are  taken  trom  expc  rience ;  and  though  we 
may  be  brought  to  receive  notions,  not  only  very 
different  from  thofe  which  experience  fuggtfts,  but 
even  direvflly  contrary  to  them,  yet  this  is  not  to 
be  done  fuddenly  and  at  one  attempt :  fuch,  there- 
fore,   as  would  have  their  fidlions  favourably  re- 
ceived, muft  lay  it  down  as  a  rule,  to   accommo- 
date what  they  feign  to  eftabliflied  prejudices, 
and  build  upon  (lories  which  are  already  in  fome 
meafure    believed.     With    this   precaution,   they 
may  go  great  lengths  without  appearing  abfurd, 
but   will   foon  fliock  the  meanelt  underitandingsi, 
if  they  negledl  it.     Had   there  been  no  fabulous 
accounts  concerning   the  Trojari  expedition  cur- 
rent in  Greece  and    Afia,  at  the  time  when  Ho- 
mer wrote,  the  flories  which  he  tells,  though  the 
moft  beautiful  that  ever  were  invented,  would 
have  appeared  to  his  cotemporaries  altogether  ri- 
diculous and  never  been   admired,  till  antiquity 
had   procured   them    credit,   or  a  tradition  been 
formed    afterwards    to    vouch    for    them  to  the 
world  5  for,  in  matters  of  an  extraordinary  kind, 
not  only  reafon,  but  even  imagination,  requires 
more  than  a  fingle  teftimony  to  ground  its  aflent 
upon  ;   and  therefore,  though  I  fliould  have  invent- 
ed a  fet  of  characters  entirely  new,  and  framed  a 
llory  for  the  fubjedl  of  my  poem  nowife  connedl- 
ed    with   any  thing  that   has  yet  been  heard  of, 
and  been  fo  happy  in  this  attempt  as  to  produce 
what  might  equal,  in  point  of  perfedlion,  any   of 
the  moft  beautiful  fables  of  antiquity  ;  it  would 
have  wanted,  notwithftanding.  what  is  abfolute- 
ly  neceflary  in  order  to  fuccefs,  viz.    that  credit 
which    new    invented    fidlions  derive   from  their 
conne(5tion  with  fuch  as  are  already  become  fami- 
liar to  mens  imaginations. 

Iradition  is  the  beft  ground  upon  which  fable 
CaB  be  built,  not  only  becaiife  it  gives  ;he  ap- 


pearance of  reality  to  things  that  are  merely  fic- 
titious, but   hkevvife   becaufe    it   fupplies  a  poet 
with  the  moft  proper  materials  for   his  invention 
to  Vi'ork  upon.     There    are   fume  fabulous  ftories 
that  pleafe  more  univerfally  than  others  ;  and  of 
this   kind    are    the    wonders  which  tradition  re- 
ports ;  for  they  are    accommodated  to  the  affec- 
tions and  paffions  of  the  bulk  of  mankind,  in   the 
lame  manner  as  national  proverbs  are  to  their  un- 
derftandings.     The  Itricl  accommodation  in  both 
inftances  proceeds^  from  the  fame  caufe,   viz.  that 
nothing  of  either  fort  is  the  work  of  one  man,  or 
of  one    age,  but   of   many.      Traditions  are  not 
perfedled  by   their   firft    inventors,  nor   proverbs 
eftabliflied    upon    a    fingle   authority.      Proverbs 
derive  their  credit  from   the    general  confent  of 
mankind  ;  and  tradition  is  gradually  corredled  and 
improved   in   the   hands  of  fuch  as  tranfmit  it  to 
each    other  through  a  fucceffion  of  ages.     In  its 
iirft  periods,  it  is  a  narrow  thing,  but  extends  it- 
felf  afterwards,  and,  with  the  advantage  of  time, 
and   experiments   often   repeated,  adapts  itfelf  fo 
precifely  to  the  affections,  paffions,  and  prejudices, 
natural  to  the  human  fpecies,  that  it  becomes  at 
laft  perfcftly  agreeable  to  the  fentiments  of  every 
heart.     No  one  man,  therefore,  can  pretend  to 
invent  fables  that  will  pleafe  fo  univerfallv,  as- 
thofe  which  are  ibrmed  by  the  progrefs  of  popular 
tradition.  The  faculties  of  any  individual  muft  bs 
too  narrow  for  that  purpofe,  and  have  too  much 
of  a  peculiar  caft  to  be  capable  of  producing  what 
will  be  fo  ftridlly  adapted    to  the  common  feeU 
ins^s  and  fentiments  of  all.     It  is  this  fort  of  per- 
tcclion  which  pleafes  us  in  archjeologv,  or  the  tra-- 
ditional  accounts  which  we  have  of  the  origins  ot 
nations;  for  we  are  often  more  agreeably  enter- 
tained with  ftories  of  that  kind,  though  we  know 
them  to  be  abfolutely  falfe,  than    with  the  juft- 
eft  repref^ntations   of  real   events.     Bat  as  tra-. 
dition,  while    it   continues   in    the   hands   of  the 
people,  muft  be  rude  and  difagrecable   in  refpeft 
of  Its  form,  and   have  many  things  low  and  ab- 
fuid    in    it,  neceffary   to  be  palliated  or  fuppref- 
fed,  it  does  not  arrive  at  that  perfeilion  of  which 
it  is  capable,  till  it  comes  under  the  management 
of  the  poets,  and  from  them  receives  its  laft  im- 
provement.    By  means  of  this  progrefs,  tales,  that 
in   the  mouths  of  their  firft  inventors,  were  the 
moft   abfurd  that  can  be  imagined,  the  cffeiTis  of 
mere  lupeiftition,  ignorance,  and  national  preju- 
dice, rife  up   at  laft  to  aftonifh   the   world,  .ind 
draw  the  admiration  of  all  age?,  in  the  form  of  an 
Iliad  or  Odyffey.      It  is  not  the  bufinefs  of  a  poet, 
then,  to   make  fable,  but  to  form,   coiredl,  and 
improve  traditKm:   and  it  is  to  his  following  this 
method,  that  Homer  undoubtedly   owes  his  fuc- 
cels :  for  it  is  obvious  to  any  one  who  conlidfrs 
his  works  with  attention,  that   he  only  colledled 
the  various  traditions  that  were   current   in  his 
days,  and   reduced  them  to  a  fyftem.     That  infi. 
nite  variety  of  indc|endent  ftories  which  occur  in 
his  works,  is  a  proof  of  this:  tji  efe  are  told  with 
fo  minute,  and  often   fo  unneceffary  a  detail  of 
circtnnftances,  that   it  is  eafy  to  fee  that  he  lol- 
lov/ed  accounts  already  current,    and  did  net   in- 
vent what  he  has  recorded.     I  could  as  eafily  be- 
I  lieve  that  Proraetheiis  niada  a  man  of  clay,'  r.nd 
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put  life  into  him,  or  afTent  to  any  other  of  the 
moft  abfurd  fidlion^  of  antiquity  ;  1  could  even  as 
foon  be  perfuaded  that  all  that  Homer  ha",  written 
is  ftriift  matter  of  fart,  as  believe  that  any  onr 
mortal  man  was  capable  of  inventing  that  intin-.t'- 
variety  ot  hiHorical  circumftanccs  which  u'-cur  in 
the  works  of  that  ctkhrated  poet;  for  invention 
is  by  no  means  an  ealy  thing;  and  to  contriTc  a 
tale  that  will  pleafe  uiiiverfally  is  certainly  one  of 
the  moft  clitlitult  undertakings  that  can  be  ima- 
gined. Poets,  therefore,  have  found  thtinfelves 
tinder  a  neceflity  of  truftinj;  to  fomcthmg  more 
powerful  than  their  own  invention  in  this  impor- 
tant artirle.  viz.  the  joint  endeavours  of  many 
regulated  and  direclcd  by  the  cenfnre  of  ages. 

What  has  been  faid,  is  not  only  fufficient  to 
julUfy  me  in  finning  my  poem  upon  hiftorical 
"ciicumftances  already  known,  and  introducing 
charaders  which  the  reader  is  before  acquainted 
with;  but  fliows  the  neccllUy  likevviie  of  taking 
many  of  the  hiftorical  circumllanccs  from  the  an- 
cient poets.  For  tradition,  the  proper  foundation 
of  epic  poetry,  is  now  to  be  found  only  in  their 
writings ;  and  therefore  mart  be  ufeJ  like  a  com- 
mon flock,  and  not  coijfidcred  as  the  property  of 
individuals. 

For  the  immoderate  length  of  the  two  epifode?, 
\\2.  thnie  in  the  fourth  and  feventh  books,  all  that 
1  can  fay,  is,  that  they  ure  both  brought  in  for 
•very  important  purpoie;,  and  tlu.refore  may  be 
permitted  to  take  up  more  room  than  is  ordinarily 
allowed  to  things  of  that  fort.  Befidts,  the  firlt 
of  them  is  intended  as  an  experiment  in  that  kind 
of  fidtion  which  diftlntruiflies  Homer's  Odylley, 
and  the  other  as  an  attempt  to  heroic  tragedy, 
after  the  manner  of  Sophocles. 

The  language  is  IJmple  and  artlefn.  This  I  take 
to  be  an  advantage,  rithcr  than  a  defetft  :  fi;r  it 
gives  an  air  of  antiquity  to  the  v.f;rk,  and  makes 
ihe  ftylo  more  (uitable  to  the  fubjedl. 

My  learned  readers  will  be  furprifed  tn  find  A- 
gamemnon  and  Menelaus  at  the  ficge  of  Tlicbes, 
•when,  according  to  Homer,  they  were  not  there  : 
and,  at  the  fame  time,  no  notice  taken  of  Stliere- 
ins,  the  friend  and  companion  of  Diomed,  whom 
the  fame  author  mentions  as  present  in  that  cxpf- 
dtrion. 


With  rcfpert  to  the  fiift  circumftancc,  I  diJ. 
not  choofe,  fer  the  f  ke  of  a  fact  of  fo  little  confe- 
qiicnce,  and  that  too  depending  only  up  ii  poeti- 
cal authority,  to  deprive  myfelf  of  two  illuftrious 
names  very  proper  for  adorning  my  catalogue  of 
heroes.  And  as  to  the  fccond  ;  it  will  be  cafily 
allowed,  that  I  could  not  have  made  Sthtnelus  ap- 
pear, witljtJUt  afligning  him  that  place  in  Diomed's 
iriendniip,  and  confcquently  in  the  artionofthe 
poem,  which  Ulyfl'cs  now  polfenVs  ;  antl  which  is 
the  only  part  in  the  whole  fuited  to  his  peculiar 
character.  I  mud  have  put  a  fecond-rate  hero  iiv- 
the  place  of  a  firft-ratc  one  ;  and  a  name  little 
known,  in  the  place  of  one  which  every  body  is 
accjuainted  with.  Bcfidcs,  I  muft  have  tran^fer- 
reil,  to  Sthcnclus,  the  valour,  firmnefi,  and  ad- 
drels  cf  UlylVts:  becaufe  the  part  he  was  to  acl 
would  have  rtq.iired  thcfe,  and  muft,  at  the  fame 
time,  have  funk  riylfcs  into  the  charartcr  of  Sihe- 
nelus,  for  want  oi' a  proper  opportunity  ofdifplay- 
ing  hini  in  his  own.  Thefe  are  inconvcniencics 
too  great  to  be  incurred  for  the  Iske  of  a  fcrupu- 
lous  agreement  \vith  Homer  in  point  of  facl;  and 
are  therefore,  in- my  opinion,  better  avoided. 

I  have  explained  myfelf  upon  the  foregoing  par- 
ticulars, for  the  fake  of  the  learned  part  of  my  rea- 
ders ordy  :  and  lliall  now  drop  a  hint  for  fuch  of 
them  as  do  not  fall  under  that  denomination. 

The  following  poem  is  called  the  Epigoniad, 
beCaufe  the  heroes,  whofc  actions  it  celebrate*, 
have  got  the  name  of  the  Epigoni  (or  Defccnd- 
ants),  being  the  fons  of  thofe  who  attempted  the 
coiMjuelt  of  Thebes  in  a  former  expedition. 

Thus  far  I  have  endeavoured  to  apologife  for 
the  tollowing  performance.  It  may  be  cenfurcd, 
no  doubt,  upon  many  accounts  befides  thofe  that 
have  been  mentioned  :  but  I  am  ])erfuaded,  that 
what  has  been  faid  will  determine  every  candid 
reader,  not  to  be  pcremi)tory  in  condemning  what 
at  firtt  view  he  may  diflike  ;  for  the  fjjecimen  of 
criticifm  which  has  been  given,  will  convince  him 
that  the  real  faults  of  epic  poetry  are  not  eafily 
afcertained,  and  diftinguiflied  from  thefe  inconve- 
niences that  muft  be  allowed  to  take  place,  in  or- 
der fo  prevent  greater  faults,  and  produce,  upuit 
Uic  whole,  a  liigher  degree  of  perfertion. 
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BOOK    I. 


Ye  pow'rs  of  fong !  with  whofe  immortal  fire 
Your  bard  enraptur'd  fung  Pelides'  ire, 
To  Greece  fo  fatal,  when  in  evil  hour, 
He  brav'd,  in  ftern  debate,  the  fov'reign  pow'r, 
By  like  example,  teach  tne  now  to  fhow 
From  love,  no  lefs,  what  dire  difallers  flow. 
Por  when  the  youth  of  Greece,  by  Thefiis  led, 
Return 'd  to  conquer  where  their  fathers  bled, 
And  punifh  guilty  Thebes,  by  Heav'n  ordain'd 
For  perfidy  to  fall,  and  oaths  profan'd ; 
Venus,  flill  partial  to  the  Theban  arms, 
Tydeus'  fen  feduc'd  by  female  charms ; 
Who,  from  his  phghted  faith  by  paflion  fway'd, 
The  chiefs,  the  army,  and  himfelfbctray'd. 

This  theme  did  once  your  fav'rite  bard  employ, 
Whofe  verfe  immortaliz'd  the  fall  of  Troy  : 
But  time's  oblivious  gulf,  whofe  circle  draws 
All  mortal  things  by  fate's  eternal  laws, 
In  whofe  wide  vortex  worlds  themfelves  are  toft, 
And  rounding  fwift  fucceflively  are  loft, 
This  fong  hath  fnatch'd.    I  now  refume  the  ftrain. 
Not  from  proud  hope  and  emulation  vain, 
By  this  attempt  to  merit  equal  praife 
With  worth  heroic,  born  in  happier  days. 
Sooner  the  weed,  that  with  the  fpring  appears, 
And  in  the  fummer's  heat  its  bloffom  bears, 
But,  fhriv'ling  at  the  touch  of  winter  hoar. 
Sinks  to  its  native  earth,  and  is  no  more  ; 
Might  match  the  lofty  oak,  which  long  hath  flood. 
From  age  to  age,  the  monarch  of  the  wood. 
But  love  excites  me,  and  defire  to  trace 
His  glorious  fteps,  though  with  unequal  pace. 
Before  me  ftill  I  fee  his  awful  fhade, 
With  garlands  crown'd,  of  leaves  which  never  fade; 
He  points  the  path  to  fame,  and  bids  me  fcale 
ParnafTus'  flipp'ry  height,  where  thoufands  fail : 
I  follow  trembling ;  for  the  cliffs  are  high. 
And  hov'ring  round  them  watchful  harpies  fly. 
To  fnatch  the  poets  wreath  with  envious  claws, 
And  hifs  contempt  for  merited  applaufe. 
But  if  great  Campbel,  whofe  aufpicious  fmllc 
Bids  genius  yet  revive  to  blefs  our  ifle. 
Who,  from  the  toils  of  ftate  and  public  cares. 
Oft  with  the  mufes  to  the  fhade  repairs, 
My  numbers  fhall  approve,  I  rife  to  fame  ; 
For  what  he  praifes,  envy  dares  not  blame. 

Where  high  Olympus'  hundred  heads  arife, 
Divide  the  clouds,  and  mingle  with  the  flcies. 
The  gods  affembled  met;  and  view'd,  from  far, 
Thebes  and  the  various  combats  of  the  war. 
From  all  apart  the  Paphian  goddefs  fat. 
And  pity'd  in  her  heart  her  fav'rite  ftate. 
Decreed  to  perifti,  by  the  Argive  bands, 
Pallas's  art,  Tydides'  mighty  hands : 
Penfive  flie  fat,  and  ev'ry  art  explor'd 
T«  ehann  the  vi<ftor,  and  rcftrain  his  fword ;   - 


But  veil'd  her  purpofe  from  the  piercing  ray 
Of  Pallas,  ever  jealous  of  her  fway : 
Unfeen  the  goddefs,  from  th'  Olympian  height 
To  Ihady  Cyprus  bent  her  rapid  flight, 
Down  the  fteep  air,  as,  from  the  fetting  Ikies, 
At  ev'n'e  approach,  a  ftreaming  meteor  flies. 
Where  lofty  fliores  the  tempeft's  rage  reftrain. 
And  fleeps,  in  peace  diflblv'd,  the  hoary  main; 
In  love's  fam'd  ifle  a  deep  recefs  is  found. 
Which  woods  embrace,  and  precipices  bound. 
To  Venus  facred;  there  her  temple  ftands. 
Where  azure  billows  wafli  the  golden  fands, 
A  hollow  cave ;  and  lifts  its  rocky  head. 
With  native  myrtle  crown'd,  a  lofty  feade ; 
Whither  refort  the  Naiads  of  the  flood, 
AfTembl'd  with  the  nymphs  from  ev'ry  wood 
Her  heifers  there  they  tend,  and  fleecy  ftore, 
Along  the  windings  of  the  defert  fhore. 
Thither  the  goddefs,  from  th'  Olympian  height 
Defcending  fwift,  precipitates  her  flight ; 
Confpicuous,  on  the  yellow  fand,  fhe  flood. 
Above  the  margin  of  the  azure  flood. 
From  ev'ry  grove  and  ftream  the  nymphs  attend. 
And  to  their  queen  in  cheerful  homage  bend. 
Some  haftening  to  the  facred  grot  repair. 
And  deck  its  rocky  walls  with  garlands  fair ; 
Others  produce  the  gift  which  Autumn  brings. 
And  fparkling   ncdar  quench'd  with   mountaio 

fprings. 
And  now  the  queen,  impatient  to  explain 
Her  fecret  griefs,  addrefs'd  her  lift'ning  train  •. 

Ye  rural  goddeflcs,  immortal  fair ! 
Who  all  my  triumphs,  all  my  forrows  fiiare ; 
I  come,  afflidled,  from  th'  ethereal  tow'rs, 
Where    Ihebes    is   doom'd    to    fall    by   partial 

pow'rs. 
Nor  can  entreaty  fave  my  fav'rite  ftate. 
Avert  or  change  the  rigour  of  her  fate  ; 
Though,  breathing  incenfe,  there  my  altar  ftands. 
With  daily  gifts  fupply'd  from  virgins  hands. 
Juno  now  rules  the  fenate  of  the  Ikies, 
And  with  her  diiflates  ev'ry  pow'r  complies ; 
Her  jealous  hate  the  guiltlcft  town  condemns 
To  wafteful  havock,  and  the  rage  of  flames ; 
Since,  thither  tempted  by  a  ftranger's  charms. 
The  mighty  thunderer  forfook  her  arms. 
Jove's  warlike  daughter  too  promotes  her  aim. 
Who,  for  Tydides,  feeks  immortal  fame; 
For  him  employs  a  mother's  v.-atchful  cares. 
And  the  firft  honours  of  the  war  prepares : 
To  fruftrate  both,  a  monymcnt  would  raif; 
Of  lafting  triumph,  and  immortal  praife, 
To  draw  the  fon  of  Tydeus  from  the  field. 
To  whofe  vi<5lorious  hands  the  town  muft  yield; 
For,  by  the  ail-decreeing  will  of  fate. 
He  only  can  o'cf throw  the  Theban  flat?. 
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A  way  which  promifcs  fucctfs  I'll  name  : 
1'hc  valiant  youth  adorer  a  lovely  darnr, 
Alcandcr's  daughter,  whom  the  graces  join'd 
WitJi  gifts  dilorii,  ahos'c  the  human  kind : 
She  wi;h  her  fire  fortook  th'  Hcfpcria!!  ftranJ, 
Jiy  hoflilc  arms  expcll'd  their  native  land: 
lor  F.chctus  who  ruk-i,  \vi:h  tyrant  force, 
Vhere  Aufidus  dircfts  his  downward  courfc, 
And  high  Garf^aiuis  th'  Apulian  plain, 
1^  mark'd  by  failors,  from  the  diflant  main  ; 
Oft  from  her  fire  had  claim'd  the  lovely  maid, 
Who,  Hill  averfc,  to  j^rant  his  fuit  delay'd  : 
For,  barb'rous  in  extreme,  the  tyrant  feeds 
With  man^l'd  limbs  of  men  his  huiigiy  ilccds: 
Impatient  of  his  low,  by  hoftilc  arms 
And   force   dcclar'd,    he   claim'd   Iver    matchlcfs 

charms. 
Pelignium  raz'd  the  hero's  royal  feat, 
Who  fought  in  foreign  climes  a  fafc  retreat; 
liii  llight  TEtolia's  friendly  ihore  receive*, 
Her  gen'rous  lord  protedls  him  and  relieves; 
'I'hrcc  cities  to  poflefs  the  chief  obtains, 
With  hills  for  pafture  fit,  aod  fruitful  plains. 
Caflandra  for  his  bride  Tydidcs  claim'd  ; 
For  hymeneal  rites  the  hour  was  nam'd. 
When  call'd  to  arms  againft  the  Theban  tow'rs 
The  chief  rcluifcajit  led  his  martial  pow'rs. 
Hence  jealoufy  and  fear  his  bread  divide, 
Fear  for  the  fafoty  of  an  abfent  bride ; 
l.ell,  by  his  padion  rous'd,  the  t)Tant  rife, 
And  unoppos'd  ufurp  the  lovely  prize. 
He  knows  not,  that,  in  martial  arms  conceal'd, 
With  him  Ihe  braves  the  terrors  of  the  field; 
True  to  his  fide,  noon's  I'ultry  toil  endures, 
And  the  cold  damps  that  chili  the  midni;^ht  hours. 
If  dreams,  or  figns,  could  jealoufy  impart, 
And  whet  the  cares  that  fting  the  her€)'s  heart. 
Impatient  of  his  pain   he'd  foon  prepare, 
With  all  his  n.itivc  hands,  to  quit  the  war. 

The  goddefs  thus  :  a  Faphian  nymph  reply'd. 
And  drew  the  lill'ning  crowd  on  ev'ry  fide, 
Zclotypc,  whom  fell  A!ec1:o  bore, 
Wiih  Cupid  mixing  on  th'  infernal  (liore. 
Goddefs !    thefe    fliafts    fhall   compafs   what   you 

aim, 
My  mother  dipt  their  points  in  Stygian  flame; 
Where'er  my  father's  darts  their  way  have  found, 
Mine  follow  deep  and  poifon  all  the  wound, 
liy  thcfe  we  foon  with  triumph  Ihall  h;  hold 
J'allas  dcceiv'd,  and  Jun;)'sfelf  controul'd. 

They  all  approve  ;  and  to  the  rural  fane, 
Around  their  fov'n  ign,  moves  the  joyful  train  ; 
The  goddefs  plac'd,  in  order  each  fucceeds, 
With  fong  and  dance  the  genial  feall  proceeds; 
While  to  the  fpiightly  harp  the  voice  explains 
'Fhe  loves  of  all  the  gods  in  wanton  flraii;s  : 
Bur  when  arriv'd  the  filent  lipur,  which  brings 
'Fhe  fliades  of  ev'ningon  its  dewy  wings, 
Zelotype,  impatient  to  purfuc 
Her  journey,  h.ill'ning  to  her  cave,  withdrew  ; 
Firfl  to  her  feet  tiie  winged  Ihocs  Ihe  binds, 
Whirh  tread  the  air,  and  nioimt  the  rapid  winds  ; 
Aloft  ihey  bear  her  through  th'  ethereal  plain, 
Aliove  the  folid  earth  and  liquid  main  : 
Her  arrows  n^xt  (lie  takes  ot  pointed  ftccl, 
For  light  too  fmall,  but  terrib.e  to  feel ; 
Rous'd  by  their  fmart,  the  favage  lion  roars, 
And  mad  to  combat  rulfi  the  tuiky  boars, 


Of    wounds    fecurc ;    for    where    their    venom 

lights, 
What  feels  their  power  all  other  torment  flights. 
A  figur'd  zone,  myftcrioufly  dcfign  d. 
.\round  her  waifl  her  yel'ow  robe  coiifin'd: 
There  dark  fufpicion  lurkM,  of  fable  hue; 
There  hally  rage  hi?  deadly  dagger  drew  ; 
Hale  envy  inly  pin'd  ;  and  by  her  fide 
Stood  phrcnzy,  raging  with  his  chains unty'd; 
AfTronted  pride  with  thirfi  of  vengeance  burn'd. 
And  lovc'h  exctfs  to  dcepeft  hatred  turn'd. 
All  thefe  the  artill's  curious  hand  exprefs'd, 
'I'he  work  ilivine  hismatcblefs  Ikill  tonfef»'d. 
'Ihe  virgin  lift,  around  her  flioulders  flung 
'Fhe  bow  ;  and  by  her  fide  the  quiver  hung  : 
'I'hen,  fpringing  up,  her  airy  courfc  fiie  bends 
I  or  rhebes ;  and  lightly  o'er  the  tents  dcfcendn. 
ihe  fon  of  'Fydeus,  'midfl  his  bands,  file  found 
In  arms  complete,  rcpofing  on  the  ground; 
And,  as  he  flept,  the  hero  thus  addrcfs'd, 
Her  form  to  fancy's  waking  eye  exprels'd. 

Thrice  happy  youth  !  whofe  glory  'tis  to  fliirc 
'I'he  I'aphian  goddefs's  peculiar  care; 
L!ut  happy  only,  as  you  now  improve 
Tiie  warning  fent,  an  earneft  of  her  love. 
1  ler  nieficnger  I  am  :  if  in  your  heart 
The  fair  Hefperian  virgin  claims  a  part; 
If,  with  regret,  you'd  lee  her  matdilefs  charms 
Deftin'd  to  hlefs  a  happier  rival's  arms ; 
Your  coafts  defencelefs,  ai-.d  unguarded  tow'rs 
Confum'd  and  ravag'd  by  the  Latian  pow'r.-; 
Withdraw  your  warriors  from  the  Argive  hoft, 
,\nd  lave  whate'er  you  value,  ere  'tisTofl. 
lor  F.chetui,  who  rules  with  tyrant  force, 
Where  .A.ufidus  dire>51s  his  downward  cour/e; 
And  hij;h  CJarganus,  on  th'  Apulian  ftrand, 
A 'arks  to  the  mariner  the  diUant  land, 
Prepare;,  by  fwilt  invafion,to  remove 
Your  virgin  bride,  and  difappoint  your  love. 
Before,  excited  by  her  matchlefs  charms. 
He  claim'd  her  from  her  fire  by  hoflile  arms; 
Pelignium  ra/.'d,  the  hero's  royal  feat. 
When  in  your  land  he  fought  a  fafc  retreat. 
CafT.indra  follow'd  with  rcluiflant  mind, 
I'o  love  the  tyrant  fecretly  inclin'd ; 
Iliough    fierce  and   barb'rous   in    extreme,  ho 

feeds. 
With  mangl'd  limbs  of  men,  his  hungry  Accds. 
And  now  at  anchor  on  the  l.atian  tide. 
With  all  their  train  on  hoard,  his  galleys  ride: 
Frepar'd,  when  favonr'd  by  the  weftern  breeze. 
With  courfe  dire>5l  to  crofs  the  narrow  feas. 
riiis  to  your  ear  the  Faphian  goddefs  fends; 
The  reft  upon  ycur  timely  care  depends. 

She  laid  ;  and,  turning,  fix'd  upon  the  bow 
A  V.  nom'd  Ihaft,  the  caufe  of  future  woe  : 
Then,  with  reverted  aim   the  fubtilc  dart 
Difmils'd,  and  fix'd  it  in  the  hero's  heart. 
Ama:;'d  he  wak'd;  and,  on  his  arm  reclin'd. 
With  fighs  tluis  i'poke  the  anguifti  of  his  mind  ; 

What  dire  difafters  all  my  ways  bcfet ! 
How  clofe  argund  n;e  pitth'd  the  fatal  net! 
Here  if  I  ftay,  nor  quit  the  Argive  hoft, 
TF.tolia'b  ravag'd,  and  CalTandra's  loft  : 
For  Aire  the  pow'rs  immortal  ne'er  in  vain 
To  mortals  thus  the  fecret  fate-  explain. 
If  1  retire,  the  princes  muft  upbraid 
My  plijjhted  faith  iiifrir.g'd,  the  hoft  bctxajr'd  j 
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Anfl,  ta  fuccee#tng  times,  the  voice  of  fame. 
With  cowardice  and  floth,  will  blot  my  name. 
Between  thefe  fad  alternatives  I  find 
No  diftant  hopes  to  footh  my  anxious  mind  ; 
tJnlefs  I  could  perfuade  the  Argive  pow'rs 
To  quit  at  once  thefe  long-contefted  tow'rs: 
Nor  want  1  reafons  fpecious  in  debate 
To  move  the  boldeft  warriors  to  retreat. 
Divided  thus,  the  fliame  would  lighter  fall  ; 
Reproach  is  fcarce  reproach  which  touches  all. 

Thus  pond'ring  in  his  mind  the  hero  lay. 
Till  darknefs  fled  before  the  morning  ray  : 
Then  rofe  ;  and,  grafping  in  his  mighty  hand 
The  regal  ftafF,  the  fign  of  high  command, 
Penfive  and  fad  forfook  his  lofty  tent, 
And  fought  the  fon  of  Dares  as  he  went ; 
Talthybius  he  fought,  nor  fought  in  vain ; 
He  found  the  hero  'midft  his  native  train  ; 
And  charg'd  him  to  convene,  from  tent  to  tent, 
The  kings  to  Eteon's  lofty  monument. 

Obedient  to  the  charge,  he  took  his  way, 
Where  Theleus  'midfl  the  bold  Athenians  lay, 
The  king  of  men  ;  in  whofe  fuperior  hand, 
Confenting  princes  plac'd  the  chief  command. 
Adraftus  next  he  call'd,  whofe  hoary  hairs 
By  age  were  whiten'd  and  a  length  of  tares ; 
Who  firlt  to  Thebes  the  Argive  warriors  led  : 
In  vain  for  Polynices'  right  they  bled. 
By  fate  decreed  to  fall ;  he  now  infpires 
The  fons  to  conquer,  and  avenge  their  fires. 
UlyfTes  heard,  who  led  his  martial  train. 
In  twenty  fliips,  acrofs  the  founding  main  : 
The  youth,  in  Ithaca,  Zacynthus,  bred. 
And  Cephalenia  crown'd  with  lofty  fliade. 
The  Spartan  monarch,  with  his  brother,  heard 
The  herald's  call ;  and  at  the  call  appear'd  : 
Yet  young  in  arms,  but  deftin'd  to  command 
All  Greece,  aflembled  on  the  Trojan  ftrand, 
The  Cretan  chief  appear'd  j  and  he  whofe  fvvay 
Meffenia  and  the  Pylian  realms  obey. 
Oileus  next  he  call'd,  whofe  martial  pow'rs 
From  Bella  move  and  Scarphe's  lofty  tovv'rs. 
Elpenortoo,  who  from  the  Chalcian  ftrand 
And  fair  Eretria  led  his  martial  band, 
Appear'd  :  and  all  who  merited  renown 
In  ten  years  war  before  the  Trojan  town. 
Achilles  only,  yet  unfit  to  wield 
The  Pelian  jav'lin,  and  the  pond'rous  fliield, 
In  Phthia  ftaid  ;  to  Chiron's  cp.re  refign'd, 
Whofe  wile  inftrudlions  form'd  his  mighty  mind. 
The  chiefs  were  plac'd.     Superior  to  the  reit 
The  monarch  fat,  and  thus  the  peers  addrefs'd  : 

Princes!  let  Fydeus' valiant  fon  declare 
What  caufe  convenes  the  fenate  of  the  war. 
It  of  himfelf,  or  from  advice  he  knows 
Some  fecret  mifchief  plotted  by  our  foes, 
\Vhich  prudence  may  prevent,  or  force  refifl:. 
We  come  prepar'd  to  counfel  and  affill  : 
The  monarch  thus.     Tydides  thus  reply'd, 
And  drew  a'.'.ention  deep  on  ev'ry  fiJe. 

Princes  1  I  have  not  now  the  holi:  conven'd, 
For  fecrets  by  inteUigence  obtain'd  ; 
But  openly  my  judgment  to  esprefs 
Of  milchiets  feen,  which  prudence  mud  redrefs ; 
By  war's  devouring  rage,  our  martial  pow'rs 
Crow  thin  and  walte  befoie  thefe  hoftiLe  tow'rs ; 
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While  Thebes,   fecure,  our  vain  attempts  with- 
it  ands, 
By  daily  aid  fuftain'd  from  dlftant  lands. 
Shall  we  proceed  to  urge  this  dire  debate, 
Andprefs,  with  hoftile  arms,  the  Theban  (late? 
Or,  by  experience  taught  the  worft  to  fear, 
Confult  the  public  fafety,  and  forbear  ? 
Had  our  great  (ires,  by  happier  counfels  fway'd. 
As  prudence  taught,  neceffity  obey'd  ; 
Renounc'd  in  time  this  fatal  ftrife,  which  brings 
Alike  to  nations  mifchief,  and  to  kings ; 
Thofe  heroes  had  not,  with  their  martial  train, 
Diltinguilh'd  by  their  fall  a  foreign  plain. 
The  gods  themfelves  in  vengeance  for  our  crimes. 
With  luch  difallers  lalli  the  guilty  time^  ; 
In  judgment  juft,  they  ibw'd  the  feeds  of  ftrife^ 
To  fvveep  tranfgrellors  from  the  feats  of  life. 
Let  him,  who  obftinately  will,  jjroceed, 
\nd  wait  the  vengeance  hov'ring  o'er  his  head ; 
Since  Thebes  grows  (tronger  and  the  Argive  pow'rs 
Decreafe,  as  famine  or  the  fword  devours. 
To-morrow  I  withdraw  my  martial  train; 
■^or  (lay  to  perilh,  like  my  fire,  in  vain. 

Thus  as  the  hero  ("poke,  the  kings  divide, 
And  mingled  murmurs  round  th'  alTembly  glide. 
Heard  like  the  found  which    warn  the   careful 

fwain 
Of  fudden  winds  or  thick  defcending  rain ; 
vVhen  mountain  echoes  catch  the  fuUen  roar 
Oi  billows  burding  on  the  fandy  (hore, 
\nd  hurl  it  round  in  airy  circles  tofs'd, 
rill  in  the  diftant  clouds  the  voice  is  loft. 
The  king  of  men  to  fudden  rage  refign'd 
it  once,  the  empire  of  his  mighty  mind, 
Vith  ftiarp  reproaches  halt'ning  to  reply  ; 
But,  more  fedate,  the  Pylian  monarch  nigh, 
'  n  aift  to  rife,  the  angry  chief  confin'd  :       [clin'd  ;^ 
\nd,   whifp'ring,    thus  addrefs'd  with  head   de- 
It  illliecomes  the  prince,  whofe  fov'reign  hand 
S'.vays  the  dread  fceptre  of  fupreme  command, 
l"o  be  the  firfl  in  difcord  ;  and  obey 
\s  headlong  paffion  blindly  leads  the  way. 
•  or  when  the  kings  in  ra(h  debate  engage, 
'Tis  yours  to  check  and  moderate  their  rage  ; 
Since,  of  the  various  ills  that  can  diftrefs 
Confed'rate  councils  and  prevent  fuccefs, 
Difcord  is  chief;  where'er  the  fury  ("ways, 
The  parts  (he  fevers,  and  the  whole  betrays. 

The  hero  thus.     The  king  of  men  remain'! 
By  found  advice  perfuaded,  and  reftrain'd. 
Crete's  valiant  monarch  rofe  ;  and  to  the  reft. 
Thus  fp  )ke  the  dictates  of  his  gen'rous  breaft  1 

Confed'rate  kings,  when  any  leader  here 
The  war  difi'uades,  and  wants  you  to  forbear, 
I  might  approve  ;  for,  fafe  beyond  the  lea, 
Crcon  and  Thebes  can  never  injure  me. 
And  when  the  barb'rous  tyrant,  unwithftood. 
His  hot  revenge  (hall  quench  in  Grecian  blood ; 
When  Thrace  and  Macedon,  by  his  command. 
Shall  ravage  Argos  and  the  Pylian  ftrand ; 
Secure  and  guarded  by  the  ocean's  ftream, 
Crete's  hundred  towns  fliall  know  it  but  by  fame, 
i'et  would  not  I,  though  many  luch  were  found, 
For  open  war,  advife  a  peace  unfound, 
Let  Macedon  to  Thebes  her  fuccours  fend,  [fcend  . 
And  Thrace,  with  all  her  barb'rous  tribes,  de. 
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By  foreign  aiJ»  the  more  our  fo«s  incrcaff, 

The  greater  glory  waits  in  from  fuccci's. 

You  all  remember,  on  the  Ilthiueun  (tranJ 

Where  ncighb'rinj{  leashrficge  the  ftruii'ncd  land, 

When  Greece  enleagu'd  a  tuil  alFcnibly  held, 

Pv  imblic  jullite  to  the  war  compellM  ; 

That  blood  of  flaughtcr'd  vidiinis  drcnch'd    the 

ground, 
Wiiile  oaths  divine  the  willing  nations  bound, 
Ne'er  to  return,  till  our  victorious  pow'rs, 
Had  levcll'd  with  the  duft  the  Theban  tow'rJ. 
Jove  heard,  and  bid  applauding  thunders  roll. 
Loud  on  the  right  ;   thty  Ihcok  the  rtarry  pole  : 
For  Jove  himl'clf  is  witnefs  of  our  vows. 
And  him,  who  violates,  his  wrath  purfuc?. 
Our  joyful  fliouts  the  earth,  the  ocean  l)card  ; 
We  claim'd  the  omen,  and  the  god  revcr'd ; 
In  confidence  of  full  fuccefs  we  tame. 
To  conquer  Thebes,  and  win  immortal  fame. 
But  if  the  gods  and  fate  our  fears  diltruft. 
To  public  juftice  and  ouriVlves  unjuft  ; 
Dilhonour'd  to  our  native  feats  we  go. 
And  yield  a  lafting  triumph  to  the  foe.  fgliofl 

Should  now,   from   hence  arriv'd,  fonie  warrior's 
Greet  valiant  Tydeus  on  the  Stygian  coali. 
And  tell,  when  danger  of  diftrefs  is  near, 
That  Diomed  purfues  the  reft  to  fear; 
He'd  fhun  the  fynod  of  the  mighty  dead. 
And  hide  his  anguifli  in  the  deepeft  fliade  : 
Nature  in  all  an  equal  courfe  maintains ; 
The  lion's  whclp  fucceeds  to  awe  the  plains; 
Pards  gender  pards;  from  tygcrs  tygers  Ipring  ; 
No  doves  are  hatch'd  beneath  a  vulture's  wing  : 
I  ach  parent's  image  in  his  offspring  lives ; 
But  nought  of  i'ydcus  in  bis  fon  furvivc. 

He  faid  ;  and  by  his  fliarp  reproaches  ftung. 
And  wav'ring  in  fufpenfe  the  hero  hung. 
In  words  now  prone  to  vent  his  kindl'd  ire. 
Or  fix'd  in  fuUen  filence  to  retire. 
As  when  a  current,  from  the  ocean  wide, 
Rolls,  through  the  Cyclades,  its  ans^-ry  tide; 
Now  here,  now  there,  in  circling  eddies  tufs'd, 
The  certain  tenor  of  its  courfe  is  lott, 
Each  wary  pilot  for  his  fafety  fears 
In  mute  fufpenfe,  and  trembles  as  he  fteers : 
.Such  fcem'd  the  tumult  of  the  hero's  breaft, 
J\m\  fuch  amazement  long  reltrain'd  th^  reft. 
J,acrtes'  fon  at  lait  the  fiK-nce  broke, 
And,  rifing,  thus  with  prudent  purpofe  fpoke  : 
Princes  '.  I  counfel  war ;  but  will  not  blame 
The  chief  dilVenting,  whofe  illuftrious  name 
We  all  muft  honour  :  yet,  with  patience,  hear 
What  now  I  offer  to  the  jiublic  tar. 
1  freely  own  the  unnumber'd  ills  that  wait 
On  ftrife  prolong'd,  and  war's  difaftrous  itatc. 
With  war  lean  famine  and  difeafcs  dwell. 
And  difcord  fierce,  elcap'd  the  boundsof  hell. 
Where'er  on  earth  her  courfe  the  fury  bends 
A  crowd  of  mifchiefs  ftill  her  fteps  attends; 
rc:!r  flies  before  her  fwitter  than  the  wind, 
And  defolalioii  marks  her  path  behind. 
Yet  her,  attended  thus,  the  gods  ordain 
Stern  arbitrefs  of  right  to  mortal  men; 
To  awe  injufticc  with  her  lifted  Ipear, 
And  teach  th.-;  tyrants  of  the  earth  to  tear. 
If  Thebes  is  perjur'd,  and  exerts  her  might 
f'i'  ufurpitiun  ia  cvntcmjit  of  ji^ht  j 


(If  oaths  defpis'd.and  all  the  ties  which  bitiif 

The  great  fociety  of  human  kind) 

For  Lteociet  ill  the  war  fhe  ftood. 

And    drenrh'd   lier    ihirfty    field*   with    Grecian 

blood ;  [vain 

The  godi  thcmfolvrs   have   crr'd,   and  pl^c'd   m 
The  Icejj'.cr'd  kings  injufticc  to  redrain  ; 
tli'e  llic  d'fcrvcs  the  laft  extremes  to  feel 
Ot'  wafietul  lire  and  keen  devouring  rtcel. 
Though  |)iudenre  urg'd  and  equity  approv'J, 
Joining  to  lecond  what  Tydides  mov'd, 
\VV  could  not  hope  the  war  for  peace  to  change, 
Thebes  thinks  not  now  of  fafety  but  revenge. 
Lall  night,  dil'guis'd,  I  mingled  wah  the  foe, 
Their  fi-crct  hopes  and  purpofcs  to  know  ; 
.\nd  fuund  that  Crcon,  with  his  martial  train, 
This  day  inten(is  to  brave  us  on  the  plain,  [claim'd^ 
Greece    too,    I    heard,    by  barb'rous    fovertigns 
Some  Athens,  Argos,  fome  My  cine  nam'd; 
Sparta  and  Pylos,  with  the  various  towns 
Which  grace, in  profpe(ft  fair,  th'  Arcadian  downi : 
Others  ^tolia  challeng'd  for  their  lot ; 
Nor  wasev'n  Ithaca  itfelf  forgot, 
from  fuch  vain  hopes  to  boaltmg  they  proceed ; 
Each  promifes  to  win  fome  hero's  head. 
Leojjhron  too,  diftinguifh'd  from  the  reft, 
Sujjerior  pride  and  miolence  exprefs'd  ; 
In  I'orm  a  god  he  'midft  th'  affembly  flood. 
By  all  ador'd  the  idol  of  the  crowd  ; 
And  promi3'd,  if  he  clranc'J  in  fight  to  meet 
Th'  .^tolian  chief,  to  ftretch  him  at  his  feet ; 
Unlefs  forae  god  oppos'd,  or  daOard  fear. 
By   I'udden   flight,  fliould   fnatch   him   from   hi» 

fpcar. 
Can  we  then  hope  by  peace  to  end  our  toils. 
When  foes  fccure  already  fliareour  fpoils  ? 
Peace  to  expedl  from  flight  itfelf  were  vain  ; 
And  flight,  I  know,  your  gen'rous  fouls  difdain. 

He  (aii'l.     The  chiefs  with  indignation  burn'd  ^ 
And  Diomed  fubmitting  thus  return'd  : 
Princes  I  I  need  not  for  inyfelf  piofffs. 
What  all  have  witnefs'd,  all  muft  fure  confefs; 
That  in  the  front  of  battle  ftill  engag'd. 
I  never  fliunn'd  to  mingle  where  it  rag'd. 
Nor  now  does  fear  perfuade  me  to  retire, 
Faljp  Creon  fafe,  and  guilty  Theb-  s  entire  ; 
Bii^var  and  famine  thin  our  martial  povs'rs, 
Whilft  adverfe  fates  protect:  the  Tlwban  tow'rs. 
And  as  the  careful  Ihepherd  turns  his  fleck 
Back  from  the  dangers  of  the  flipp'ry  rock. 
And    from    the    haunts    where    foxes    mark    the 

ground, 
Or  rapid  rivers  flow  with  banks  tinfonnd  ; 
So  kings  fliould  warn  tiie  people  to  forbear 
Attempts,  when  fymptoms  mark  deftruiflion  near* 
But  fince  the  leaders,  with  confeniing  voice. 
For  war  already  fix  the  public  choice  ; 
I  freely  yield,  nor  ever  will  divide. 
When-  all  deliberate,  and  all  decide. 

The  hero  thus,  and  ceas'd.     And  t')us  the  reft, 
From  his  high  feat,  the  king  of  mm  addrcfs'd  : 
Since  war  is  now  decreed,  'tis  next  our  care 
That  all  lliould  fpcedily  for  fight  ]  repare. 
Creon,  this  day,  intends  with  all  his  train 
To  try  our  valour  on  the  equal  plain  ; 
And  will,  with  diligence,  improve  an  hour^ 
Which  finds  us  inattentive  and  fccure. 
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Firft  let  each  leader  with  his  hands  in  hafte 
Snatch,  as  the  time  allows,  a  flioit  repait ; 
Then  arm  for  tight,  and  to  the  field  proceed, 
The  phalanx  following  as  the  chariots  lead. 
Who  arms  the  firft,  and  firll  to  combat  goes. 
Though  weaker,  leems  fuperior  to  his  foes ; 


But  fuch  as  lag  are  more  than  half  o'erthrown, 
Lels  in  the  eyes  of  others  and  their  own. 

The  monarch  thus.  The  princes  all  aflent. 
Straight  from  the  council  through  the  hoft  they 
To  arm  their  bands  with  diligence  and  care ;  [went. 
They  all  obey,  and  all  for  tight  prepare. 


B  O  O  K  II. 


Assembled  on  the  plain,  the  Theban  pow'rs 
In  order'd  ranks  appear  before  the  tow'rs; 
Creon  their  leader,  whofe  fuperior  fway 
The  partial  fons  of  facred  Thebes  obey. 
The  chiefs  obedient  to  his  high  comraand, 
.RuTd  the  whole  war,  and  marlhall'd  every  band. 
His  valiant  fon  the  tirft,  his  country's  boaft, 
Her  noblell  hope,  the  bulwark  of  her  hoft, 
Leophron,  to  the  field  the  warriors  led. 
Whom  Thebes  herfelf  within  her  ramparts  bred: 
Peneleus,  who  from  Medeon  led  his  pow'rs, 
CEchalia  low,  and  Arne's  lofty  tow'rs : 
Leitus  from  Thefpia,  where  the  verdant  fliades 
Of  Helicon  invite  the  tuneful  maids  : 
Porthenus  rich,  whofe  wide  pofledions  lay 
Where  fam'd  ^Efopus  winds  his  wat'ry  way; 
Beneath  Cytheron's  height,  the  lofty  mound 
Which  parts  Boeotian  plains  from  hoftile  ground  : 
Phericles,  who  the  valiant  warriors  led 
In  Mycaleflus,  Harraa,  Aulis,  bred  : 
Andremiin,  leader  of  his  native  band, 
From  lofty  Schoenus  on  th'  Ifmenian  ftrand  : 
And  Anthedon,  where  fwift  Eunpus  pent 
Divides  Euboea  from  the  continent : 
Thefe  rul'd  the  Theban  pow'rs,  beneath  the  care 
Of  Creon,  chief  and  fov'reign  of  the  war. 

The  aids  from  Macedon  the  next  were  plac'd ; 
Their    Ihining    cafques    with    waving    plumage 

grac'd ; 
A  wolf's  gray  hide,  around  their  fhoulders  flung, 
With  martial  grace  above  their  armour  hung  :  i 
From  high  Dodona's  facred  fhades  tlvAjkCamef    , 
Caflander  led  them  to  the  fields  of  fa^. 
The  Thracians  next,  a  formidable  band  ; 
Nations  and  tribes  dillinift,  in  order  I'cand: 
Syzantines  fierce,  whofe  crooked  keels  divide 
The  Pontic  gulf,  and  Hem  the  downward  tide  : 
In  Grecian  arms  the  hardy  warriors  move. 
With  pond'rous  fliields  and  glitt'ring  Ipears  above. 
The  Thynians  next  were  marihail'd  on  the  field  ; 
Each  with  a  faulchion  arm'd,  and  lunar  Ihield, 
Whofe  bending  horns  a  verge  of  filver  bound  ; 
And  figures  fierce  their  brazen  helmets  crown'd  : 
With  thefe  the  Daci  came,  a  martial  race  ; 
Fierce  as  their  clime,   they  rear  the  pond'rous 

mace ; 
In  giant  ftrength  fecure,  they  feorn  the  fpear. 
And  crudi,  with  weighty  blows,  the  ranks  of  war; 
From  liter's  icy  ftreams,  a  barb'rous  crowd. 
In  fliaggy  furs,  a  herd  promifcuous  ftood  ; 
Swift  as  their  favage  game  :  for  wide  they  roam 
Jn  tribes  and  nations,  ignorant  of  home  ; 
Excelling  all  who  boaft  iupenor  (kill 
To  fend  the  winged  arrow  fwift  to  ki^: 


Thefe  Rhoefus  rul'd,  of  various  tribes  compos'd, 
By  various  leaders  on  the  field  difpos'd. 

To  fight  the  Argives  mov'd  in  clofe  array  : 
Bright  flione  their  arms,  and  flafhM  redoubled  day; 
Refolv'd,  and  ftill  as  filent  night,  they  go ; 
Nor  with  inlulting  fliouts  provoke  the  foe. 
Thick  from  their  fteps,  in  dulky  volumes,  rife 
The  parched  fields,  and  darken  all  the  fliies. 
Beneath  the  Ihade,  the  ardent  warriors  clofe  ; 
Their   fliields    and    helmets  ring  with  founding 
blows. 
Firft  Menelaus  ftruck  a  Theban  lord  ; 
His  armed  breaft  the  weighty  lance  explor'd; 
Burft  the  clofe  mail ;  the  Ihining  breaftplate  tore; 
And  from  life's  fountain  drew  a  llream  of  gore. 
Supine  he  fell  amidft  his  native  bands, 
And  wrench'd  the  fixed  dart  with  dying  hands. 
To  fpoil  the  flain  the  fon  of  Atreus  flies ; 
The  Tliebans  interpofe  wivh  holtile  cries  ; 
And  Creon's  valiant  fon  his  buckler  fpread, 
An  orb  of  triple  brafs  to  guard  the  dead  : 
As  Jove's  imperial  bird  her  wings  extends, 
And  from  the  iiiepherds'  rage  her  young  defends; 
So  ftern  Leophron  bore  his  ample  Ihield  ; 
Like  Mars,  he  ftood  the  terror  of  the  field. 
With  dread  unufual  clieck'd,  the  Spartan  band 
Recoil'd  ;  Atrides  only  dar'd  to  ftand. 
He  thus  began.  Prefumptuous  youth  ',  forbear 
To  tempt  the  fury  of  my  flying  fpear. 
That  warrior  there  was  by  my  javelin  flain. 
His  fpoils  to  guard  you  interpofe  in  vain, 
Atrides  thus ;  and  Creoji's  fon  replies  : 
Thy  lance  I  dread  not,  and  thy  threats  defpife. 
This  hand  hath  many  a  chief  of  high  renown. 
And  braver  warriors  oft  in  fight  o'erthrown  : 
Like  theirs,  thy  fall  lliall  dignify  my  fj  ear. 
And  future  hoallers  thence  be  taught  to  fear. 
Thus  as  he  fpoke,  his  weighty  lance  he  threw 
At  Atreus'  fon  ;   which  riling  as  it  flew 
Upon  the  hero's  creft  with  furious  fway, 
Gianc'd  as  it  pafs'd,  and  fhav'd  the  plumes  away. 
Hilling  amidft  the  Spartan  ranks  it  came, 
And  Itruck  a  youth  of  undiftinguifh'd  name  : 
Cold,  through   his  breaft,  the   Iteel  and  polilh'i 

wood 
A  paflage  forc'd,  and  drew  a  ftream  of  blood. 
His  lance  Atrides  next  prepares  to  throw  ; 
Poifes  it  long,  and  meditates  the  blow. 
Then,  from  his  hand  difmifs'd  with  happier  aim, 
Thund'ring  againft  the  Theban  ftiield  it  came  ; 
Where  wreath'd  around  a  mimic  ferpent  twin'd. 
With  plates  of  polifti'd  filver  lightly  join'd. 
rhence  turn'd  with  courfe  oblique  it  drove  along, 
And  fpej^t  its  fury  on  the  vulgar  thron^> 
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l^opliron  ftralght  hh  fl^mifip  faulchion  drevv, 
And  at  his  foe  with  caL'cr  fury  fl'w  : 
As  It  jopinj;  from  above,  an  fa^Ie  fprinjs 
To  inatch  hi<  prey,  and  fhoots  upon  his  uings. 
The  bpartan  warrior  ilrcads  impending  fate  ; 
Atid,  turniiip,  mti'i  ate?  a  qiiiik  retreat 
As  when  a  llieplierd  fwain,  in  dctVrt  fhades, 
The  l)loo<i-niirs'(l  off'siiring  of  the  wolt' invidcj ; 
If,  from  the  opening  i if  fume  tl)icket  near. 
With  rape  inrtam'd,  the  anpry  dam  appear. 
With  darts  at  firit,  and  threat'ninj;  fliouts  he  tries 
To  awe  the  i^uardian,  and  aflcrt  the  prize  : 
But,  uhtn  llie  I'jjriiigs,  the  clofe  encounter  dreads, 
And,  trcmblinsj,  from  the  angry  foe  recedes. 
,  So  Menelaus  fle-d.   His  native  train, 
In  wild  diforder,  fcatters  o'er  the  plain. 

His  valiant  brother  heard  upon  the  right, 
\Miere  in  his  lofty  car  he  rul'd  the  fight  ; 
And  tohis'fqiure  Nicomaclius.   With  Ipeed, 
Turn  to  the  It-it,  aid  urjje  the  flyincj  fteed  : 
Fur,  if  thefe  foinuls  deceive  not,  Sparta  fails; 
And,  with  a  tide  of  conqncft,   I  hcb^*;  prevails. 
CJuifk  as  the  word,  tiie  fi'ver  riins  he  drew. 
And  through  ttie  tij^lit  the  bounding  chariot  flew. 
Like  fome  ivi-ift  vellel,  when  a  proip'rous  gale 
Favours  her  courfe,  and  ftretches  ev'ry  fail ; 
A'>ove  the  ptrting  waves  fl;e  lij;htly  flies. 
And  fmooth  bclui.d  a  track  of  ocean  lies: 
So,  'midft  the  combat,  rufh'd  the  lofty  car, 
Pierc'd  the  thick  tumult,  and  disjoin'd  the  war. 
lint  Ciytodemon's  fon  a  javMin  threw  ; 
^Vith  force  impeil'd,  it  lightcn'd  as  it  flew, 
And  (Iruck  the  right-hand  courfer  to  the  ground, 
Kthon,  for  fwiitnels  in  the  race  renown'd. 
Behind  his  ear  the  deadly  weajion  lliod 
Loob'd  his  high  neck,  and  drew  a.  Itri   m  of  blood. 
Oroaning  he  funk  ;  and  (prcad   his  Lowing  mane, 
A  fhining  circle  on  the  dully  plam. 
Untangled  deep  the  royal  chariot  ftocid, 
With  hoftiie  ("pears  befct,  an  iron  wood. 

From  his  high  feat  the  Spartan  hero  fprung 
Amid  the  foe  ;  his  clanging  armour  rung. 
Before  the  king,  the  armed  bands  retire; 
As  lliejjherd  fwains  avoid  a  lion's  ire. 
When  lierce  from  famine  on  their  darts  he  turns. 
And  rage  indignant  in  his  eyeballs  burns. 
Ainid  the  figlu,  didiiiguiih'd  like  th«  Itar 
Of  ev'ning.fljone  hislilver  arms  afar  ; 
Winch,  o'er  the  hills,  its  fetting  light  difplays; 
And  marks  the  ruddy  well  with  filver  ray?. 
File  and  aniaz'd  his  brother  chief  lie  found, 
An  armed  circle  of  his  friends  arour.d. 
Alas,  my  brother,  have  I  liv'd  to  fee 
Thy  lite  rcdecm'd  with  dcathlefs  infamy! 
(The  hero  ciy'd),  far  better  that  a  ghoit 
You  now  had  wanderM  on  the  Stygian  coafl, 
And  by  a  glorious  fall  preferv'd  your  name 
Safe  and  unblaltt-d  l)y  the  breath  of  fame  ; 
Which  foon  fliall  tell  the  world,  amaz'd  to  hear, 
That  Menelaus  taught  the  holt  to  fear. 

By  confcious  guilt  fuhdu'd.the  youth  appear'dj 
Without  reply,  tha  jurt  reproach  he  heard  : 
Confounded,  to  the  ground  he  turn'd  his  eyes; 
I.vlignant  thu.s  the  great  Atrides  cries  : 
JVlyceneans  I  Spartans  1  taught  to  feek  renown 
From  dangers  greatly  brav'd,  and  battles  won  ; 
Ah  warriors !  will  ye  fly,  when  clofc  behind 
Diihonour  follows  fwifte;  thao  the  wii^i  J 


Return  to  elorjr:  whether  Jove  ordaiiu. 
With  wreaths  of  conqucft,  to  reward  your  pixnfp 
Or  doo  IIS  your  fall  ;   he  merits  equal  praifc. 
With  him  who  conquers,  he  who  biavdvdies. 
The  hero  thus;  and,  like  fwift  light'ning  driv'n 
Through  fcatter'd  clouds  along  the  vault  of  heav'ii 
By  Jove's  dri-ad  arm,  his  martial  voice  infpir'd 
The  fainting  holt,  and  ev'ry  b>ofom  fir'd. 
Again  upon  the  conqu'ring  foe  they  lurn'd : 
The  war  again  in  all  its  fury  burn'd. 
As  when  the  deep,  which  ebbing  from  the  land 
Along  the  coall  diiplays  a  wafte  of  fand. 
Returns  ;   and,  blown  by  angry  teinpcfts,  roars 
A.  Itoriny  deluge  'gainft  the  rocky  Ihorcs : 
So,  rulhing  to  the  fight,  the  warriors  came  ; 
Ardent  to  conquer,  and  retrieve  their  fame. 

Before  hi^  holt  the  Ion  of  Creon  Hood, 
With  labour'd  dull  obfcuie,  and  hoflile  blood  ; 
He  thus  e«cla;in'd  :    And  ihall  th.sdaltar.l  train 
(  VVarriors  of  rhcbcs)  I  du'pute  the  fieid  again  ? 
riieir  better  chiei,  I  know  him,  lea  is  the  band  ; 
But  fate  (hall  foon  fub.lue  iiim  by  my  hand. 
He  faid  ;  and  at  the  kint;  hisjav'iin  threw; 
vVhich,  aini'd  am.fs,  with  erring  fury  flew. 
Acrofs  the  armed  ranks  it  fwiftiv  drove. 
The  warriors  ttooping  as  it  ru.':.'d  abjve. 
The  Sp.irtan  hero  aim'J  his  wcigij:y  fiear ; 
.Andtlius  to  Jove  addrtfs'd  an  ardent  prayer: 
Hear  me,  great  fire  of  gods  1  whofe  boundlefs  fway 
The  fat's  of  men  and  mortal  things  obev  ; 
Whofe  Ibv'reign  hand,  with  unr^-Ti.ted  might, 
Deprelfes  or  exalts  the  fcalcs  of  fight : 
N'jw  grant  fuccefs  to  my  avenging  hand. 
And  (iictch  this  dire  dcitroyer  on  the  fand. 
Jove,  grant  me  now  to  reach  his  hate.l  life. 
And  fave  my  warriors  in  this  doubtful  (trife. 
The  liero  thus ;   and  fent  his  weighty  f|)ear. 
With  fpeed  it  ilew,  and  picrc'd  the  yielding  air; 
Swift  as  a  faulcoii  to  her  ijuarry  fprings, 
\\'hen  down  the  wind  flic  ftretches  on  her  wingf. 
Leopiiron,  Hooping,  niunn'd  the  deadly  flroke, 
Which  on  the  lliield  ot  Ilegifander  broke. 
Vain  now  his  lute  ;  in  vain  his  melting  ftrains. 
Soft  as  .Apollo's  on  the  Lycian  plains: 
His  foul  exclud(>d,  fecks  the  dark  abodes 
By  Siy.x  ernbrac'd,  the  terror  of  the  gods; 
Where  furly  Cliaron,  witit  his  lifted  oar. 
Drives  the  light  gliofts,  and  rules  the  dreary  fhore. 

With  grief  Leophron  faw  the  warrior  (lain. 
He  ftiatch'd  a  pond'roiis  mace  fiom  off  the  plain. 
Cut  in  the  I'hracian  woods,  with  fnags  around 
Of  pointed  fleel,  with  iion  circles  bound. 
Heav'd  with  gigantic  force  the  ciub  to  throw. 
He  fwung  it  ihrice.  and  hurl'd  it  at  iii<  toe. 
'J'hiiiid'ring  uijon  hisarmcil  head  it  fell; 
The  brazen  helmet  rang  with  Itunning  knelL 
As  when  a  rock  by  forceful  engines  thrown, 
Wiierc  hoftiie  arinsinvcll  a  frontier  town, 
Threat'ning  delt ruction,  rolls  along  the  (kies; 
And  war  itielf  ftarids  woid'ring  as  it  flies: 
Falls  on  fome  turret's  top,  the  ftru<flure  bends 
Beneatii  the  tempclt.  and  at  once  delccnJs 
With  hideous  craih  :  thus,  ftooping  to  the  grounl^ 
Atridrs  funk  ;   his  lilvcr  arms  refound. 
But  Pallas,  mi.uiig  in  the  dire  debate, 
A  life  to  refcue  ytl  not  due  to  fate, 
H.id  o'er  his  head  her  cloudy  buckler  held; 
AnJ  h.ilf  the  fury  of  the  blew  rcpcU'd. 
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the  fon  of  Creon  rufli'd  to  feize  his  prize. 

The  hero's  ipoils  ;  and  thus  exulting  cries  : 

Warriors  of  Thebes  !  your  labours  Ibdn  fliall  ceafe, 

And  final  vicftory  reitore  your  peace  ; 

For  ^reat  Atrides,  by  my  valour  flain, 

A  litelels  corfe,  lies  ftretch'd  ujion  the  plain. 

Only  be  men  ;  and  make  the  Argive  bands 

Dread  in  iucceeding  times  your  mighry  hands ; 

That  foes  no  more,  when  mad  ambition  calls. 

With  dire  alarms  may  fliake  your  peaceful  walls. 

Exulting  thus,  the  hero  rulh'd  along  ; 

And  kindled,  with  his  Ihouts,  the  vulgar  throng. 

Relblv'd  and  firm  the  Spartan  warriors  ftand 

Around  their  king,  a  formidable  band. 

Their  fpears,  protended  thick,  the  foe  reftrain'd ; 

Their  bucklers  join'd,  the  weighty  war  fultain'd. 

But  as  a  mountain  wulf,  from  famine  bold, 

On  prey  intent,  lurveys  the  midnight  fold ; 

Where,  in  the  flielter  of  fome  arching  rock. 

At  ev'n  the  careful  fliepherd  pens  his  flock : 

On  fpoil  and  ravage  bent,  he  ftalks  around. 

And  meditates  to  Ipring  the  lofty  mound  : 

Impatient  thus  the  Theban  chief  furvey'd 

The  clofe-compaCled  ranks  on  ev'ry  fule  ; 

To  find  where  leaft  the  ferred  orb  could  bear 

The  Itrong  impreflion  of  a  pointed  war. 

Him  Menelaui  favv,  with  anguilli  flung ; 

And,  from  amidft  his  armed  warriors,  fprurig 

With  wrath  inllam'd  ;  as  ftarting  from  a  brake, 

Againft  fome  trav'ller,  darts  a  creftcd  fnake. 

His  rage  in  vain  the  Theban  ranks  withftand ; 

The  braveft  warriors  fink  beneath  his  hand. 

Cly lander,  Iphitus,  Palemon,  fam'd 

For  chariots  ruld  and  fiery  courfers  tam'd; 

And  Iphialtes,  like  the  god  of  light, 

Whofe  pointed  arrows  thinn'd  the  lines  of  fight : 

Thefe  the  firit  tranfports  of  his  fury  feel. 

Againft  Leophron  now  he  lifts  his  fteel, 

And  fpeeds  to  vengeance  ;  but,  in  full  career, 

He  ftood  arrefled  t)y  a  vulgar  fpear. 

Fix'd  in  his  thigh  the  barbed  weapon  hung, 

Relax'd  tine  mufcles,  and  the  nerves  unftrung. 

The  Spartan  warriors  to  his  faccour  flew  ; 

Againit  the  darts  their  ample  Ihields  they  threw, 
■  Which  ftorm'd  around  ;  and,  from  the  rage  of  war, 

Convey'd  the  wounded  hero  to  his  car. 

With  fierce  impatience  Creon's  fon  beheld 

The  Spartan  warriors  Hill  difpute  the  field. 

Before  their  leader  fall'n,  the  hero  flood  ; 

Their  fpears  eredled,  like  the  facred  wood 

Which  round  fome  altar  riles  on  the  plain. 

The  myftic  rites  to  hide  from  eyes  profane. 

Thither  his  native  bands  the  hero  turn'd  ; 

Drawn  to  a  wedge,  again  the  combat  burn'd. 

Through  all  the  air  a  florin  of  jav'iins  lung  ; 

With  founding  blows  each  hoi  low  buckler  rung. 

Firft  Enopxus  felt  a  deadly  wound, 

Who  in  Amycle  till'd  the  fruitful  ground  ; 

To  great  Andremon's  fpear  he  yields  his  breath, 

And  ftarts  and  quivers  in  the  grafp  of  death. 

Next  Hegefippus  prefs'd  th'infanguin'd  plain; 

Leophron's  jav'iin  mix'd  him  with  the  flain. 

On  Malea's  cliffs  he  fed  his  fleecy  ftore, 

Along  the  wii  dings  of  the  craggy  fliore. 

He  vow'd  to  Phoebus,  for  a  fafe  return. 

An  hundred  vidlims  on  his  hearth  to  burn. 

Jn  vain  I   the  god,  in  juftice,  had  decreed, 

|iis  gifts  cpnteian'd,  tlje  offerer  to  bleed : 


For  violence  augmented  ftill  his  ftore  5 
And,  unreliev'd,  the  Itranger  left  his  door. 
Prone  on  the  bloody  ground  the  warrior  fell; 
His  foul  indignant  fought  the  fliades  of  hell. 

Nest  Areas,  Cleon,  valiant  Chromius,  dy'd; 
With  Dares,  to  the  Spartan  chiefs  ally'd. 
And  Phoemius,  whom  the  gods  in  early  youth 
Had  form'd  for  virtue  and  the  love  of  truth  } 
His  gen'rous  foul  to  noble  deeds  they  turn'd. 
And  love  to  mankind  in  his  bofom  burn'd : 
Cold  through  his  throat  the  hilling  weapon  glides. 
And  on  his  neck  the  waving  locks  divides. 
His  fate  the  graces  mourn'd.    The  gods  above. 
Who  fit  around  the  ftarry  throne  of  Jove, 
On  high  Olympus  bending  from  the  fkies. 
His  fate  beheld  with  forrow-ftreaming  eyes. 
Pallas  alone,  iinalter'd  and  ferene. 
With  fecret  triumph  faw  the  mournful  fcene : 
Not  hard  of  heart ;  for  none  of  all  the  pow'r.% 
In  earth  or  ocean,  or  th'  Olympian  tow'rs, 
Holds  equal  fympathy  with  human  grief. 
Or  with  a  freer  hand  beftows  relief ; 
But  confcious  that  a  mind  by  virtue  fteel'd. 
To  no  impreflion  of  diftrefs  will  yield  ; 
That,  ftill  unconquer'd,  in  its  awful  hour 
O'er  death  it  triumphs  with  immortal  pow'r. 

Now  Thebes  prevailing,  Sparta's  hoft  retreats; 
As  falls  fome  rampart  where  the  ocean  beats : 
Unable  to  refifl:  its  llormy  way, 
Mounds  heap'd  on  mounds,  and  bars  of  rock  give 

way; 
With  inundation  wide  the  deluge  reigns, 
Drowns  the   deep  valleys,    and   o'erlpreads   the 

plains. 
Thus  o'er  the  field,  by  great  Leophron  led, 
T'hf  ir  foes  repuls'd,  the  Theban  fquadrons  fprea^. 
The  hero,  ftooping  where  Atrides  lay. 
Rent  from  his  head  the  golden  cafque  away  ; 
His  mail  unlock'd  ;  and  loos'd  the  golden  chains. 
The  zone  which  by  his  fide  the  fword  fuftains. 
The  monarch  now  amid  the  vulgar  dead, 
For  wheels  to  crufli  and  armed  hoo;s  to  tread, 
Defencelefs  lay.     But  ftern  Leophron's  hate 
Retriev'd  him,  thus  expos'd,  from  certain  fate. 
In  femblance  dead,  he  purpos'd  to  convey 
The  body  naked  to  fome  public  way  ; 
Where  dogs  obfcene,  and  all  the  rav'nous  race, 
With  wounds  unfightly,  might  his  limbs  difgrace. 
Straight  he  commands;  and  to  a  neighb'ring  grove. 
His  warriors,  charg'd,  the  Spartan  chief  remove. 
On  their  broad  fhields  they  bore  him  from  the  plain. 
To  fenfe  a  corfe,  and  number'd  with  the  flain. 
His  fixed  eyes  in  hov'ring  fliades  were  drown'd  j 
His  mighty  limbs  in  death-like  fetters  bound. 
The  fliouts  tumultuous,  and  the  din  of  war. 
His  ear  receiv'd  like  murmurs  from  afar  ; 
Or  as  feme  peafant  hears,  fecurely  laid 
Beneath  a  vaulted  cliff  or  woodland-fhade. 
When  o'er  his  head  unnumber'd  infedls  fing 
In  airy  rounds,  the  children  of  the  fpring. 
Adraftus'  valiant  fon,  with  grief,  beheld 
The  Spartans  to  inglorious  flight  compell'd; 
Their  valiant  chief  refign'd  to  hoftile  hands. 
He  thus  aloud  addrefs'd  the  fcatt'ring  bands i 
What  (hame,  ye  warriors  1   if  ye  thus  expofe 
Your  leader  to  the  injuries  of  foes! 
Though  all  fhould  quit  him,  honour  bids  you  bring 
His  relics  back,  or  ^erilh  with  your  king. 
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Leophron  fiue  injurioufly  ordaim, 

With  infuiti,  to  deface  hi<  dear  remains ; 

Sf)urii'd  by  the  lect  of  men,  exposM  and  bore, 

For  dogs  obl'cene,  and  rav'nous  birds  to  lliarc. 

Kxclaiming  thus,  tlirou;5h  all  the  field  he  flew  j 

And  call'd  the  l»oll  ihc  conilidl  to  renew. 

They  flop,  ihcv  charge;  again  the  combat  burns: 

They  bleed,  they  conquer,  and  retreat  by  turns. 

He^ialus  excites  the  dire  debate  ; 

And,  by  example,  leads  the  work  «f  fdti.' : 

Por  now  he  lees  Atrides  borne  afar, 

iiy  holUle  liand»,  beyond  the.  lines  of  war. 

With  indignation  tierce  his  bofom  glows; 

He  rulhes  fcarlcfs 'midlt  a  hoft  of  foes  ; 

And  now  had  merited  a  deathlefs  name. 

And  with  a  deed  immortal  crownM  his  fame, 

Atrides  liv'd  ;  but  fate's  fui)reme  command 

That  honour  deftin'd  for  a  mightier  iiand. 

Leophron  vex'd,  that  twice  conftr;iin'd  to  yield, 
The  Spartan  warriors  re-aflum'd  tlie  6cld, 
His  pow'rs  addrefs'd  :  For  ever  loll  our  fame, 
Didionour  foul  will  blot  the  Theban  nnme; 
If  daftard  foes,  twice  routed  and  purfu'd, 
Shall  brave  the  viiftor:-.,  ftill  with  ra^je  renew'd. 
Your  glory  gain'd  with  vigour  now  maintain; 
Nor  let  us  conquer  thus  and  bleed  in  vain. 
He  laid,  and  'gainft  the  Argive  hero  turn'd  ; 
With  martial  wrath  his  ardent  bofom  burn'd  ; 
Who,  fearlefs  and  undaunted,  dar'd  to  wait ; 
Nor  by  ignoble  tlight  declin'd  his  fate. 
For  at  the  Theban  chief  his  lance  he  threw, 
Which,  aim'd  amifs,  with  erring  fury  flew  : 
Beyond  the  hoftile  ranks  the  weapon  drove  ; 
The  warriors  ftooping  as  it  rulli'd  above. 
Not  lb  the  Theban  fpear;   with  happier  aim. 
Full  to  the  centre  of  the  fliield,  it  came; 
And,  rifing  fwiftly  from  the  polilh'd  round. 
His  throat  transfix'd,  and  bent  him  to  the  groimd. 
To  I'poil  the  flain  the  ardent  vit^or  flew : 
The  Spartan  bands  the  bloody  Ihock  renew  ; 
Fierce  to  the  ch3r;{e  with  tenfold  rage  rf  turn. 
And  all  at  once  with  thirft  of  vengeance  l)ur!i. 
O'er  all  the  field  the  raging  tumult  grows; 
And  ev'ry  helmet  rings  with  founding  blows ; 
But  moft  around  t)ie  Argive  hero  dead  ; 
There  toil  the  mighti«ft,  there  the  braveft  bleed. 
As  when  outrageous  winds  the  occho  I'wecp, 
And  from  the  bottom  (Hr  the  hoary  deep  ; 
O'er  all  the  wat'ry  plain  the  tenipell  raves, 
Mixing  in  conflict  loud  the  ani^ry  waves  : 
But  where  feme  pointed  clifl  the  fiuface  hides, 
Whofe  top  unfeen  provokes  the  angry  tides, 
With  tenfold  fury  there  the  billows  fly, 
And  mount  in  fmoke  and  thunder  to  the  Iky. 

Adraltus,  by  unacflive  age  reflrain'd. 
Behind  the  army  on  a  mount  reniain'd; 
Under  an  oak  tlif  hoary  warrior  fat. 
And  look'd  and  liilcn'd  to  the  dire  del)ate. 
Now,  tam'd  by  age,  his  courfers  iVood  unbound  ; 
His  ufekfs  arms  lay  Icatter'd  on  the  ground; 


Two  aged  heralds  there  the  c'nief  obey'd  ; 

The  'fqaiic  attending  by  his  maftrr  Itay'd. 

And   thus  the  king  :    What  founds    invade   mine 
ear  ? 

My  friends .'  what  fad  difafter  mud  we  hear? 

Some  hero's  fall ;  for  with  the  Ihouts,  I  know 

Loud  lanicntation  mixt,  and  founds  of  woe. 

So  Were  we  told,  when  mighty  Tydeus  fell. 

And  Folynices  trod  the  path  to  hell ; 

So  rag'd  the  combat  o'er  the  hero  flain, 

And  liuh  the  dm  and  tumult  of  the  plain. 

He  faid  ;  and  lilt'ning  (what  he  greatly  fcar'd)  | 

Hepialus's  name  at  Icalt  he  heard 

Mix'd  with  the  noife;  and,  fick'ning  at  the  found 

By  grief  fubdu'd,  fell  profliate  on  the  ground. 

But  rage  fucceeding,  and  defpair,  he  rofe 

Eager  to  rufli  amid  the  thickelt  (oei. 

His  fpear  he  grafp'd,  imiiatient  for  the  fight; 

And  pond'rous  fliield,  unequal  to  the  weight. 

Him  frantic  thus,  his  wife  attendants  held  ; 

And  to  retire  with  prudent  care  compcli'd, 

Impatient  of  his  Itate,  by  quick  returns. 

With  grief  he  melts,  with  indignation  burns. 

•And  thus  at  laft  :  Stern  ruler  of  the  iky  ! 

Whole  iport  is  man,  and  human  mifcry; 

What  deed  of  mine  has  ftirr'd  thy  boundlefs  rage, 

And  call'd  for  vengeance  on  my  helplefs  age  i 

Have  I,  by  lacrilege,  y«ur  treafures  drain'd; 

Your  altars  flighted,  or  your  rites  jirofan'd  ? 

Did  I  forget  my  holy  vows  to  pay  ? 

Or  bid  you  witncf^,  and  my  faith  betray? 

Has  lawlefs  rapine  e'er  increas'd  my  fl.ore. 

Or,  unreliev'd,  the  III  anger  left  my  door  ? 

If  not ;  in  juftice,  can  your  ilern  decree 

With  wrath  piirfue  my  guiltlefs  race  and  me? 

Here  valiant  Tydeus,  Polynices  fell ; 

In  one  fad  hour  they  trod  the  path  to  hell : 

For  them  my  daugiiter>  mourn,  their  forrows  flow 
Still  frelh,  and  all  their  days  are  fpent  in  woe. 
Hegialus  remain'd  my  hopes  to  raife  ; 
The  only  comfort  of  iny  joylelj  days : 
In  whom  I  law  my  vigorous  youth  return. 
And  all  our  native  virtues  brighter  burn. 
He's  now  no  more ;  and  to  the  nether  Ikies, 
Banifli'd  by  fate,  a  bloodlefs  fpe<5lre  flies. 
For  what,  ye  gods  1  has  unrelenting  fate 
Curs'd  my  misfortunes  with  fo  long  a  date  * 
That  thus  I  live  to  fee  our  ancient  race 
At  once  cxiinguifli'd,  and  for  ever  ceafe  ! 
Gods  I  grant  me  now,  the  only  boon  I  crave, 
For  all  my  forrows  jjaft,  a  peaceful  grave  : 
Now  let  me  perifli,  that  my  fleeting  ghoft 
May  reach  my  fon  in  Pluto'^fliady  coaft; 
Where,  join'd  for  ever,  kindred  fouls  enjoy 
An  union  fix'd,  which  nothing  can  deflroy. 
He  faid;   and  linking  proftrate  on  the  ground. 
His    furrow  d    cheeks    with    floods    of   forro;V 

drown'd  ; 
And,  furious  in  the  rage  of  grief,  o'erfprcaA 
With  dull  the  revcicod  honours  of  hi*  head. 
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1  HE  Spartan  bands,  witii  thirft;  of  vengeance  fir'd, 
The  fight  maintain'ci;  nor  froin  their  toils  refpir'd. 
Before  the  hero  fall'n  the  warriors  (land, 
Firm  as  the  chains  of  rock  which  guard  the  flrand ; 
Whofc  rooted  llrength  the  angry  ocean  braves, 
And  bounds  the  fury  of  his  burfting  waves. 
So  Sparta  flood ;  their  ferred  bucklers  bar 
The  Theban  phalanx,  and  exclude  the  war. 
While  from  the  field,  upon  their  {boulders  laid, 
His  warriors  fad  the  Argive  prince  convey'd  ; 
Leophron  faw,  with  indignation  fir'd. 
And  with  his  fliouts  the  ling'ring  war  infpir'd. 
Again  the  rigour  of  the  fliock  returns  ; 
The  flaughter  rages,  and  the  combat  burns; 
Till,  pufli'd  and  yielding  to  fuperior  fway. 
In  flow  retreat  the  Spartan  ranks  give  way. 
As,  in  fonie  channel  pent,  entangled  wood 
Reluiflant  ftirs  before  the  angry  flood ; 
Whicii,  on  its  loaded  current,  flowly  heaves 
The  fpoils  of  forefls  mix'd  with  harveft  (heaves. 

Pallas  obferv'd,and  from  th'  Olympian  height 
Precipitated  fwift  her  downward  flight. 
Like  Cleon's  valiant  fon,  the  goddefs  came ; 
The  fame  her  ilature,  and  her  arms  the  fame. 
Defcending  from  his  chariot  to  the  ground, 
Tlie  fon  of  Tydeus,  'midft  his  bands,  (he  found ; 
His  fteeds  unrul'd :  for,  ftretch'd  before  the  wheel. 
Lay  the  bold  driver  pierc'd  with  i'heban  fleel. 
On  the  high  car  her  mighty  hand  (he  laid, 
And  thus  addrefs'd  the  valiant  Diomed  : 
The  Spartan  warriors,  prince !  renounce  the  fight, 
O'ermatch'd  by  numbers  and  fuperioi  might : 
While  adverfe  fate  their  valiant  chief  reftrains, 
Who  dead  or  wounded  with  the  foe  remains ; 
Hegialus  lies  lifelefs  on  the  earth. 
Brother  to  hei  from  whom  you  claim  your  birth: 
The  great  Atrides,  as  he  prefs'd  to  fave, 
Leophron's  jav'lin  mark'd  for  him  the  grave. 
To  vengeance  halle ;  and,  ere  it  is  too  late. 
With  fpeedy  fuccour  (lop  impending  fate  : 
For  flern  Leophron,  like  the  rage  of  flame, 
With  ruin  threatens  all  the  Spartan  name. 
The  goddefs  thus  :  Tydides  thus  replies  : 
How  partial  are  the  counfcls  of  the  Ikies  ! 
For  vulgar  merit  oft  the  gods  with  care 
Honour,  and  peace,  and  happinels  prepare  ; 
While  worth,  dillinguifh'd  by  their  partial  hate, 
Submits  to  all  the  injuries  of  fate. 
Adraftus  thus  with  juflicc  may  complain 
His  daughters  w^idow'd,  fons  in  battle  flain. 
In  the  devoted  line  myielf  I  (land. 
And  here  muft  perilh  by  fome  hoftile  hand: 
Yet  not  for  this  I  (bun  the  works  of  war. 
Nor  flvulk  inglorious  when  1  ought  to  dare. 
And  now  I'll  meet  yon  terror  of  the  plain, 
To  crown  his  conquefls,  or  avenge  the  flain. 
But  wilh  fome  vabant  youth  to  rule  my  car, 
And  pufli  the  horfes  through  the  (hock  of  war, 
W  r    p.  efent ;  for,  extended  in  his  gore, 
The  jrava  Speufippus  knows  his  charge  no  more. 
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Thus  as  the  hero  fpoke,  Caffandra  heard, 
And  prefent,  to  affume  the  charge, appear'd, 
By  love  infpir'd,  fhe  fought  the  fields  of  war; 
Her  hero's  fafety  was  her  only  care. 
A  polifh'd  cafque  her  lovely  temples  bound. 
With  flov/ers  of  gold  and  various  plumage  crown'd; 
Confus'dly  gay  the  peacock's  changeful  train. 
With  gaudy  colours  mix'd  of  ev'ry  grain  : 
The  virgin  white,  the  yellow's  golden  hue, 
The  regal  purple,  and  the  fhiningblue, 
With  female  (kill  compos'd.    The  fhield  (he  bore 
With  flow'rs  of  gold  was  mark'd  and  fpangled- 

o'er : 
Ijight  and  of  flend'refl  make,  (be  held  a  launce ; 
Like  fome  mock  warrior  armed  for  the  dance. 
When  fpring's  return  and  mufic's  cheerful  fl;rain 
The  youth  invite  to  frolic  on  the  plain. 

Illuilrious  chief,  the  armed  virgin  faid, 
To  rule  your  fleeds  on  me  the  talk  be  laid ; 
Skill'd  to  d'rt(5l  their  courfe  w'ith  fteady  rein, 
To  wake  their  fiery  mettle,  or  reflrain  ; 
To  flop  to  turn,  the  various  arts  I  know ; 
To  pulb  them  on  dire6l,  or  fhun  the  foe. 
With  ready  hand  your  voice  i  (hall  obey, 
And  urge  their  fury  where  you  point  the  way. 
The  virgin  thus  ;  and  thus  I'ydides  faid  : 
Your  zeal  I  honour,  but  rejcil:  your  aid. 
Fierce  are  my  fteeds ;  their  fury  to  reflrain 
The  llrongeft  hand  requires,  and  fliff^ft  rein  > 
For  oft.  their  mettle  rous'd,  they  rufli  along; 
Nor  feel  the  biting  curb,  or  founding  thong. 
Oft  have  I  feen  you  brave  the  toi|s  of  fight. 
With  dauntlefs  courage,  but  unequal  might. 
Small  is  your  force;  and,  from  your  arm  unflrung', 
The  harmlefs  laance  is  irapo  ently  flung. 
Yet  not  for  this  you  (bun  the  martial  ilrife, 
Patient  of  wounds,  and  prodigal  of  life. 
Where'er  I  combat,  faithful  to  my  fide. 
No  danger  awes  you,  and  no  t'oils  divide. 
Yet  grudge  not  that  your  fervice  I  decline  ; 
Homocleon's  better  hand  (ball  guide  tlie  rein: 
His  manly  voice  my  horfes  will  obey. 
And  move  fubmiflive  to  his  firmer  (way. 

Th'  j^tolian  warrior  thus;  and,  with  a  bound, 
Rofe  to  his  lofty  chariot  from  the  ground. 
The  goddefs  to  the  driver's  feat  proceeds, 
Affumes  the  reins,  and  winds  the  willing  fteeds. 
On  their  fmooth  fides  the  founding  la(h  (he  plies. 
And  throug'n  the  fight  the  fmoking  chariot  flics. 
Th'  Athenians  foon   they  pafs'd ;    arid  Phocians 

ftrong. 
Who  from  fair  CrilTa  led  their  martial  throng. 
Th'  Arcadians  ne>:t,  from  Alpheus'  filver  flood, 
And  hardy  Eleans,  grim  with  duft  and  blood, 
In  order  rang'd.    As  when  fome  pilot  fpies 
The  rocky  cliffs  in  long  fucceflinn  rife. 
When  near  the  land  his  galley  fcours  the  fhores. 
By  profp'rcus  winds  impell'd  and  fpeeding  oars ; 
So,  haftening  to  the  fight,  the  hero  flew  ; 
Afi<i  now  the  Spartan  hoft  appears  in  ticw  ; 
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By  wound?  fubdu'd,  their  bravcft  warrior*  lay  ; 

Orhcfrt,  hy  fhamcful  fliglit,  thtfirfcar  obey; 

'I'hc  reft  m  flow  retreat  forfakc  the  field, 

fj'crmatrh'd  by  nuinlKr?.,  aiiii  conftraiii'd  to  yield. 

Th'  j'LfoIian  hero  f;i\v,  and  rais'd  his  voice, 

Jx)ud  as  the  lilvcr  trumpci's  martial  iioil'e. 

And  rufh'd  to  iight :  tliroiigh  all  the  field  it  ficw; 

'I'hc  hdil  at  once  tlic  h.ipjiy  fignalkiicw, 

And  joy'd,  a-;  they  who,  iVom  tht-  found'ring  (hip 

Kl'cap'd,  had  ftruggU'd  loinj  amid  t/ic  deep  : 

Faint  from  dcfpair,  wlitn  hopj  anil  vigour  fail, 

If,  hall'iiinor  to  tiieir  aid,  appears  a  fail ; 

"With  force  rencw'd  their  woary  limbs  theyArain, 

And  climb  the  flipp'ry  ridges  of  the  main. 

So  iny'd  the  ijpartans  to  repu'fc  the  foe  ; 

With  hope  rellor'd  tlieir  •^cn'rousboioms  glow  : 

W'hiio    Thebes,    Aiipcuded    'niidll    Ikt   conqucft, 

flands, 
And  feels  a  I'uddcn  clu'ck  through  all  her  baiid». 

Lcophron  only,  far  before  the  refl, 
Tydidcs  waited  with  a  daiintlefs  brc:ifl. 
Firm  and  unaw'd  the  haidy  wanior  Hood, 
I<ike  fomc  fierce  boar  amid  his  native  wood. 
When  armed  fwains  his  gloomy  haunts  invade. 
And  trace  his  footfteps  through  the  lonely  fliadc; 
I'.efolv'd  he  hears  approach  tlic  hoflilc  found, 
<irinds   his  white   teeth,  and  threat'ning   glares 

around ; 
.So  flood  Leophron,  tru fling  In  his  might. 
And  ihook  his  armour,  eager  for  the  fight. 
'CydiJes  faw;  and,  fpringing  from  his  car, 
'i'husbrav'd  the  hero, as  he  rulh'd  to  war: 
O  fon  unhappy,  of  a  fire  accurA  ! 
'i'he  plague  of  all,  and  fated  to  the  worfl  ! 
The  injuries  of  Greece  demand  thy  breath  ; 
Si'c  in  my  hand  the  inrtrunient  of  death, 
liegialus's  ghoA  fhall  lefs  deplore 
His  fate  untimely  on  the  Stygian  fliore,         [come 
When  banilh'd  from  the  light,  your  fliade  fball 
To  mingle  with  the  dark  infernal  gloom. 
Tydidcs  thus  ;   and  Creon's  fon  rcjilies: 
Your  fear  in  vain  by  boalling  you  difguifc  ; 
Such  vulgar  art  a  novice  oft  confounds. 
To  fccnes  of  battle  new  and  martial  founds; 
'J'hough  loft  on  me,  who  dwell  amid  alarms, 
And  never  met  a  greater  yet  in  arms. 

Thus  as  the  warrior  fpoke,  his  launcc  with  care 
He  aim'd,  and  fent  it  hilTing  through  the  air. 
On  Diomcd's  broad  Ibicld  the  weapon  fell; 
J.oud  rung  the  Aunning  hrafs  with  echoing  knell: 
lint  the  Arong  orb,  by  Vulcan's  labour  bound, 
RepcU'd,  and  fent  it  iilunted  to  the  ground. 
Tydides  next  his  pond'rous  iav'lin  threw  : 
With  force  impcU'd,  itbrightcn'd  as  it  flew; 
And  picrc'd  the  border  of  the  Tlitban  fiiicld. 
Where,  wreath'd  around,  a  fcrpcnt  guards  the 

field ; 
Through  the  dofe  mail  an  eafy  paflage  found, 
And  mark'd  his  thigh,  in  pading,  with  a  wound. 
Now  in  clofe  fight  the  angry  chiefs  engage, 
1-ike  two  fell  grifiins  rous'd  to  equal  rage; 
Pois'd  oti  their  rolling  trains  they  fiercely  rife 
V.'ith  blood-bcfpottcd  crcfls  and  burning  eyes  : 
With  poifon  fraught  they  aim  their  deadly  Aing-, 
Clafp  their  fliarp  fangs,  and  mix  their  rattling 

wings. 
In  c:)fnbat  thns,  the  ardent  warriors  clos'd, 
V-'i'.h  fhieU  to  Ibicld,  anJ  foot  to  fvot  oppoi'd. 
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Firft  at  hi«  fo;  I.enpliroB  aim'd  a  ftrokc, 
Hut  on  his  polifh'd  caique  the  faukhion  brokr : 
hrom  the  fmooth  ftecl  the  ftiivcr'd  weapon  fprunf , 
.Aloft  in  air  it-,  hifiing  fplintcrs  fung. 
Not  fo,  Tydidcs,  di<l  thy  weapon  fail ; 
With  force  inipclTd,  it  picrc'd  the  filvcr  mall, 
Wliofe  Aiding  plates  the  warrior's  neck  fi:nound: 
-V  tide  of  gore  camt  rulhing  from  the  wound. 
.Siagg'ritig  to  earth,  he  funk  with  head  dcclin'd, 
.\nd  life  in  long  convulfivc  throbs  rcfign'd. 
Nor  Aoop'd  'I'ydides  to  dcfpoil  the  fiain  ; 
'The  warrior  goddefs  led  him,  crv\\  the  plain, 
'Towards  the  grove  wJicre  great  Atrides  lay  ; 
Th'  immortal  fpear  file  ftretch'd,  and  mark'd  the 

way. 
Thither  amid  furrounding  fo'-s  they  hafte. 
Who  fliunn'd  them,  ftill  retreating  as  they  pafs'd; 
And  cnt'ring  found  the  .Spartan  luTo  laid 
On  the  green  fward,  beneath  the  bow'ring  (hade. 
'Tlic  guard  fecure,  lay  Aretch'd  upon  the  ground; 
'I'heir  fhields  redgn'd,  their  launces  pitcii'd  around : 
One  only  near  a  winding  riv'Kt  ll<md, 
Which  tur.'i'd  its  wand'ring  current  through  the 

wood ; 
His  helmet  filTd  with  both  his  hands  hercar'd. 
In  3(51  to  drink,  'when  in  the  grove  appcar'd 
'J'h*  j'Ht'dian  prince.    His  armour's  fiery  bla;:c 
'I  he  dark  reo.fs  dlumin'd  with  its  ray>. 
Amaz'd  the  'Thcbaii  Aood  ;  and  from  his  hand 
'Tlie  jielmtt  Aipp'd,  and  roll'd  upon  the  fand. 
Not  more  afraid  the  wond'ring  fwain  dcfcries 
'.MidA  night's  thick  gloom  a  flaming  meteor  rife; 
Sent  by  thr:  firries,  as  he  deems,  to  fow 
Death  and  difeafes  on  the  earth  below. 
'Tydides  comes !  wit!\  fault'ring  voice  he  cry'd. 
And  Araight  to  flight  his  willing  limbs  appiy'd. 
With  fuddcn  dread  furpris'd  tiie  guards  retire. 
As  Jliepherd  fwains  avoid  a  lion's  ire, 
Who  roams  the  heights  and  j)lains,  from  faniinc 
The  Aall  to  ravage,  or  afTault  the  fold.  [bold, 

Now,  lifelcfb  as  he  lay,  the  martial  maid 
Atrides  with  a  pitying  eye  furvey'd  ; 
.\nd  v.'ith  her  fpear  revers'd,  the  hero  fhook  : 
'The  touch  divine  his  iron  flumbcr  broke  ; 
As  when  his  drov  fy  mate  the  Aiepherd  fwain 
Stirs  with  his  crook,  and  calls  him  to  the  plain; 
Whci;  in  the  call  he  fees  the  morning  rife, 
And  rcdd'ning  o'er  his  head  the  colour'd  fkies. 
When  from  the  ground  his  head  the  hero  raisd, 
In  full  divinity  tlie  goddefs  blaz'd; 
Her  loft,  rcvcal'd,  the  dreadful  M^'^  rears, 
Whofc  ample  field  the  fnaky  Gorgon  hears; 
'Th'  immortal  launce  Aood  flaming  in  tlie  right, 
Wiiich  fcatters  and  confounds  tlie  ranks  of  fi^bt. 
Speechlcfs  the  chiefs  rcmain'd  ;  amarcmrnt  Arong, 
in  mute  fufnenfcand  filence,  held  them  long. 
Ar.d  tlui-:  the  goddefs:   Attcu>'  fon  !  arife, 
Confefs  the  partial  favour  of  tlie  ficies. 
For  thee  I  leave  the  thund'rer's  lofty  feat. 
To  v.ake  the  fluml)'ring  on  the  verge  of  fate  ; 
To  you  let  Diomed  his  arms  refign  ; 
Unequal  were  your  force  to  govern  mine  : 
His  Arongcrarm  fliallbcar  this  pond'rous  fhicld, 
His  better  hand  the  weighty  jav'lin  wield. 
Arife  !  be  fudden,  for  your  foes  draw  near; 
Affur'd  fo  conqticr  when  the  gods  appear. 

"The  goddefs  thus;  and,  mixing  with  the  wind, 
Left  in  a  heap  her  fiiijiijig  arms  bchiijd 
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V^  ,1  t-he  Helcl ;  with  loud  harrnoiiious  peal. 

Til'  immortal  buckler  rung,  and  golden  mail. 

And  thus  Atrides,  riling  from  the  t; round  : 

In  thi«,  approv'd  is  hoar  tradition  found  ; 

That  oU,  dei'cending  tVom  th'  ethereal  tow'rs. 

To  mix  with  mortals,  come  the  heav'nly  pow'rs  : 

But  ne'er  till  now  I  law  a  god  appear, 

Or  more  than  human  voice  did  ever  hear. 

Do  you,  my  friend,  alTunie  thtfe  arms  divine  ; 

The  mortal  and  inferior  lliall  be  mine. 

Atrides  thus ;  and  Diomed  reply'd  : 

To  heav'n  obedience  mult  not  be  deny'd  ; 

the  you  yourfelf  th'  immortal  arms  flunild  wield, 

And  I  with  tlieje  attend  you  on  the  field. 

But  ot  the  pow'rs  above,  whole  fov'reign  fway 

The  fates  of  men  and  mortal  tilings  obey, 

Pallas,  with  fureft  vengeance  ftill  purfues 

Such  as  obedience  to  lier  will  refufe. 

He  faid,  and  Itraight  hisfliining  arms  unbound, 
Thecafque,  the  mail,  the  buckler's  weighty  round  ; 
With  lecret  joy  th'  immortal  helmet  cook: 
High  on  its  creft  the  waving  plumage  lliook. 
This  whofoever  wears,  hisdiarp'ued  eyes 
All  dangers  mock  of  ambuOi  and  furpru'e  ; 
Their  ray  unquench'd,  the  midnight  fliade  divides: 
Ko  cunning  covers,  and  no  darknefs  liides. 
Tlie  breall-plate  next  he  takes,  whole  matchlefs 
Firm  courage  fixes  in  the  bounding  heart ;        [art 
The  rage  of  war,  iinmov'd,  the  wearer  braves, 
And  rides  ferene  amid  the  ftormy  waves ! 
The  glitt'ring  mail  a  ftarry  baldric  bound, 
His  arm  fuftaiu'd  the  buckler's  weighty  round  ; 
Impenetrably  Itrong,  its  orb  can  bear 
And  turn,  like  fofteft  lead,  the  pointed  fpear  ; 
Noi-  yields  to  aught,  in  earth  or  heav'n  above. 
But  the  dread  thunder  of  almighty  Jove. 
Th' immortal  fpear  the  hero  lalt  di<l  wield, 
Which  fixes  conqueft,  and  decides  a  field  ; 
Nor  lirength  nor  numbers  can  its  rage  witliftand, 
Sent  by  a  mortal  or  immortal  hand. 

Thus  arm'd  to  meet  the  foe  Tydides  mov'd, 
And  glory'd,  confcious  of  his  iniglit  improv'd; 
Like  the  proud  fteed  rejoicing  in  his  force, 
^Vhen  the  (hrill  trumpet  wakes  him  to  the  courfe  : 
Fierce  and  impatient  of  reftraint,  he  Ihains 
With  ftiflen'd  neck  againit  the  galling  reins. 
Taller  he  feem'd  ;   as  when  the  morning,  fpread 
With  golden  luftre,  crowns  fome  mountain's  head 
In  ^arly  fpring  ;  when,  from  the  meads  below, 
A  wreath  of  vapours  binds  his  rocky  brow  ; 
In  cloudy  volumes  fettling  as  they  rife, 
They  lift  the  lofty  profpeci  to  the  flues. 
So  in  immortal  arms  the  chief  appear'd, 
His  ftature  broad  difplay'd,  and  higher  rear'd. 

Now  from  the  field  apjiroaching  to  the  grove, 
Embattel'd  thick,  the  Theban  warriors  move  ; 
Slowly  they  move,  as  fwains  with  doubtful  fteps 
Approach  the  thicket  where  a  lion  fleeps. 
Tydides  faw  ;   and,  rufliing  from  the  Ibade, 
The  Spartan  call'd,  and  to  the  combat  led. 
Unaw'd  the  hero  met  the  hoftile  band  ; 
Nor  could  united  force  his  rage  withltand. 
They  wheel'd  aloof;  as  when  a  dragon  fprings 
From  his  dark  den,  and  rears  his  pointed  wings 
Againft  approaching  fwains,  when  fummer  burns, 
And  the  frefli  lakes  to  parched  defert  turns ; 
They  fly  difpers'd,  nor  tempt  his  fatal  ire, 
His  wrath'fwoln  neck  and  ejes  of  living  fire : 
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So  fled  the  Thebans.  nor  efcap'd  by  flight. 
Amid  their  fquadrons,  like  a  faulcon  light, 
The  hero  fpruiig;   who,  (looping  from  the  Ikies, 
The  feaiher'd  race  difperfes  as  he  flies. 
Still  from  his  hand  th'  immortal  weapon  flew; 
And  ev'ry  flight  an  armed  warrior  dew. 
Andremon  firft,  beneath  his  mighty  hand, 
(^f  life  bereft,  lay  flretcird  upon  the  land. 
Pherecjdes  gigantic  prefs'd  the  plain  ; 
And  valiant  TeVeus  funk  amid  the  (lain. 
Warriors  to  thole  of  vulgar  names  i'ucceed  • 
And  all  his  path  is  mark'd  with  heaps  of  dead. 
As  when  fome  woodman,  liy*  inceliant  ih'okes, 
Beftreu's  a  mountain  with  its  falling  oaks; 
Fells  ti'e    thick  plains,    the    hawthorn's  flow'ry 

fliade, 
The  poplar  fair  by  paffinj  currents  fed, 
ihe  laurel  with  unfading  vefdure  crown'd; 
Heaps  roU'd  on  heaps,  the  foreft;  finks  around  : 
So  Ipreads  the  flaughtcr,  as  the  chief  poceedsj 
At  every  itroke  an  armed  warrior  bleedi. 
Atrides  combats  by  the  hero's  fide, 
1  o  Ihare  his  glory,  and  the  toil  divide  : 
Unmov'd  amid  the  hoilile  ranks  they  go  ; 
liefore  them  far  retreats  the  routed  foe. 

And  now  the  Spartan  hoft  appear'd  in  fight. 
By  toil  fubdu'd,  and  ling'ring  in  the  fight. 
Their  valiant  leader  faw,  and  rais'd  his  voices 
Loud  as  the  filver  trumpet's  martial  noife, 
With  hopes  of  viftory  his  bands  to  cheer  ; 
it  Iwiftly  flew:   the  diftant  Spartans  hear 
With  glad  furprife.   Polyenes  thus  addreft, 
And  rous'd  the  languid  valour  of  the  refl:. 
Myceneans!   Spartans!   taught  to  feek  renown 
From  dangers  greatly  brav'd,  and  battles  won; 
With  forrow  and  regret  I  fee  you  yield, 
And  I'hebes  viclorious  drive  you  from  the  field. 
Atrides  calls  us ;   to  his  aid  repair  : 
No  foe  fubdues  you  but  your  oxvn  defpaii*. 
He  yet  furvives,  belet  with  holHle  bands, 
And,  from  your  valour,  prefent  aid  demands. 
He  faid.  The  rigour  of  the  fliock  returns  ; 
The  flaughter  rages,  and  the  cnmbat  burns. 
As  when  a  reaping  train  their  fickles  wield, 
Where  yellow  harvelt  loads  fome  fruitful  fieTcf  ; 
The  tnafter's  heart,  v.'irh  lecret  joy,  o'erflo■.^■s  ; 
He  prompts  the  work,  and  counts  the  length'ning 

rows  ; 
So  'midfl  the  war,  the  pow'r  of  battles  ftood, 
Pieas'd  with  the  carnage  and  the  ftreamsof  blood, 

Elpenor  firfl:  lay  lifelefs  on  the  plain, 
By  flern  Pleviupus  with  a  jav'lin  flain, 
A  grief  to  1  hebes.     Euryalus  the  bold, 
P>.ich  in  his  tlocks,  and  rich  in  fums  of  gold, 
Beneath  the  arm  of  Ariitsus  fell; 
Loud  rung  hi?  filver  arms  v.'ith  echoing  knell : 
And  like  lome  flow'r,  whofe  painted  foliage  fair 
With  fragrant  breath  perfumes  the  vernal  air, 
If  the  rude  fcythc  its  tender  root  invades, 
It  falls  difhonour'd,  and  its  luftre  fades. 
Thus  fell  Euryalus;  whofe  matchlefs  grace, 
In  youth's  full  bloom,  fi!rpal'>'d  the  human  race; 
For  Cynthius  only  could  with  him  compare. 
In  comely  featnres,  Ihape,  and  flowing  hair. 

Now  o'er  the  fields  the  rage  of  war  is  fpreadj 
And  heaps  on  heaps  afcend  the  hills  of  dead. 
Ranks  meeting  ranks  oppofe  with  equal  rage  : 
As  when  the  north  and  ftornjy  fouth  engage, 
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Beneath  their  ftrifc  the  troubled  Lcean  roars ; 
And  nifliing  waves oVrwhelm  the  rocky  fliores ; 
So  ra,;'<l  the  fijjht ;  when  biirfting  from  a  crowd 
Of  thick  o|)')oling  I'of  s  thr  prince*  ftood 
Between  the  lioHs.  And  tlu.s  th'  vEtolian  lord  : 
Spaitaiij :  behold  y«"r  valiant  chict  rellor'd  ; 
Ye  ow«  iiM  falcty  to  Mint  tva's  care  ; 
Let  hecatombs  your  gratitude  dtalare. 
Soon    as   from    'Ihehes   you    reach    your    native 

;;  round, 
Where  dorks  :»nd  herds  for  facrificc  abound  ; 
Now  fight  and  conquer,   let  this  fi;>nai  day 
Your  tedious  toils,  with  vidlory  repay; 
And,  for  Hegialus,  lei  thoufaiids  dead 
With  ample  vcnfjeai.te  gratify  hts  fhadc. 
As  thus  the  hero  fpoke,  the  warriors  heard. 
And  hope  rekindling  througirthe  hoft  appcar'd  ; 
With  joyful  fliouts  ihey  rent  the  tremblnig  air, 
And  bkfs'd  the  gods,  and  own'd  Minerva's  care. 

Now,  tov.  "riiij;  in  the  midlt,  Atrides  Itood, 
And  call'd  his  warriors  to  the  fight  aloud  ; 
As  mariners  with  joy  the  fun  defcry, 
AfcenJing,  in  his  courfe,  the  caftcin  Iky  ; 
Who,  all  night  Ion;;,  by  angry  lemptlls  toll, 
Shiinn'd  with  incedaiit  toil  fome  faithlefs  coall  ; 
So  to  his  wilbing  friends  Atrides  came; 
'I'heir  danger  fuch  before,  their  joy  the  fame. 
Again  the  rigour  of  the  lliouk  returns ; 
The  llaughtcr  rages,  and  the  coinat  burns  ; 
With  thirft  of  vengeance  cv'iy  bufum  glows, 
'i'ydides  leads,  aiul  rullies  on  his  foes  ; 
Around  his  head  a  ray  of  lightning  flione 
From  the  imooth  helmet  and  the  glitt'ring  cone  ; 
Like  that  by  night  which  ftrcams  witli  fiery  glare. 
When  fome  red  meteor  glides  along  the  air, 
t     Sent  by  the  angry  gods,  \vn.\\  tainted  breath, 
To  fow  the  feeds  of  i)eflilence  and  death  : 
From  look  to  look  infcdlious  terror  fjjreads ; 
And    ev'ry    wretch    th'    impending    vengeance 
dreads. 
Before  the  chief  the  Theban  bands  retire. 
As  fliepherd  fwams  avoid  the  lion's  ire. 
Clytander  only,  by  ihc  f.itcs  impellM, 
Oppoi'd  him  finglc.  and  difdain'd  to  yu'ld; 
Lycaon's  fon  ;  deceiv'd  by  glory's  charms, 
Superior  might  be  brav'd  and  matchlels  arms. 
2>ior  was  his  brother  prcfent  by  his  fide, 
'J'o  fliare  the  danger,  and  the  t'.'il  divide  ; 
Tiimiflt  a  youth,  ai.d  yet  by  time  undeel'd, 
Single,  he  met  Tydi.Us  in  the  field. 
Againft  tli'immoria.  fhicld  his  lance  he  flung, 
Whofe  hollow  orb  with  deaf 'ning  clangour  rung  : 
Tlie  tow'rs  of  Thebes  re-ctho'd  to  the  found  ; 
The  fpear  repiils'd,   ell  blunted  on  the  ground. 
Tydides  next  th'  immortal  jav'liii  threw  ; 
With  force  imjjeird,  it  brighten'd  us  it  flew  : 
And  pierc'd  the  Theban  helmet  to  the  cone  ; 
Behind  his  car  the  (carting  weapon  liior.e. 
Suoine  the  w.irrior  fell,  his  fpirit  fled, 
And  luix'd  with  heroes  in  th'Llw'ian  fliade. 
'lo  fpoil  the  U.un  ihe  ardent  vidlor  llcw  : 
Firlt  Irom  the  wound  the  fixed  lai.re  lie  drew, 
The  helmet  loos'd.'the  coftly  mail  unbound. 
And  fliining  fliield  with  fculptor'd  'inures crown'd. 
Thefe  fpnil-  the  hero,  in  hi>  gratelul  mind, 
A  prefent  tor  the  gcn'rous  youth  defi^^u'd ; 
Who  ftill  in  perilous  battle  fought  his  fide, 
Aud  profftr'il  late  kis  uarliks  Itecds  to  guide. 


Fatal  the  gift,  the  caufe  of  future  woe  '. 
But  good  and  ill  th'  immorta  ~only  know. 
The  armour  to  a  vulgar  hand  configu'd, 
Aga  n  the  hero,  fwiftcr  than  the  wind, 
To  combat  rulh'd. 

But,  from  his  throne  above 
Declin'd,  the  all-l'urrtying  eye  of  Jove 
His   progrel's  mark'd.      The  herald  i>ow'r,    whoi 

brings 
His  fov'reign  mandates  on  iiDmortal  wings, 
He  thus  addrels'd  :  To  yonder  Ijihere  dcfcend  ; 
Bid  Phoebus  Itraight  bi>  ev'iung  charge  attend  : 
For.  with  reverted  eye,  he  views  the  war, 
And  checks  the  progrefs  of  his  downward  car. 
Let  him  not  linger  in  th'  ethereal  way. 
But  lalh  his  (letds,  and  ilraight  conclude  the  day; 
For,  if  the  gods  defcend  not  to  her  aid, 
Or  ev'iiii.g  interpose  with  friendly  fliade, 
Thebes  now  mult  perifti ;   and  the  doom  of  fate, 
Anticijiated,  have  an  earlier  date 
Than  fate  ordains;  for,  like  devouring  flame, 
TyJides  threatens  all  the  Theban  name  ; 
Immortal  arms  his  native  force  imiirovc. 
Conferred  by  Pallas,  paitial  in  her  love. 
Thefe  to  rrtiicve  mull  be  your  next  eflay  ; 
Win  them  by  art,  and  hither  Ifraighl  convey : 
For  man  with  man  an  cijual  war  Iball  wage : 
Nor  with  immortal  weajioiis  arm  his  rage. 

He  laid.   And  Maia's  fon,  with  fpeed,  addrcft 
His  flight  to  Phoebus  hov'nng  in  the  well. 
Upon  a  cloud  his  winged  feet  he  (lay'd  ; 
Ai.d  thus  the  mandates  of  his  fire  convcy'd. 
Kukr  of  light  1  let  now  th)  car  defcend. 
And  filent  night  her  peaceful  fliade  extend. 
Life  Thebes  mult  perilli ;   and  the  doom  of  fate, 
.\ntii.'ipated,  have  an  earlier  date 
Than  tate  decrees ;  tor,  like  devouring  flame, 
Tydides  threatens  all  the  Thiban  name; 
Immortal  arms  his  native  force  improve, 
Conferr'd  by  Pallas,  partial  in  her  love. 

The  fon  of  Maia  thus.  'The  god  obey'd  ; 
The  louiKling  lalh  upon  his  Heeds  he  laid. 
Swift  to  the  goal  with  winged  (eet  they  flew ; 
The  night  afcending  as  the  day  withdrew. 

To  Thebts  the  hera.d  next  purfu'd  his  way; 
Shot  like  a  meteor  with  the  fetting  ray. 
Behind  'Tydides  in  the  fight  he  ftay'd  ; 
Aiul  on  his  head  the  potent  fceutre  laid  : 
Whole  raagic  jiow'r  on  waking  fenle  prevails; 
Or.  in  profouiideft  flcep.  the  eye  unfeals; 
The  itruggling  gholl  unbinds  fiom  mortal  clay. 
\nd  drives  it  down  the  dark  Tartarean  way. 
Subdu'd  the  hero  Itood  by  pow  'rful  charms, 
TUl  Hermes  linpt  him  of  th' immortal  arms; 
Aid,  mounting  to  the  Harry  roofs  above, 
Uilpos'd  them  m  t.  e  armory  of  Jove. 
And,  rccoUetfled,  thus  Tydides  fpjkc  : 
U  hate'er  they  give,  th'  immortals  may  revoke. 
I  own  their  favour  ;  that,  of  mortal  line 
The  hrlf.I  wore  a  panojily  ilivinc. 
But  if  the  day  were  lengthen'd  to  my  will, 
With  light  to  point  my  jav'lin  where  to  kill, 
Thebes  now  ihuuld  periiii ;  but  the  morning  ray, 
Shall  linilli  what  the  cv'nirg  fliades  delay. 

And  now  the  night  began  her  filent  reign  ; 
.\l"v.ending,  from  the  deep,  th' ethereal  plain, 
O'er  both  the  hoits  flic  (lietch'd  her  ample  fliade^ 
Their  conflict  to  fufpcnd ;  the  lioits  oU-y'd. 
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The  field  no  more  a  noify  fcene  appears, 

With  fteeds  and  chariots  throng'd  and  glitt'rin; 

fpears ; 
But  ftill,  and  filent :  like  the  hoary  deep, 
When,  in  their  caves,  the  angry  tempeits  fleep, 


I  Peaceful  and  fmooth   it   fpreads  from  fliore   to 

Ifliore, 
Where ftorms  had  rag'd  and  billows  fwell'd  before  : 
I  Such  feem'd  the  field;  the  martial  clangors  ceafe; 
I  And  war  tumultuous  lulls  itfelf  to  peace. 


BOOK    IV. 


And  now  the  princes  of  the  Theban  ftate 
In  council  fat  aflembled  in  the  gate, 
Where  rows  of  marble  pillars  bound  the  fpace. 
To  judgment  facred  in  the  days  of  peace. 
And  Creon  thus,  with  public  care  opprefs'd 
And  private  griefs  the  fenators  addrefs'd  : 

Princes  of  Thebes,  and  valiant  aids  from  far, 
Our  firm  aflociates  in  the  works  of  war. 
Heroes,  attend  !  I  Ihall  not  now  propofe 
To  fuppiicate  for  peace,  our  haughty  foes : 
No  peace  can  grow,  no  friendlliip  e'er  be  found, 
When  mutual  hate  has  torn  fo  wide  a  wound. 
Yet  for  a  truce  of  feven  days  fpace  I  plead, 
And  fun'ral  obfequies  to  grace  the  dead. 
Nor  were  it  juft,  that  they,  who  greatly  fall 
From  rage  of  foes  to  guard  their  native  wall, 
Should  want  the  honours  which  their  merits  claim, 
Sepulchral  rites  deny'd  and  fun'ral  flame. 

Thus  as  he  fpoke,  parental  grief  fuppreft 
His  voice,  and  fwell'd  within  his  lab'ring  breaft. 
Silent  amid  the  aflembled  peers  he  ftands  ; 
And  wipes  his  falling  tsars  with  trembling  hands; 
For  great  Leopbron,  once  his  country's  boaft, 
The  glory  and  the  bulwark  of  her  holt, 
Pierc'd  by  a  foe  and  lifelefs  on  the  plain, 
Laydrench'd  in  gore  and  mix'd  with  vulgar  flain: 
Silent  he  flood ;  the  Theban  lords  around 
His  grief  partake,  in  ftreams  of  forrow  drown'd  ; 
Till  fage  Palantes  rofe,  and  to  the  reft. 
The  monarch  feconding,  his  words  addrefl. 

Princes  !  renown'd  for  wifdom  and  for  might, 
Rever'd  in  council,  and  approv'd  in  fight ; 
What  Creon  moves  the  laws  themfelves  require. 
With  obfequies  to  grace,  and  funeral  tire, 
Each  warrior,  who  in  battle  bravely  falls 
From  rage  of  foes  to  guard  his  native  walls. 
If  all  approve,  and  none  will  fure  withftand 
What  Creon  counfels  and  the  laws  command, 
Charg'd  with  the  truce,  Apollo's  prieft  fliali  go 
To  offer  and  conclude  it  with  the  foe. 
His  filver  hairs  a  mild  refpetfl  may  claim, 
And  great  Apollo's  ever  honour 'd  name. 

The  reft  affent.     The  venerable  man. 
Slow  from  his  feat  ariling,  thus  began  :         [hand 
Princes  of  Thebes!    and  thou,  whofe    fov'reign 
Sways  the  dread  fceptre  of  fupreme  command  ; 
Though  well  I  might  this  perilous  taflc  refufe, 
And  plead  my  feeble  age  a  juft  escufe  ; 
Yet  nothing  flia'l  reftrain  me,  for  I  go, 
Pleas'd  with  the  pious  chatge,  to  meet  the  foe. 
Willing  I  go  ;  our  bleeding  warriors  claim 
Sepulchral  honours  and  the  fun'ral  flame. 
If  all    approve   let  Clytophon  attend  ; 
With  juit   fuccefs  our  labours  thus  ftiall  end  : 


For  fure  no  Theban  boafls  pn  equal  fliill, 
With  pleafing  words  to  bend  the  fixed  will. 

Sooth'd  with  the  friendly  praife,  the  hero  faid, 
No  felf-regard  fliall  hold  me  or  diffuade  ; 
The  pious  charge  my  inmoih  thoughts  approve. 
He  faid  ;  and  flow  through  yielding  crowds  they 

move  ; 
While  Thebes  on  every  fide  aflTembled  ftands. 
And  fupplicates  the  gods  with  lifted  hands : 
O  grant  that  wrathful  enemies  may  fpare 
Thefe  rev'rend  heads,  nor  wrong  the  filver  liair! 

And  now  they  pafs'd  the  lofty  gates,  and  came 
Where  flow  Ifmenus  winds  his  gentle  ftream  ; 
Amphion's    grove   they    pafs'd,    whofe    umbrage 
His  rural  tomb  defends  on  every  flde!  [wide 

The  fcene  of  fight  they  reuch'd,  and  fpacious  fields 
With  mangled  flaughter  heap'd,   and  fpears  and 

fliields. 
Under  their  feet  the  hollow  bucklers  found  ; 
And  fjjlirter'd  faulchionsglitter'd  on  th^  ground. 
And  now  the  ftations  of  the  camp  appear. 
Far  as  a  fliaft  can  wound  the  flying  deer. 
Tliither,  amid  the  wrecks  of  war,  they  go 
Wit^  filent  fteps,  and  'fcape  the  watchful  foe. 
Now  full  in  vievv  before  the  guards  they  Ifand  ; 
The  prieft  difplays  his  enfigns  in  his  hand. 
The  laurel  wreath,  the  goid-befpangled  rod 
With  ftars  adorn'd  the  fymbuls  of  his  god. 

He  thus  began  :  ye  Argive  warriors!    hear: 
A  peaceful  meflage  to  your  tents  we  bear : 
A  truce  is  aflt'd,  till  the  revolving  fun. 
Seven  times  from  esft  to  weft  his  journey  run, 
Ao-ain  afcends  ;  and,  from  the  ocean's  flreams. 
Crowns  thegreen  mountains  with  his  goidenbeams: 
That  mutually  fecure,  with  pious  care, 
Both  hofts  funereal  honours  may  prepare 
For  every  hero,  whom  the  raging  fight 
Has  fwept  to  darknefs  and  the  fliores  of  night. 

Thus  as  he  fpoke,  thelifl'ning  warriurs  heard 
With  ajjprobation,  and  the  prieft  rever'd. 
The  chief  of  Salamis,  their  leader,  went 
Himfelf  to  guide  them  to  the  royal  tent  ;      [night 
Which  fhone  corifpicuous  ;  through  the  fliadcs  of 
Its  fpacious  portal  pour'd  a  ftream  of  light. 
Thither  condudled  by  the  chief  they  found 
The  king  of  m^n  with  all  his  peers  around. 
On  thrones  with  purple  fpread  each  royal  gueft 
In  order  fat,  and  Ihar'd  the  genial  feaft. 
Silent  they  enter'd.     From  his  chair  of  ftate. 
Full  in  the  mid^T:  oppofed  to  the  gate. 
The  monarch  faw;    and  rlfing  thus  exprelt 
The  gen'rous  di(flates  of  his  royal  breaft. 

My  guefts,  approach  1  no  enemy  is  near  ; 
This  roof  proteds  you,  ftraight  forget  your  fear, 
B  iij 
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Ev'n  thongh  from  yorvilcvotcd  walls  yon  come, 
For  vrng'  anct  iiiark'd   by  i.ite'\  eternal  doom; 
Hrrc  m  my  lent,  with  fat'cty  you  fliall  reft, 
And  with  the  princfs  (Inre  the  ;;eni.il  leall. 
Yon  treely  tli  n  your  mcUa^jc  iniy  propofc. 
Wh'  n  mund  ihs  board  tiie  cheerio;;  vintajeflorrs, 
A^'hich  f.iothcs  impatience,  and  the  oprrj'd  car, 
With  favour  and  attention  bends  to  hear. 

'I'!\e  liero  tiiu*.     Apollo**  prieft  replies: 
Humane  thy  luauMcr*.  and  thy  word*  arc  wife  ; 
Vifh  tljer  the  nobleft  pifts  the  gods  have  plac*d, 
An.l  pow'r  I'uprrme  with  r(|uul  wildom  jjrac'd  : 
Tliou;;h  oft,  liy  jiartJ,  for  oihcrs  thty  or.lain, 
The  art*  of  fway,  the  priviU-jr  to  rci^n  ; 
Iti  tlire  their  partial  fjvjur  l-.a"  conil);iiM 
The  liighcll  fortune  with  the  greattil  mind 

A'  thus  the  f.ige  rcplyM,  the  piinctly  hiind 
By  turns  prclViued  each  lu.s  friendly  hand, 
The  fij;n  of  ptaic.     For  eacli  a  fplendid  throne. 
Where  fring'dw'ith  ^"U  the  iiurpierove ring'ihoiic, 
Tlie  ready  waiters,  by  comm.iiid.  prepar'c!  ; 
Tlicro  fat  the  envoys  nnd  tlic  bmquet  (liai'd. 
Oil  ev'ry  fide  tiic  fpark!iii;j  viningc  flows, 
Tlic  momentary  cure  of  humari  woes. 
The  rajje  of  tliirft  and  hunger  thus  fupprcft, 
To  Ncflor  turning,  Clytophon  addrcfs'd. 

Illudrious  chief !  an  honour  now  I'll  claim, 
Whi'-li  not  to  publifli,  furc,  would  merit  blaiue. 
Your  fajthei's  guell  I  was  ;  by  fortuiM-  kd, 
When  from  Tiinacria's  drfort  niorcs  I  fled 
With  ills  bcftt  :   but   in  his  friendly  land. 
His  gen'rous  heart  1  prov'd  and  li^'ral  hand. 
A  grateful  mind  excites  mc  to  reveal 
His  fov'rcign  bounty,  and  attempt  a  talc 
Of  dtar  remt  mbrance.      But  the  fond  dtfign 
Prudence  diirenting,  warns  me  to  deciiHC  : 
For  when  to  public  cans  your  thoughts  you  bend 
A  priv..ie  itory  mingled  mull  ofTond. 

The  artful  Theban  thus.     The  thief  reply'd, 
Whofc  fov'reign  mandates  all  tlii-  lioft  oSey'd  : 
My  honour'J  gueft  !   proceed,  nor  aught  conceal 
Wh.ch  gratitude  ei.joins  you  10  revt;il  : 
lor  gcn'rous  deeds,  improperly  fuppred. 
Lie  unapplnudcd  in  the  griitsful  bread; 
And  now  the  feaft,  fliort  interval  of  care, 
To  vocal  fymphony  unliends  the  ear; 
Or  fweet  dilcourfc,  whic  h  t'l  the  foul  conveys 
Sublimcr  joys  than  mnrK-'s  tuneful  lays. 
The  monarch  thus.  The  j.rudent  fage  fupprefs'd 
His  inward  joy,  and  thus  the  peers  nddrcfs'd  ; 
Each  chief  he  drove  to  ^ain,  but  Kedor  mod, 
Whofc  \vifdoin  fway'd  the  councils  ot  tlic  hod. 

Confcd'ratc  kings:  and  thou  ^vhofe  fov'reign  hand 
Sways  the  dread  fcepirc  of  lupieme  command, 
Attcrid  and  hearken  :   fmcc  you  feck  to  know 
The  fad  beginnings  of  a  Jifc  of  woe. 
In  Rhodes  my  la-h.r  once  dominion  claim'd, 
Orfilochus,  for  deeds  of  valour  fam'd 
'I  he  Sporadcs  his  fov'reign   fccptre  own'd, 
And  Carpa  thus  with  waving  foreds  crown'd. 
His  youngcd  hope  I  was,  and  fcarce  had  fccn 
1  he  tenth  returning  fumraer  cloihe  the  green, 
When  pii;>»rs  fnatch  rae  from  my  native  la;id: 
While  with  my  infant  cijuals  on  the  drand 
1  pl.ty'd,  of  hnrm  fecure,  and  iVom  the  deep 
With  |)leafure  faw  approach  the  fatnl  diip  ; 
Pleas'd  with  the  whitcncfs  of  the  I'.ils  we  dood, 
And  the  red  ftrearac#s  fhining  on  the  flood  : 


And  fearlcfb  faw  the  lioftilc  galley  I.iiid, 
Where  fr'jm  the  hills  a  current  feck«  the  flrauft. 
They  climb*d  the  rucky  beach,  and  far  around, 
Ttiirnt  on  fpod  and  rapine,  view'd  the  ground  j 
If  any  herd  were  near,  or  dcccy  dorr. 
Or  loDcly  maufion  on  the  winding  Ih-jre. 
My  young  com!>anions  draight  their  fear  obey. 
I  1,  bold  ard  umufpccling,  dar'd  to  day. 
Mc  ftaight  they  fciz'd  :  and  doom'd  to  fcrvilc  twl 
A  wretched  captire  in  a  foreign  foil. 
Struggling  in  rain,  they  bore  me  down  the  bay. 
Where,  ant.hnr'd  near  the  beach,  their  vcllel  lay; 
And  pluc'd  mc  on  the  deck.  With  bitter  cries. 
To  Ipceding  gales  1  faw  the  canvafs  rife  : 
'I'lie  buunulefs  ocean  far  before  mc  fpread  ; 
And  from  my  reach  the  diorc*  at  ditianre  fled. 
All  day  I  wept ;  but  when  the  felting  light 
Ketir'd,  and  yielded  to  the  (hades  of  night, 
Slc.-p  dole  upon  my  grief  with  fofi  farprifc, 
Whii-h  care  ne'er  banilh'd  long  from  infant  eye?. 

Nine  days  we  fail'd;   the  tenth  returning  ray 
Show'd  us  Trinacriarifing  in  our  way, 
Far  in  the  weft  ;  whert,  with  hiscv'ning  beams, 
,    I'he  fun  defccnding  gilds  the  ocean's  dreams. 
'Ihither  the  Tailors  ply,  and  blindly  itin 
On  hidden  dangers  which  they  ou:;l'.t  to  diun  ; 
For  whom  the  pods  didinguilli'd  by  their  hate, 
riuy  firrt  confound,  and  then  relign  to  fate. 
All  ilay  we  fail'd  ;  and  with  the  evening  hour, 
Wjiich  calls  the  Ihcphcrd  lo  his  rural  bow'r, 
.•^pprjach'd  the  fliore.     The  forcds  on  tiie  land 
We  matk'd,  and  rivers  op'iiing  from  the  drsnd. 
Then  gladnefs  toucliM  my  litart  ;  the  tird  I  kn< « 
Since  fate  had  mix'd  me  with  that  lawlefs  crew 
With  joy  I  faw  the  rifing  diorcs  ajjpeat. 
And  ho;)'d  to  find  fomc  kind  deli>crer  near; 
Some'  gen'rous  lord,  to  v.  hom  I  might  relate, 
Low  bending  on  my  knees,  my  wretched  fate. 
Vain  was  the  hope  ;  the  Cyclopes  ne'er  know 
C'jnip;il?ion,  not  to  melt  at  human  woe. 

Near  on  the  left,  and  where  the  parted  tides 
.\  promontory's  rocky  height  divides, 
A  bay  they  found  ;  and  on  the  fatal  drsnd 
Dffcending,  fix'd  their  vtflcl  to  the  land. 
'I'licy  valleys  ftraight  and  mountains  they  explore^ 
And  the  lony  windings  of  the  defert  dioie  ; 
And  fmd,  of  ll;ecp  and  goaty,  a.  mingltd  flock, 
Under  the  diclterof  a  cavern'd  rock. 
The  larged  and  the  bed  the  pirate  band 
S'  iz'd,  and  prcpar'd  a  banquet  on  the  drand. 
With  )oy  tbey  fended  ;   while  thr  goblet,  crown^ 
Willi  iMnh\mnean  vinta^je,  flo\\''d  around. 
Oi  harm  fccun-  they  fat ;   and  void  of  fear 
To  mirth  relij,'n'd  ;  nor  knew  dcdruiflion  near. 

Amid  them  there  I  meditating  fat ; 
Some  god  inipir'd  me,  or  the  power  of  fate. 
To  Tctpe  their  hated  hands :  and  foon  I  found 
I'hc  willi'd  ore  ifion  ;   when  along  the  ground, 
tafli  where  he  f.it.  the  rutEans  lay  fupine. 
With  lliej)  o;  tjrefs'd.  and  I'eiifc-lubduing  wine; 
S  ftly  I  role,    nci  to  a  lofiy  grove, 
Which  diad'  I  all  the  mountain  tops  above, 
Aiceiidiiig,  'Ti  a  rooky  cavern  lay. 
Till  darkt.   Is  fled  belore  the  morning  ray. 
Then  ironi  above  I  f-.w  the  ;  irate  bai.d, 
'   In  parties,  roammir  o'er  the  ui  lart  (ir.-nd  ; 
The  niountain-gnatf  t  ley  drove,  and  !.•  i-f  y  ftore. 
From  all  the  pailutcs,  crowded  to  tLc  iborc. 
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Me  too  by  name  they  call'd  ;  antl  oft,  in  vain,        , 
Explot'd  each  grove  and  thicket  on  the  plain  ; 
M'hile  from  above  I  fau',  with  carelefs  eye, 
Them  fearching  round  and  lift'ning  for  re|)ly. 
Some  to  the  fliip  tlie  bleatin*  fpoil  coiivey'd  ; 
Wliile  others  to  prepare  a  banquet  ftay'd. 
And  call'd  their  mates  :   to  fliare  the  full  repaft 
With  mirth  they  came,  nor  knew  it  was  their  laft. 

Then  from  the  rocky  fummit  where  1  lay, 
A  flock  appear'd  defcending  to  the  bay  j 
Which  thraugh  a  narrow  valley  rulli'd  along, 
Oxen  and  Hieep,  an  undiftinguifli'd  throng. 
With  thefe  the  floping  hills  were  cover'd  o'er. 
And  the  long  windings  of  the  fandy  fliore. 
Behind  a  Cyclops  came  ;  and,  by  degrees, 
Rofe  to  my  view,  and  tower'd  above  the  trees. 
His  giant  Itature,  like  a  lofty  rock, 
Appear'd  :  and  in  his  hand  a  knotted  oak 
Of  talleft  growth  ;  around  his  flioulder  flung 
His  bag  enormous,  by  a  cable  hung. 
Panting  I  lay  ;   as  when  a  lurking  deer, 
From  fome  clofe  thicket,  fees  the  hunter  near. 
By  dread  I'ubdu'd,  confounded  and  amaz'd, 
IVIy  fixed  eye-balls  darken'd  as  I  gaz'd. 
Soon  from  above  my  wretched  mates  he  knew, 
As  on  the  level  fliore  in  open  view. 
They  iat  fecure,  with  flow'ry  garlands  crown'd ; 
The  figns  of  fpoil  and  ravage  fcatter'd  round. 
With  indignation,  for  his  wafted  flock, 
Inflam'd  he  thus  like  dilcant  thunder  fpoke. 
Whoe'er  thefe  are,  who  from  their  native  foil 
Tp  foreign  climates  thus,  in  queft  of  fpoil. 
Licentious  roam  ;  they  foon  fliall  feel  my  hand, 
And  rue  that  e'er  they  touch'd  Trinacria's  ftrand. 
As  mutt'ring  thus,  along  the  craggy  road 
He  came,  the  mountain  trembled  as  he  trod. 
The  wretches  law  with  horror  and  alTright; 
Each  limb  enfeebled  lofl  the  power  of  flight. 
Their  cries  in  vain  the  monfler  mov'd  to  Ipare  ; 
His  club  he  rear'd  and  fw-ung  it  thrice  in  air. 
Then  hurld  it  crofs  the  bay  :  it  fwlftly  drove 
O'ci'  the  fmooth  deep,  and  raz'd  the  beach  above. 
Threat'ning  it  rulh'd  along  ;  but,  bending  low. 
Each,  where  he  fat,  efcap'd  the  weighty  blow. 
Beyond  them  far  it  pitch'd  upon  the  land, 
Tore  the  green  iWard,  and  heav'd  a  mount  of  fand. 
Now  ftarting  from  the  ground  they  ftrove  to  liy^ 
Prefs'd  by  defpair  and  Itrong  neceflity; 
The  woody  fummits  of  the  cliffs  to  gain. 
With  fault'ring  halte  tiiey  fled  acrofs  the  plain. 
But  the  impending  mountains  barr'd  their  flight, 
High  and  projeifling  from  their  airy  height, 
Bacjv  from  the  flipp'ry  arch,  in  heaps,  they  fall; 
And  -with  imploring  cries  for  mercy  call, 
In  vain.     The  monfter  with  gigantic  ftrides. 
At  twenty  fleps,  the  fpacious  bay  divides  ; 
Around  his  knees  the  whit'ning  billows  roar. 
And  his  rude  voice  like  thunder  fhakes  the  fliore. 

There  thirty  youths  he  flew  ;   againfl  the  Hones 
And  ragged  cliffs,  he  dafli'd  their  crackling  bones. 
T\yenty  his  feet  and  heavy  hands  purfue, 
As  to  the  ocean  in  defpair  they  flew  ; 
Striving  the  fummit  of  the  beach  to  gain. 
With  headlong  courfe  to  rufh  into  the  main: 
For  there  they  hop'd  a  milder  fate  to  have. 
And  lefs  abhorr'd,  beneath  the  whelming  wave. 
Thefe  too  he  reach'd  ;  and,  with  his  weighty  hand, 
Their  flight  opprefs'djandmix'dvliem  with  the  land. 
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Two  yet  furviv'd  ;  who  fupplicating  ftrove, 
With  humble  fuit,  his  barb'ious  foul  to  move. 
With  trembling  knees  the  fandy  beach  they  prefs'd ; 
And,  as  he  came,  the  monfler  thus  addrcfs-d  : 

O  thou  I  with  whom  no  mortal  can  compare 
For  flreni^th  reflftlefs,  pity  now  and  fpare. 
O  let  the  blood,  already  flied,  atone. 
For  our  provoking  guilt,  and  trefpafs  done  '. 
O  fpare  and  pity  I   fure,  the  gods  above, 
\\'ho  fit  around  the  ftarry  throne  of  Jove, 
Are  won  by  pray'r;  and  he  whofe  matchlefs  might 
The  folid  earth  fuftains  and  ftarry  height. 
Oft  fpares  the  guilty  ;  for  his  foul  approves 
CompalTion,  and  the  works  of  mercy  loves-. 
Let  fov'reign  pity  touch  thy  mighty  breaft  ; 
And  him  revere,  the  greateft  and  the  beft : 
Who  pardons  oft,  but  meafures  grief  and  pain 
To  fuch  as  hear  the  wretched  plead  in  vain. 

As  thus  to  touch  his  iron  heart  they  try'd. 
The  Cyclops  fmiling,  fcornful  thus  reply'd  : 
The  praife  of  mercy  well  your  words  proclaim  ; 
An;l  vengeance  mark, though  merited,  withblame. 
Well  have  youfpoken  ;  therefore,  from  my  hand,- 
Moie  favour  hope  than  any  of  your  band  ; 
They,  on  the  defert  fliore  exposal  and  bare, 
The  wolves  (hall  feaft  and  ev'ry  bird  of  air; 
But  ye,  prefer'd  above  the  reft,  ftiall  have 
This  body  for  your  monument  and  grave. 

He  faid,  and  feizing  lifts  them  both  on  high, 
With  hands  and  feet  extended  in  the  fl^y  ; 
Then  dafli'd  them  thrice  againft  the  rocky  fhore  ; 
Gnaw'd  their  warm  flefh,  and  drank  their  ftreaan,- 

ing  gore. 
Oft  have  I  feen  the  havoc  of  the  plain. 
The  rage  of  tempefts  and  the  ftormy  main  ; 
But  fate,  in  fuch  a  form,  ne'er  meet  my  eyes, 
And,  while  I  fpeak,  afrefti  its  horrors  rife 
To  chill  rny  veins  ;  nor  can  the  vary'd  ftate 
Of  fprightly  youth,  and  middle  age  fedate. 
Or  life's  iaft  ftage  with  all  its  griefs  oppreft, 
Banifli  the  dire  imprefiion  from  my  breafl. 
For  ftiU  I  fee  the  moiifter,  as  he  flood, 
His  hairy  vifage  dy'd  in  human  blood  : 
A.S  the  grim  lion  leaves  the  wafted  plains, 
Red  from  the  ravage  of  the  flocks  and  fwains. 

With  vengeance  pleas'd  he   view'd  the   Ihores 
around ; 
And,  riding  near  the  beech,  our  veflel found; 
Her  by  the  maft  he  feiz'd ;  and  to  the  land, 
With  all  her  anchors,  dragg'd  along  the  ftrand. 
Exploring,  next  the  folid  deck  he  tore. 
And  found,  conceal'd  below,  his  fleecy  ftore. 
With  fcornful  fmiles  he  faw  the  theft  bewray'd  ; 
And  lidelong  on  the  beach  the  galley  laid  ; 
And  call'd  his  flock  :  to  open  light  they  ftrain. 
Through  thewide  beach,  and  crowd  upontheplain  : 
Still,  as  they  pafs'd,  his  weighty  hand  he  laid 
On  their  foft  backs,  and,  ftroaking  gently,  faid  : 
Go  now,  my  flock  !  enjoy  the  verdant  hills, 
The  rivers  cool,  the  tweet  refrefliing  rills. 
The  rneads  and  fhady  forefts,  fafe  from  harm  ; 
Your  foes  lie  crufli'd  beneath  your  mafter's  arm. 
The  giant  thus ;   and  next  the  hold  explor'd  : 
Four  jars  he  found  wicli  LelLian  vititage  ftor'd. 
Thefe  firft  he  drain'd  ;  then  to  his  lips  apply'd 
His  flute,  whicii  like  a  quiver  by  his  fide, 
Of  flee  enormous,  hung.     Its  hollow  found 
The  woods  repeated  and  the  caves  around. 
3  iiij. 
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In  inu'ic  fiich,  aj  when  a  ftormy  gale 

Rdirs  through  a  hollow  cliflT  with  hideous  peal, 

Hcloiindir.g  Jeep,  along  the  level  fliore  : 

He  p'y'd,  and  drove  hiv  paU'rinw  flock  before. 

Horror  *nd  grict  at  once  voy  heart  affiil'd  ; 
Prcfapcs  fad  o'crcv'ry  hope  prc-vail'd. 
r»I)  Jillant  rojiiiry  riifli'd  upon  my  mind  ; 
My  fr'cnds,  my  weeping  parents,  left  l>chind. 
No'.v  loll  to  hope,  and  tiirious  from  dcfpair, 
\Vith  both  tny  hands  I  rent  my  rooted  hair ; 
And  in  an  aijony  of  lorrow  prert, 
With  flrokes  it-pc^tid  oft,  my  heaving  breaft. 
All  d:iy  I  monni'd     but  when  the  lettinp  ray 
Rclir'ii,  an  1  cv'ning  fliades  expell'd  the  ilay  ; 
Encourag'C  by  the  night,  I  fought  the  plain ; 
And,  wand'ring  anxious  'midil  the  mingled  flain 
Oft  call'd,  to  knowifai-.y  of  the  band 
Did  yet  furvivc,  efcap'd  the  mondcr'*  hand; 
But  none  reply'd.     Alon^  the  defert  lliore 
All  night  1  wander'd.  'midil  the  fuileii  roar 
Of  hurrting  billows;   till  the  morning  ray 
Appear'd  to  light  my  folitary  way 
*l"was  then  I  rcach'd  a  mountain's  height,  o'er- 

fprcad 
With  thickets  dofe,  and  dark  impending  fliadc, 
Hung  o'er  the  valley,  where  a  river  lead^ 
His  wand'ring  ciitrent  thrcugli  a  grove  of  reeds. 

Thi'.her  I  went ;  and,  oi/ning  to  the  deep, 
A  cavern  found  beneath  the  rocky  ftecp ; 
T  he  h<<imt  of  mountain  gf'ais.  when  wmt'ry  rains 
Have  chas'd  them  from  the  hills  and  naked  plains. 
Gladly  I  cnter'd;  for,  deceiv'd  by  fear, 
I  always  thought  the  barb'rous  Cvolopi  near  ; 
His  form  defcry'd  in  ev'ry  tree  behird, 
And  heard  his  voice  approaching  in  the  wind. 
Of  honey  there  a  fwett  repaif  I  found, 
In  cUifterS)  han»;ng  from  the  cliffs  around. 
My  hunger  foon  appe.is'd,  th.e  gentle  pow'r 
Of  fieep  fubdu'd  m"  till  the  ev'ning  hour. 
'  Iwi'S  then  I  wak'd ,  and  to  the  deep  below,  [flow  ; 
Through  thickets,  creep'J  with  cf.rciul  ftcps  and 
And  gaz'd  around  if  any  hut  were  there, 
Or  folitary  wretch  my  grief  to  fliare  : 
But  none  appear'tl.     I  cl'mb'd  a  mountain's  head 
Where,  wide  before  me,  lay  the  ocean  fpread  ; 
And  there  no  object  met  my  wifliing  eyes, 
int  billi'ws  bound<'d  by  the  fetting  fKies. 
Yet  (till  I  gaz'd,  till  night's  prevailing  fway 
ExtingiiiO'/d,  in  the  weft,  the  evening  ray. 
Hopelefs  .^nd  fad,  dcfcending  from  my  (land, 
I  wander'd  on  the  folitary  itrand. 
Through  the  thick  gloom  ;  and  heard   the  fullen 

ro:ir 
Ol'  l)ilIows  bi'.rfiing  en  rhc  defert  fiiore. 

Thus  tf  n  long  years  I  liv'd,  cnnceal'd  by  day, 
Under  a  rock  on  withei'd  kaves  I  lay  ; 
At  dawn  and  twiiight  on  the  mountains  (lood, 
Evplorlrig  tvith  my  eyes  the  paTh!ef>  flood  ; 
Itnp.itiep.t  till  fomf;  friendly  fail  fliould  come, 
To  vviift  me  to  my  fire  and  native  home  ; 
}^n;  none  appcar'd      The  pilots  ihun  the  ftiorcs 
Where  /Etna  Hames  and  i.lte  Ch  iriVdi?  roar? ; 
AntJ  wh;"rc  the  curs'd  Cyclopean  brothers  reign, 
The  lonely  tyrant.;  of  the  delert  plain. 
FrefsM  by  dcfpair,  at  laft  I  dar'd  to  brave, 
Ev'n  iu  a  Ikiff,  the  terrors  of  the  wave  ; 
Contemning  all  the  perils  in  my  v.ay, 
Fci  wcrfe  it  fccm'd  than  death  itfelf  tc  flay. 


Of  oziers  loft  the  benJinj  /..ill  I  « ove; 
.\nd  ply'd  the  (i^ns  of  mountain  goats  above. 
A  (lender  tir,  ten  cubit  lengths,  I  found 
Fall'n  from  a  mould'nng  bank,  and  ilript  it  round. 
This  for  the  vatA,  with  bulruih  ropes  I  ty'd; 
\  pole  to  ftecr  the  rudder's  ufe  fiipjdy'd  : 
Four  goat-ikins  join'd  I  titted  for  the  fail. 
And  fpread  it  with  a  pole  to  catch  the  gale. 
Each  chink  with  gum  againd  the  brine,  I  clos'd  : 
And  the  whole  work  beneath  a  lliade  difpos'd. 
Where,  from  the  hills  defcendin^'  to  the  main, 
A  winding  current  cuts  the  faiidy  pi  .in. 
Nuts  and  dry'd  figs  in  bafkets  next  1  (liar'd  ; 
.^nd  liquid  llorcs  in  bags  of  (kin  prepar'd  : 
.\nd  waited  anxious  till  the  fouthern  gale, 
Fiom  the  dire  coaft,  lliould  b<-ar  u.y  fiying  fail. 
Nine  days  I  (\ay'd  ;  and  ftill  the  northern  brfcze. 
From  great  Helperia,  fwept  the  xvhit'ning  feas: 
But  on  the  tenth  it  chang'd ;  and,  when  the  hour 
Of  twilight  call'd  the  giant  to  his  boA*r, 
Down  from  my  gtotto  to  the  fliore  I  came, 
And  call'd  the  God  who  rules  the  ocean's  dream; 
Oblations  vow'd,  if,  by  his  mighty  hand 
Condudled  fafe,  I  found  my  native  lard. 
And,  turning  where  conceal'd  my  velTel  lay, 
rhe  rope  I  loos'd,  and  pufli'd  her  to  the  bay  ; 
The  fail  unfurl'd,  and,  (leering  from  the  (Irand, 
Behind  me  left  with  joy  the  hated  I.Md. 

All  night,  by  breezes  fped,  the  prow  divides 
The  deep  and  o'er  the  billows  hghtly  glides. 
But  when  the  dawn,  prevailing  o'er  the  night. 
Had  ting'd  the  glowing  eaft  with  purple  light, 
rhe  air  was  hulh'd  :  dcferted  by  the  gale, 
Loofe  to  the  malt  defcends  the  empty  fail, 
^nd  full  againft  my  courfe  a  current  came, 
V^'hich  hurl'd  me  backwards,  floating  on  its  dream. 
Towards  the  land.     1  faw  the  fiiores  draw  near  ; 
And  the  long  billows  on  the  beach  appear, 
rhe  cruel  Cyclops  fpy'd  me  as  he  drove 
His  pad'ring  flock  along  the  hiils  above; 
Asd  winding  through  the  groves  his  fecret  way, 
Corceal'd  behind  a  promontory  lay  ; 
Prepar'd  to  fnatch  me,  w  hen  his  .;rm  could  reach 
My  ikiff,  which  drove  ungovcrn'd  to  the  beach. 
I  niark'd  his  purpofe  ;  furious  from  defpair. 
With  both  my  hands  I  rent  my  rooted  hair  ; 
And  on  the  poop  with  defp'rate  purpcfe  dood, 
Prepar'd  to  plunge  into  the  whelming  flood. 
But  Neptune  fav'd  me  in  that  perilous  hour; 
i'hc  headlong  current  felt  his  prefent  pow'r: 
Back  from  the  fliore  it  turn'd.  at  his  curamaru]> 
\.nd  bore  me  joyful  from  the  lat:'.l  dr,.nd. 
The  Cy  iops  vcx'd  ;  as  when  foine  fowler  fpics. 
Sate  fr  im  his  cover'd  fnares  the  quarry  rife : 
His  teat  forfook,  and,  leaning  o'er  the  flccn. 
Strove  with  loft  words  to  lure  me,  Irom  the  deep. 
Stranger,  approach  !  nor  fly  this  friendly  drand  ; 
Share  the  free  blefllngs  of  »  h  ippy  land  : 
Here,  from  each  cl:ff,  a  (Iream  of  honey  flows  ; 
And  ev'ry  hill  with  purple  vintage  glows. 
Approach;  >  our  fear  forget ;  my  bounty  fliarc  ; 
My  kindnefs  prove  and  hofpitable  care. 
A>  to  allure  lue  thus  the  monller  try'd. 
His  fraud  I  knew  ;  and  rafhiy  thus  reply'd  : 
Talk  not  of  friendlhip  ;  well  I  know  the  doom 
Of  fuch  as  to  your  dire  dominions  come. 
Thtle  eyes  beheld  when,  with  a  ruthlefs  hand, 
Mjf  wretched  mates  you  mnrdcr'd  on  the  drand. 
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Two  fu'd  for  mercy  ;  but  their  limbs  you  tore 
With  brutal  rage,  and  drank  their  (treaming  gore. 
If  heav'n's  dread  Sov'reign  to  my  vengeful  hand 
His  wafting  flames  would  yield,  and  forked  brand, 
Scorch'd  on  the  cliffs,  your  giant  limbs  fhould  feed 
The  mountain  wolves,  and  all  the  rav'nous  breed. 

I  faid  ;  and  from  the  fouth  a  riling  breeze 
Brufli'd  the  thick  woods,  and  Iwept  the  curling  feas. 
Above  the  waves  my  veffel  lightly  flew; 
The  ocean  widen'd,  and  the  fliores  withdrew. 
Enrag'd  the  Cyclops,  rufhing  down  the  fteep, 
Eager  to  I'natch  me,  plung'd  into  the  deep  : 
My  flight  he  fuUow'd  with  gigantic  ftrides, 
And  ftem'd  with  both  his  knees  the  rufhing  tides. 
Soon  had  I  perifti'd,  but  efcap'd  again, 
Prcteclcd  by  the  god  who  rules  the  main. 
He  lent  a  fpeclre  from  his  wat'ry  caves  ; 
Like  mift  it  role,  and  hover'd  o'er  the  waves. 
A  Ikiff  like  mine,  by  art  divine,  it  grew ; 
And  to  the  left  acrcls  the  ocean  flew. 
With  courfe  divided,  where  the  pilot  fpies 
Amid  the  deep  two  defert  iflands  rife, 
In  fliape  like  altars,  fo  by  failors  nam'd, 
A  mark  for  pilots,  elfe  for  nothing  fam'd  ; 
The  angry  giant  doubting  Hood,  nor  knew 
Which  to  forfake,  the  fliadow  or  the  true  : 
For  both  feem'd  equal.     By  the  fates  raifled, 
He  (has'd  the  airy  image  as  it  fled  : 
Nor  rcarh'd  it :  for  it  led  him  through  the  main. 
As  the  bright  rainbow  mocks  iome  limple  fwain; 
Who  ftill  intent  to  catch  it  where  it  ftands. 
And  grat'p  the  Aiming  meteor  with  his  hands, 
Along  the  dewy  meadows  holds  his  way  ; 
Biit  itill  before  him  flies  the  coloured  ray. 
The  Cyclops  fo,  along  the  wat'ry  plain, 
The  lliadowy  phantom  chas'd,  and  chus'd  in  vain  ; 
The  billows  burfted  on  his  hairy  fides, 
And  far  behind  him  rufliM  the  parted  tides. 
liiflolv'd  at  laft,  its  airy  ftrutflure  broke. 
And  vanifli'd  hov'ring  like  a  cloud  of  fmoke. 
His  error  then,  and  my  efcape  he  knew  ; 
For,  favour'd  by  the  breeze,  my  veflel  flew 
Far  to  the  deep  :  yet  plunging  in  the  waves,         , 
Torn  from  its  bed  a  pond'rous  rock  he  heaves, 
Craggy  and  black,  with  dangling  fea-weed  hung  ; 
Pulh'd  from  his  hand  the  \\  eighty  mafs  he  flung, 
'i"o  crufli  my  flight :  along  the  ethereal  plain 
It  roll'd,  and   thund'ring  downwards  fliook  the 

main. 
Behind  it  fell ;  and  farther  from  the  fliore, 
Hurl'd  on  the  mounting  waves,  my  veflTel  bore 
Towards  the  deep.     The  giant  faw  with  pain, 
His  fraud  detected,  force  tflTay'd  in  vain. 
He  curs'd  the  partial  pow'rs,  and  lafh'd  on  high, 
With  both  his  hands,  the  ocean  to  the  fl^y. 

Now  fafe  beyond  his  reach,  a  profp'rous  gale 
Blew  frefli  behind,  and  ftretch'd  my  flying  fail ; 
The  Ihores  retir'd  ;  but,  from  the  diftant  main, 
I  faw  him  towering  on  the  watery  plain, 
Like  a  tall  fliip  ;  and  moving  to  the  fliore. 
Sullen  and  l"ad,  to  tend  his  fleecy  ftorc. 
Seven  days  I  fail'd  ;  the  eighth  returning  light 
The  Pylian  fliores  prcfented  to  my  fight, 
Far  in  the  eaft  ;  and  where  the  fun  difplays. 
Along  the  glitt'ring  waves,  hi?  early  rays. 
Thither  I  fteer'd,  and  where  a  point  divide? 
Extended  in  the  d,eep,  the  parted  tide?, 
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A  fane  1  mark'd  ;  vvhofe  tow'ring  fummlt,  rear'd 
High  in  the  air,  with  gilded  fpires  appear'd. 
To  Neptune  facred  on  the  beach  it  ftands, 
Confprcuovis  from  the  fea  and  diftant  lands. 
Aflembled  on  the  fhore  the  people  flood, 
On  ev'ry  fide  extended,  like  a  wood  : 
And  in  the  midft  1  faw  a  pillar  rife. 
Of  facred  fmokc,  afcending  to  the  fkies. 
'Twas  there  I  reach'd  the  hofpitable  ftrand. 
And,  joyful,  fix'd  my  vefl!el  to  the  land. 

There,  with  his  peers,  your  royal  fire  I  found  j 
And  fell  before  him  proftrate  on  the  ground. 
Imploring  aid  ;  my  lineage  I  reveal'd, 
Nor  aught  of  all  my  tedious  toils  conceal'd. 
Attentive,  as  I  fpoke,  the  hero  heard, 
Nor  credulous  nor  diffident  appear'd  ; 
For  prudence  taught  him,  neither  to  receive 
With  eafy  faith,  or  rafhly  difbelieve. 

O  foil  of  Neleus  I  though  you  juftly  claim, 
For  eloquence  and  flcill,  fuperior  fame  : 
Yet  to  an  equal  glory  ne'er  afpire : 
Vain  were  the  hope  to  emulate  your  fire. 
Eight  days  we  feafted  :  ftill  the  flowing  bowl 
Return'd,  and  fweet  difcourfe,  to  glad  the  foul. 
With  pleafure  heard  ;  as  comes  the  found  of  rain. 
In  fumraer's  drought,  to  cheer  the  careful  fwain. 
And  when  the  ninth  returning  morn  arofe. 
Sixty  bold  mariners  the  hero  chofe, 
Skill'd,  through  the  deep,  theflyingkeel  to  guide. 
And  fweep,  with  equal  oars,  the  hoary  tide  : 
They  trimm'd  a  veffel,  by  their  lord's  command. 
To  waft  me  to  my  fire  and  native  land. 
With  gifts  enrich'd  of  robes  and  precious  ore. 
He  lent  me  joyful  from  the  Pylian  Ibore. 
Such  Neleus  was  I  and  fuch  his  matchlefs  praife 
For  hofpitable  deeds  in  former  days; 
The  friend,  the  patron,  deftin'd  to  redrefs 
The  wrongs  of  fate,  and  comfort  my  diftrefs. 

Ihit  what  is  man  !   a  reptile  of  the  earth  ; 
To  toils  fucceffive  fated  from  his  birth ; 
Few  are  our  joys ;  in  long  fucceflion  flow 
Our  griefs ;    we  number  all  our  days  in  woe. 
Misfortune  enter'd  with  my  infant  years  j 
My  feeble  age  a  load  of  forrow  bears. 
Driv'n  from  my  country  by  domeflic  faes, 
Thebes  but  receiv'd  me  to  partake  her  woes. 
The  fword  I've  feen,  and  wide  devouring  fire, 
Againft  her  twice  in  fatal  league  confpire. 
The  public  griefs,  which  ev'ry  heart  muft  fiiare, 
By  nature  taught  to  feel  another's  care, 
Augment  my  own  :  our  matrons  weeping  ftand ; 
Our  rev'rend  elders  mourn  a  ruin'd  land  : 
Their  furrow'd  cheeks  with  ftreams  of  forrow  flow; 
And  wailing  orphans  fwell  the  gen'ral  woe  ; 
They  mourn  their  deareft  hopes,  in  battle  flain, 
Whofe  limbs,  unbury'd,  load  their  native  plain; 
And  now  by  us  entreat  that  war  may  ceafe, 
And,  for  feven  days  fucceffive,  yield  to  peace  : 
That  mutually  fecure,  with  pious  care. 
Both  hofts  funereal  honours  may  prepare 
For  ev'ry  warrior,  whom  the  rage  of  fight 
Has  fwept  to  darknefs  and  the  coafts  of  night%. 
To  ratify  the  truce,  if  ye  approve. 
We  come  alike  commiflion'd,  as  to  move. 

Thus  Clytophon;    and    he,    whofe   fov'rejgn 
fway 
The  warriors  of  the  Pylian  race  obey, 
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Ntllor,  his  partial  favour  thus  cxpreu'tl ; 
And  10  the  Thtbaii  thiel"  hiimclt'  acUrcls'iI  : 
The  truth  you  ri)«ak,  nor  do  your  woidi  hp;jL-ar 
Prcpar'd  with  ;irt,  or  diiflatcil  hy  fear; 
Tor  what  you  tell,  my  nc mcry  rccals. 
When  young  I  law  you  at  my  n;ttive  wall-, 
YourlcH  a  youth:  thuuph  nuw  a  length  ol  years, 
Imprinted  deep,  in  all  your  form  appears  ; 
Yet  Itill,  with  lure  reinembraiict,  can  I  trace 
\our  voice  the  ranie  and  liiic.inicnH  of  face. 
An  infant  then  upon  your  knees  1  hung, 
And    catch'd    the    pleafmg   wondcts  from  your 

tongue  : 
Your  wocb  I  pityM,  as  I  pity  Hill ; 
And,  were  the  chie.'s  dcttrniiird  by  my  will, 
The  truce  Uiould  Hand  :  for  piety  confpircs 
"With  julUce,  to  demand  what  Thcbc-s  requires. 

The  hero  thus ;   the  king  of  men  re|)lics  : 
I'rinces,  in  fight  approv'd,  in  council  wile  1 
Vhat  Thebes  propounds,  'tis  yours  alone  to  dioofe, 
Whether  ye  will  accept  it,  or  rcfi:fe  : 
For  though  your  votes  conienting,  in  my  hand 
Have  plac'd  the  fceptre  of  fuprenie  command  ; 
Yet  Itill  my  pow'r,  obedient  to  ray  choice. 
Shall  with  its  fanc'^ion  join  the  public  voice. 

The  monarcli  thus ;  and  thus  the  chief  reply'd, 
Whom  fair  iiuolia's  martial  fons  obey'd  : 
Princes,  attend  !    and  thou,  whofe  fov'reign  hand 
Sways  the  dread  fceptre  of  fupreme  command  1 
What  Thebes  requires,  I  do  not  now  oppofe, 
Becaufe,  infenfible  to  human  w-ocs, 
The  widow's  tears  I  fcorn,  the  mother's  fighs, 
The  groans  of  fillers,  or  the  oi'phan's  cries, 
Whofe  dcarelt  hopes,  in  rage  of  battle  flaiii, 
With  wounds  defac'd,  lie  icatter'd  on  the  plain  : 
CompalTion  for  the  hoft,  whkh  fruitiefs  toil 
So  long  has  waflcd  in  a  foreign  foil. 
What  Thebes  propounds,  impels  nic  todiffuade, 
And  for  the  living,  difregard  the  dead. 
How  long  has  war  and  famine  ihinn'd  ourpow'rs, 
InacTtive  camp'd  around  the  'I'heban  tow'rs  ? 
And  pcftileiice,  v.hofe  dire  infection  flies, 
Blown  by  the  fuiics  through  the  tainted  Ikies  : 
Many  now  wander  on  the  Stygian  liiore. 
Whom  fires  and  conlbrts  Ihall  litiiold  no  more : 
And  many  ftill,  who  yet  enjoy,  the  day, 
Muft  follow  down  the  dark  Tartarean  way. 
If,  blinded  by  the  fates,  our  counfels  bar 
The  coHife  of  conqueft,  and  protracl  the  war. 
Since  equity  and  public  right  demands 
That  Tlicbes  Ihould  fail  by  our  avenging  hands, 
Now  let  us  combat,  till  the  gods  above. 
Who  lit  around  the  Harry  throne  of  Jove, 
The  judges  of  the  nations,  crown  our  toil, 
So  long  endur'd,  with  vicffory  and  Ipoil; 
Or  deftine  us  to  fall  in  glorious  figi.t, 
Elate  and  dauntlels  in  the  caufe  ol  right. 
Shall  w'e  delay  till  dire  inl'edtion  fpreads 
Her  rav<'n  wings  o'er  our  devoted  heads  ? 
Till  gen'rous  wrath,  by  flow  difeafe  fuppreft, 
Expires  inactive  in  the  warrior's  breart, 
Aiul  lite,  the  price  of  glory,  paid  in  vaiu, 
Wno  die  forgotten  on  a  foreign  plain. 

Tydidcs  thus  ;  and  he,  whofe  fovereign  fway 
The  warriors  of  the  Pylian  race  obey, 
Neftor  reply'd,  for  eloquence  approv'd, 
By  Paila-s  and  the  tuneful  tillers  lov'd  : 


Coiu'ed'rate   kings !    and   thou,   whofe   foVreiga- 

hand 
Sways  the  dread  fceptre  of  fupremc  command. 
With  patience  hear  the  rcafun>  which  i  plead 
Fur  funeral  nies,  the  honours  of  titc  dead. 
\\  ell  have  yuu  heard  the  various  ills  that  wait 
Un  ilrilc  |jrulong'd,  and  war's  difaltruus  ft  ate: 
And  they  uho  choufe  to  dwell  amid  alarms, 
The  rage  of  flaiightcr  and  the  din  of  arms, 
Know  littK;  of  the  joys,  when  combats  ceafe, 
'1  hat  ciown  with  miidcr  bills  the  hours  of  peace, 
'I  liougli  gladly  would  I  fee,  in  vengeance  juft, 
'1  he  '1  htbaii  tow'rs  confounded  with  the  dult  ; 
That  from  the  war  releas'd,  wc  might  again 
Each  (hare  tiiC  pleai'ures  of  his  native  reign  : 
Yet  let  us  not  preiuinptuuufly  withltand 
What  piety  alike  and  right  command. 
The  honours  ol  the  dead  :  nor  tempt  the  gods 
To  curfe  our  labours,  from  their  bright  abodes. 
Far  in  the  heav'ns,  above  this  mortal  fcene, 
III  boondlef>:  light,  the  thund'rer  fits  fertne  ; 
He  views  the  works  of  men  :  the  good  he  know^^ 
And  on  their  juft  attempts  fuccefs  bellows; 
But  blads  impiety,  and  mocks  its  aim. 
With  diiappoinimeiii  lute,  and  tailing  fliame. 

Attend,  ye  princes!   and  I  fliall  unfold 
What  fage  Harmodius  taught  my  fire  of  old. 
The  Locri  fummon'd  all  their  martial  pow'rs, 
And  fought  around  the  Orchomenian  tow'rs. 
From  oxen  fciz'd  began  the  dire  debate; 
And  wide  ami  walleiul  was  the  work  of  fate. 
The  Orchomenians  oft  a  truce  propos'd 
For  fnn'ral  rites;  the  Locrian  chiefs  o|)pos*d. 
Nine  da)s  expir'd,  the  bleeding  warriors  lay  ; 
rheir  wounds  hot  dreaming  to  the  folar  ray. 
From  Styx's  fable  Ihore  their  ghufts  implor'd. 
With  lupplianl  cries,  hell's  dread  avenging  lord. 
He  heard,  and  from  the  gloomy  deep  beluw 
Of  Erebus  profound,  the  iioufc  of  woe, 
A  fury  fent,  the  fie-rceft  of  the  crew, 
Whofe  iron  fcourges  human  crimes  purfue: 
Diftord  her  name  ;  among  th'  infernal  gods 
She  dwells,  excluded  from  the  blclt  abodes; 
lliough  oft  on  earth  flie  rears  her  bale.'ul  head. 
To  kiiuUe  llrife,  and  make  the  nations  bleed. 
Tiie  fury  came  ;  and,  hov'ring  o'er  the  plain 
Devoted  with  her  eyes  the  Locrian  train. 
In  form  a  raven,  to  a  tow'r  flie  fltw, 
Which  rofe  upon  ?.  precipice  iu  view, 
And  on  the  airy  fummit  took  her  feat, 
\\"\\.\\  potent  charms,  to  kindle  dire  dcbatc- 
The  howling  dogs  her  prefence  firft  declare  ; 
The  war  horfe  tremV>liiig  fnorts  aloft  in  air; 
On  man  at  lalt  the  dire  infccf  ion  fell. 
The  awful  vengeance  of  the  pow'rs  of  helL 
Confulion  ftraight  through  all  the  camp  is  found  ^ 
The  wand'ring  centinel  deferts  liis  ground, 
Fatally  gay  ami  crown'd  with  every  weed. 
Which  weeping  oiatrons  fcatter  o'er  the  dead  ; 
Of  dire  portent :   but  wl-.en  the  lilent  reign 
Of  night  pofiels'd  the  mountains  and  the  plain. 
Above  the  camp  her  torch  the  fury  reav'd, 
R.ed,  in  the  air,  its  baleful  flame  ajipear'd. 
Kindling  debate:  outrageous  ftrife  arofe. 
Loud  as  the  ocean  when  a  teinpell  blows, 
O'er  all  the  plain,  and  (hui'd  the  ear  of  night 
With  liiouts  tumultuous  and  the  din  of  fighu 
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.Down  from  her  airy  ftand  the  goddefs  canie, 
Shot  like  a  meteor,  wich  a  ftreani  of  flame, 
To  kindle  fiercer  ftrife  with  Wronger  charms, 
To  fwcll  the  tumult  and  the  rage  of  arms. 
I'he  combat  burn'd  ;  the  Orchomenians  heard 
With  horror,  nor  beyojid  their  Avails  appear 'd. 
By  awe  divine  reftrain'd  :  but  when  the  light 
Return'd  fucceffive  on  tlie  fteps  of  night, 
rromev'ry  tow'r  they  fa w  the  fpacious  plain 
With  havoc  heap'd,  and  mountains  of  the  flaln. 
The  fecret  caufc  the  augurs  firft  declar'd  ; 
The  julHce  of  the  gods  they  own'd  and  fear'd. 
Ko  fun'ral  rite  the  Orchomenian  ftate 
On  them  beftow'd,  the  vulgar  or  the  great ; 
In  one  deep  pit,  whofe  mouth  extended  wide 
Four  hundred  cubit  length  from  fide  to  fide. 
They  whelm'd  them  all;  their  bucklers  and  their 

fpears. 
The  fieeds,  the  chariots,  and  the  charioteers. 
One  ruin  mix'd ;  for  fo  the  will  of  Jove 
The  priefis  declar'd :  and  heap'd  a  mount  above  : 
Such  was  the  fate,  by  heav'nand  hell  decreed, 
To  punifii  bold  contemners  of  the  dead. 
And  let  not  us  their  fatal  wrath  provoke, 
Nor  merit  by  our  guilt  an  equal  flroke  ; 
But  feal  the  truce,  and  pioufly  bellow 
What  to  the  reliques  of  the  dead  we  owe. 

He  faid  ;  the  peers  their  joint  aflent  declare, 
The  dead  to  honour,  and  the  gods  revere. 
The  king  of  men  commands  a  lierald  ftraight 
The  priellsto  call,  and  haften  ev'ry  rite. 
While  thus  the  fov'reign  mandate  they  obey'd, 
Th'  iEtolian  leader  role,  and  frowning  faid: 

O  blind  to  truth  !   and  fated  to  i'uftain 
A  leng-th  of  woes,  and  tedious  toils  in  vain  ! 
By  founds  deceiv'd,  as  to  her  fatal  den 
Some  vocal  Ibrc'refs  lures  the  ilcps  of  men  ; 
O  eloquence  !  thou  fatal  charm  !  how  few, 
Guided  by  thee,  their  real  good  purfue  ! 
By  thee,  our  maids,  with  magic  fetters  bound, 
In  all  decifions,  true  and  falfe  confound. 
Not  the  unnumber'd  wrecks,  which  lie  along 
The  Syrens' coaft  the  trophies  of  their  fong, 
Nor   there   where    Circe  from    the   neighb'ring 

deep. 
With  itrong  inchantments,  draws  the  paflingfhip, 
Can  match  thy  fpoils  :  O  let  me  ne'er  obey. 
And  follo\A-  blindly,  as  you  point  the  way! 
Confed'ratc  kings  !  fince  nothing  can  oppofe 
The  truce  }  ou  purpofe  with  our  treac'n'rous  foes, 
With  mifchief  pregnant ;  I  alone  am  free, 
Nor  thcfe  my  eyes  the  fatal  rite  fliall  fee ; 
l.til  it  be  faid,  when  mifchief  fhall  fucceed, 
Tydides  favv  it,  and  approv'd  the  desd. 


Speaking  he  grafp'd  his  fpear  and  pond'rous 
ftiield ;  [field, . 

And  mov'd  like  Mars,  when,  'midfl  th'  embattcU'J 
Sublime  he  Ilalksto  kindle  fierce  alarms, 
To  fwell  the  tumult  and  the  rage  of  arms. 
Such  feem'd  tlie  chief :   the  princes  with  furprifc 
Turn'd  on  tlie  king  of  men,  at  once  their  eyes. 

He  thus  began  :   Since  now  the  public  choice 
I'he  truce  approves,  with  one  confenting  voice  ; 
Tydides  only,  with  fuperior  pride, 
I'hough  youngeft,  ilill  the  readieil  to  decide. 
Our  gen'ralfenfe  condemns;  his  haughty  foul 
Muft  not  the  counfels  of  the  hoft  controul. 
Brave  though  he  is :  the  altars  ready  flaqdj 
1  In  order  waits  the  coni'ecrated  band ; 
j  Straiglit  let  us  feal  the  truce  with  blood  and  wine, 
I  And,  to  attefi  it,  call  the  pow'rs  divine. 
The  monarch  thus  ;  Tydides  to  his  tent, 
Through  the  ftillhoft,  in  fullen  forrow  went, 
Fix'd  in  his  mind  the  fatal  vifion  ftay'd, 
Snatch'd  by  invading  force  his  lovely  maid; 
Tlie  fraud  of  Cytherca  ;  ftill  his  heart 
Inceifant  anguifli  felt,  and  lalling  Imart ; 
And,  as  a  lion,  when  his  fide  retains 
A  barbed  fliaft,  the  caufe  oi'' bitter  pains. 
Growls  in  fome  lonely  fiiade  ;    Iiis  friends  declin'd. 
He  breath'd  in  groans  the  anguifh  of  his  mind. 
Now  round  the  flaming   hearth  th'  affembly 
Hands, 
And  Thefeus  thus  invokes  with  lifted  hands: 
Hear  me,  ye  pox'rs,  that  rule  the  realms  of  light ! 
And  ye  dread  fov'rcigns  of  the  fiiades  of  night  1 
If,  till  the  eiglith  fucceeding  fun  difplays. 
Above  the  eaftern  hills  his  early  rays. 
Any  bold  warrior  of  the  Argive  bands, 
Againfl:  a  Tlieban  lifts  his  holHle  hands 
By  us  approv'd  ;  let  ev'ry  curfc  fucceed 
On  me,  and  all,  for  perjury  decreed. 
And  as  by  blood  our  mutual  oath  we  feal, 
The  blooa  of  viiStims  drav/n  by  deathful  fteel ; 
So  let  their  blood  be  fhcd,  who,  fcorning  right. 
Profanely  fliall  prcfume  its  ties  to  fli*ht. 
I  Apollo's  prieft,  for  Thebes  refum'd  the  vow. 
The  gods  above,  invoking,  and  below, 
Theif  vengeance  to  infliiS:,  if  force,  or  art, 
I'he  truce  fliould  violate  on  cither  part. 

The  rites  concluded  thus,  the  king  commands 
Two  younger  warriors  of  his  native  bands 
A  chariot  to  prepare;  the  driver's  place 
Sophronimus  affum'd  ;  with  tardy  pace, 
Afcend  the  fage  ambafladors  ;  before 
A  lighted  torch  Afleropxus  bore, 
And  led  the  way;  the  tents,  the  fields  of  war. 
They  pafs'd,  and  at  the  gate  difmifs'd  the  car. 


BOOK     V. 


S  ooN  as  the  fun  dlfplay'd  his  orient  ray, 
And  crown'd  the  mountain  tops  with  early  day  ; 
Through  ev'ry  gate  the  Theban  warriors  flow, 
Unarm'd,  and  learlel's  of  th'  invading  foe  . 
As  when,  in  early  fpring,  the  fhepherd  fees 
Rufti  from  fomc  hollow  rock  a  flream  of  beesj 


Long  in  the  clifls,  from  winter's  rage  conceal'i. 
New  to  the  light,  and  flrangers  to  the  field ; 
In  conipafs  wide  their  mazy  flight  they  fleer. 
Which  vi'ings  of  balmy  zephyrs  lightly  bear 
Along  the  meads,  where  fome  foft  river  flows, 
Or  forells,  where  the  flow'ry  hawthorn  blows ; 


To  taile  the  early  fpring  their  courfc  they  bend, 
And  lightly  with  the  {jtni;il  brcczc  dcfcciid  : 
So  o'er  the  heights  and  plains  the  'I'hcbansfpr^rad; 
Sonic,  'inidft  the  heaps  of  fl.iughtcr,  fought  their 

dc4d; 
Others  wilh  axe;  to  tlie  woods  repair'd, 
Feil'd  the  thick  foi efts,  and  the  mountains  bar'd. 

With  like  intent  the  Argivc  warriors  inov'd, 
I?y  Thefeus  led,  wiiom  virgin  Pallas  lov'd. 
'Jen  thoufand  oxen  drew  the  harni-fi'd  wains, 
In  droves  collcdled  from  the  neighb'ring  plains; 
Slow  up  the  mountains  move  the  heavy  wheels, 
The  fleep  afcent  eaih  groaning  axle  feels: 
In  ev'ry  grove  the  temper'd  axes  found; 
The  thick  trees  crackle,  and  the  caves  refound. 
Now  to  the  plain  tl;c  moving  woods  defcend, 
Under  their  weight  a  thoufind  axlca  bend  : 
And   round   the   cunip,   and  round  the  Theban 

walls, 
Heaps  roil'd  on  heaps,  the  mingled  forefl  falls. 

Of  this  the  Spartan  chief,  his  native  bands, 
With  fpeed  to  rear  a  lofty  pile,  commands; 
"Which  for  Hegialus,  with  grateful  mind, 
Adraftus'  valiant  fon,  the  chief  dcfign'd  ; 
Who  to  his  aid,  when  ev'ry  warrior  fled, 
Repair'd,  and  for  his  rcfcue  greatly  bled  : 
His  native  bands  the  hero  thus  aJdrefs'd, 
While  fighs  inceflanc  labour'd  from  his  bread. 
The  chief  of  Argos,  warriors  !  firft  demands 
Funereal  honours  from  our  grateful  hands; 
For  him  this  lofty  ftruiflure  is  decreed, 
And  ev'ry  rite  in  order  (hall  fuccecd  : 
His  dear  remains  in  my  pavilion  reft  ; 
Nor  can  Adraftus  at  the  ihc%  aftift; 
Who  to  defpair  and  frenzy  has  rcfign'd. 
By  age  and  grief  fubdu'd,  his  generous  mind  : 
The  other  princes  of  the  army  wait  • 
'I'he  obfequies  to  grace,  with  mournful  ftatc. 
He  faid;  and  to  his  tent  the  warriors  led. 
Where  ftood  already  deck'd  the  fun'ral  bed : 
With  Syrian  oil  bedew 'd,  the  eorfe  they  found 
Frefti   from  the    bath,   and   breathing  fragrance 

round : 
For  Menelaus,  with  divided  care, 
Each  rite  domcftic  haften'd  to  prepare. 
Twelve  princes  to  the  pile  the  corfc  fuftain'd : 
'!"he  head  on  Agamemnon's  hand  reclin'd  : 
With  mournful  pomp  the  flow  procefTion  mov'd ; 
For  all  the  hero  honour'd  and  approv'd. 

Firft  on  the  top  the  fun'ral  bed  they  place; 
And  next,  the  fad  folemnity  to  grace, 
And  gratify  the  manes  of  the  flain, 
The  bloo.l   of  flecds  and  bullocks  drench'd   the 

plain. 
The  four  fair  fteeds  which  drew  the  rapid  car. 
That  bore  th;  hero  through  th^-  ranks  of  war, 
'I'heir  lofty  necks  the  pointed  fauichion  tore, 
With  foice  inipeli'd,  a!id  drew  a  llream  of  gore  : 
Three    groaning    fell  ;    but,    fiercer    from    the 

ftrohe, 
The  filver  reins  the  fourth  with  fury  broke, 
And  fled  around  the  field  :  hi?  fr.owy  cheft. 
Was  dafli'd  with  ftreaming  blond,  and  lofty  creft. 
In  circles  ftill  he  whvel'd  !  at  ev'ry  round. 
Still  nearer  to  the  pile  himfelf  he  found  ; 
Till  drain'd  of  life,  by  blood  alone  fupply'd, 
Jull  where  he  felt  the  blow,  he  funk,  and  dy'd. 
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I       By  awe  divine  fubdu'd,  the  warriors  fland  j 
And  filent  wonder  fixes  ev'ry  band  : 
Till  thus  Atrides :   Sure  th'  immortal  gods. 
The  glorious  fynod  of  tlic  bleft  abodes, 
Approve  our  rites;  the  good  their  favour  ftiarc, 
In  death  and  life  the  objcds  of  their  care. 

Airidcs  thns :  and,  further  to  augment 
The  mournful  pomp,  the  martial  goddefs  went 
Through  all    the    camp,  in    Merion's   form   ex- 

prcfs'd. 
And  thus  aloud  the  public  car  addrcfs'd  : 
Warriors  and  friends!  on  yonder  lofty  pyre, 
Hegialus  cxpeds  the  fun'ral  fire  : 
For  fuch  high  merit,  public  tears  fhould  flow  ; 
And  Greece  affembled  pour  a  flood  of  woe. 
Now  let  us  all  his  obfequics  attend ; 
And,  with  the  mournful  rites,  our  forrows  blend. 
Proclaiming  thus  aloud  the  goddefs  went ; 
The  arn;y  heard  ;  and  each  forfakes  his  tent; 
Her  voice  had   touch'd  their  hearts;  they  mov'd 

along. 
Nations  and  tribes,  an  imdiftinguifh'd  throng. 
Arotmd  the  pile  the  wid'ning  circl  •  grows ; 
As  fpreadin    in  lofnc  vale,  a  deluge  flows. 
By  mountain  torrents  fed,  which  (irctches  wide, 
An>;  floats  the  lovel  lands  on  ev'ry  fide. 
Diftinguiih'd  in  the  midft  the  princes  ftand. 
With  fceptres  grac'd,  the  enfigns  of  command. 
Atrides,  with  fuperior  grief  opprefs'd. 
Thus  to  the  fire  of  gods  his  pray'r  addrefs'd. 

Iiread  fov'reign,  hear  !  whofe  un.'efiftcd  fway 
The  fates  of  men  and  mortal  things  obey : 
From  thee  the  virtue  of  the  hero  fprings; 
Thine  :s  the  glory  and  the  pow'r  of  kings. 
If  e'er  by  thee,  and  virgin  Pallas,  led. 
To  noble  deeds  this  gen'roiis  youth  was  bred : 
If  love  to  men,  or  piety,  poflefs'd, 
With  higheft  purpol'e,  his  undaunted  brcaft  ; 
Command  the  winds  in  bolder  gufts  to  rife. 
And  bear  the  flames  I  kindle  to  the  ikies. 

The  hero  thu- ;  and  with  the  fwn'ral  brand 
The  ftrui^lure  touch'd  ;  ^fcending  from  his  hand, 
Spreads  the  quick  blaze  :   the  ruler  of  the  flcy 
Commands;  at  once  the  willing  tempefts  fly: 
Rufliing  in  ftreams  invifible,  tliey  came. 
Drove  the  light  fmoke,  and  rais'd  tlic   flicctcd 

flame. 
The  favour  of  the  gods  the  nations  own, 
And,  with  their  joint  applaufe,  the  hero  crown. 
From  morn  till  noon  tl:c  roaring  flames  afpirc, 
And  fat  of  vidlims  added  feeds  the  fire ; 
'Vhen  fall  their  lofty  fpires,  and,  finking  low, 
O'er  tlic  pale  afhes  tremuloufly  glow. 
With  wine,  the  fmoke,  and  buining  embers  lay'd; 
The  boncsthey  giean'd,  and  to  a  tomb  convey'd 
Under  an  oak,  which,  near  the  public  way. 
Invites  the  fwains  to  fliun  the  noontide  ray. 

Now  twenty  warriors  of  Atrides'  tra.n, 
Loaded  with  treafure,  brought  a  harnefs'd  wain  ; 
Vafes  and  tripods  in  bright  order  plac'd. 
And  fplendid  arms  with  fair  devices  grac'd  : 
Tliefe  for  the  games  the  Spartan  chief  decreed, 
The  fun'ral  games  in  honour  of  tlte  dead. 
Amid  the  princes  firft  a  pnliih  d  yew. 
Unbent  upon  the  ground  the  hero  threw, 
Of  work  divine;  which  Cynthius  claim'd  before^ 
And  Chiron  next  upon  the  mountains  bore  ; 
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His  fire  the  third  receiv'd  it :  now  it  lies, 
For  him  who  fartheft  (hoots,  the  dellin'd  prize. 

Heroes,  approach  !  Atrides  thus  aloud. 
Stand  forth,  diftinguilh'd  from  the  circling  crowd, 
Ye,  who,  by  flcill  or  manly  force,  may  claim 
Your  rivals  to  furpafs,  and  merit  fame. 
This  bow,  worth  twenty  oxen,  is  decreed 
For  him  who  fartheft  fends  the  winged  reed  : 
This  bowl,  worth  eight,  (hail  be  referv'd  to  grace 
The  man  whofe  merit  holds  the  fecond  place. 
He  fpoke.     His  words  the  bold  Ajaces  fir'd; 
Crete's  valiant  monarch  to  the  prize  afpir'd  ; 
Teucer  for  (liooting  fam'd  ;  and  Merion  (trong, 
Whofe  force  enormous  dragg'd  a  bull  along  ; 
Prompt  to  contend,  and  rais'd  with  hope,  they 

flood; 
Laertes'  fon  the  laft  forfook  the  crowd. 
Tydides  too  had  join'd  them,  and  obtain'd 
Whatever  could  by  (kill  or  force  be  gaiii'd  ; 
But  in  his  tent,  indulging  fad  defpair. 
He  fat,  fubdu'd  by  heart-confuming  care. 

Straight  in  a  cafque  the  equal  lots  were  thrown ; 
Each  hero  with  his  name  had  mark'd  his  own  : 
Thefe,  mix'd  with  care,  the  chief  of  Sparta  drew  ; 
Idomeneus  the  firil  he  knew : 
Teucer  with  hope  infpir'd,  the  fecond  claim 'd; 
The  third  Oileus,  much  for  (hooting  fam'd  : 
Next  claim'd  the  wearer  of  the  feven-fold  (hield. 
Though  young  in  arms,  diftinguifli'd  in  the  field  : 
Ulyftes  !  then  came  next,  and,  laft  of  all. 
Bold  ivierion  with  a  (mile  receiv'd  his  ball. 

Prefs'd  with  incumbent  force,  the  Cretan  lord 
Strain'd  the  ftiffbow,  and  bent  it  to  the  cord; 
Then  from  the  full  ftor'd  quiver,  clofe  with  art, 
Wing'd  for  the  aerial  (light  a  pointed  dart. 
Thefeus  commands  the  warriors  to  divide. 
Who  crowded  thick  aniprels'd  on  ev'ry  fide  ; 
Straight  they  retire;  as,  at  the  word  of  Jove, 
From  day's  bright  face  the  fcatt'ring  clouds  re- 
move ; 
And  through  the  hoft  appear'd  a  fpacious  way. 
Where  woods  and  fields  in  dlftant  profpedl  lay. 
With  force  immenfe ,  the  Cretan  monarch  drew, 
Strctch'd  the  tough  cord,  and  (Irain'd  the  circling 

yew, 
From  his  firm  gripe  the  ftarting  arrow  fprung, 
The  ftiffbow  crack'd.the  twanging  cordage  lung. 
IT'p  the  light  air  the  hifiing  weapon  flies, 
Pierces  the  winds,  and  ftreams  along  the  (kies : 
Far  to  the  di.tant  plain  it  fwiftly  drove  ; 
The  hoft  ftood  wond'ring  as  it  ru(h'd  above : 
Defcending  there  upon  a  mount  it  ftood  : 
A  depth  of  foil  receiv'd  the  trembling  wood. 
Applaufe  from  all,  tumultuous  (hcuts  declare. 
By  echoes  wafted  through  the  trembiing  air. 
Such  joy  the  hero  feels,  as  praife  infpires. 
And  CO  the  circle  of  the  kings  retires. 

The  valiant  Teucer  next  receiv'd  the  bow, 
And  to  ^  polio  thus  addrels'd  a  vow  : 
Hear  me,  dread  king  !  whofe  unrefifted  fway 
Controuls  the  fun,  and  rules  the  courfe  of  day  ; 
Great  patron  of  the  bow  !  this  fliaft  impell ; 
And  hecatombs  my  gratitude  (hall  tell ; 
Soon  as  to  Salamis  our  martial  pow'rs 
Return  viiliorious,  from  the  1  heban  tow'rs. 
He  faid,  and  bid  the  winged  arrow  fly 
It  pierc'd  the  v/inds,  and  Iv.ept  a  length  of  Iky ; 


In  compafs,  like  the  coloured  arch,  which  (hines 
Exalted  as  the  fetting  fun  declines ; 
From  north  to  fouth  it  marks  th'  ethereal  fpace. 
And  woods  and  mountains  fill  its  wide  embrace  : 
Beyond  the  Cretan  (haft,  it  reach'd  the  plain  ; 
As  far  before,  as  now  a  lliepherd  fwain, 
Hurl'd  from  a  (ling,  the  founding  flint  can  throw, 
from  his  young  charge,  to  drive  the  deadly  crow. 

Oilean  Ajax  next  the  weapon  claim'd. 
For  (kill  above  the  reft,  and  pradlice  fam'd  ; 
But  Phoebus,  chief  and  patron  of  the  art. 
Retarded  in  its  flight  the  winged  dart : 
For,  nor  by  prayers,  nor  holy  vows,  he  ftrove, 
Of  grateful  facrifice,  the  god  to  move. 
Downwards  he  turn'd  it,  where  a  cedar  fair 
Had  (hot  its  fpiring  top  aloft  in  air  ; 
Caught  in  a  bough  the  quiv'ring  weapon  ftood, 
Nor  forc'd  a  paluige  through  the  clofing  wood. 

Ajax  the  next  appear'd  upon  the  plain, 
W  ith  ftrength  untaught,  and  emulous  in  vain  ; 
With  finewy  arms  the  folid  yew  he  bends ; 
Near  and  more  near  approach  the  doubling  ends  : 
The  arrow  fprung ;  but  erring  took  its  way, 
Far  to  the  left,  where  oozy  marfhes  lay. 
And  groves  of  reeds;  where  flow  Ifmenus  ftrays. 
And  winds,  through  thickets  green,  his  wat'ry 

maze. 
Abalh'd  the  youth,  with  painful  fteps,  retires; 
And  now  UlylTes  to  the  prize  alpires. 

In  filence  thus  the  prudent  warrior  pray'd, 
And,  in  his  heart,  addreffed  the  martial  maid  : 
Great  queen  of  arts  !  on  thee  my  hopes  depend ; 
With  favour  to  thy  fuppliant's  fuit,  attend  ! 
By  thee  my  infant  arms  were  taught  to  throw 
The  dart  with  certain  aim,  and  bend  the  bow: 
Oft  on  my  little  hands,  immortal  maid  ! 
To  guide  the  (haft,  thy  mighty  hands  were  laid : 
Nov/,  goddefs,  aid  me,  while  I  ftrive  for  fame  ; 
Wing  the  fwift  weapon,  and  aflert  my  claim. 
He  pray'd  .  the  goddefs,  at  his  fuit,  defcends  ; 
And  prefent  from  th'  Olympian  courts  attends. 
With  force  divine  his  manly  limbs  (he  ftrung, 
The  bow  he  ftrain'd  :  the  ftarting  arrow  fung  ; 
As  when  the  fire  of  gods,  with  wrathful  hand, 
Drives  the  fwift  lightning  and  the  forked  brand, 
To  wafte  the  labours  of  the  careful  fwains, 
Confume  the  mountain  flocks,  or  fcorcli  the  plains; 
With  ludden  glare  appears  the  fiery  ray ; 
No   thouy-ht  can  trace   it  through  th'  ethereal 

way  : 
So  fwift  thy  winged  (haft,  UlylTes  !  flew. 
Nor  could  the  following  eye  its  fpeed  purfue. 
The  flight  of  Teucer's  arrow  far  furpafs'd. 
Upon  a  rural  heath  it  pitch'd  at  laft, 
I'o  Ceres  built;  where  fwains,  in  early  fpring. 
With  joy  were  wont  their  annual  gifts  to  bring; 
When  firft  to  view,  above  thefurio'A''d  plain. 
With  pleafing  verdure,  rofe  the  fpringin^  grain. 
Through  all  the  hoft  applauding  fliouts  refound ; 
The  hil's repeat  them,  and  the  woods  around. 

The  L  ended  bow  bold  Merion  next  alTumes, 
A  (haft  leiedts,  and  fmooths  its  purple  plumes ; 
He  plac'd  it  on  the  ftring,  and  bending  low. 
With  all  his  force  colleiSted,  ftrain'd  the  bow. 
Up  the  light  air  the  ftarting  arrow  fprung ; 
The  tougli  bow  crack'd ;  the  twanging  cordage 
lung-      ■ 
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Bc^'ond  the  reach  of  fight  the  weapon  drove, 
And  tow'r'd  amid  th*  ethereal  fpacc  above  : 
But  as  it  rofe,  a  heron  crofs'd  bcfon-, 
from  inland  marfhcs  (leering  to  the  Ihore; 
XJnder  the  wing  it  renchM  licr  with  a  wound  ; 
Screaming,   fhc    whccl'd,    then    tumbled   to    the 

ground. 
And  thus  the  youth  :   llhiflrious  chiefs !   I  claim, 
If  not  the  pri^e,  at  icaft  fuperior  fame  : 
llngovern  d  Itrcngth  alone  the  tirrow  fends ; 
To  hit  the  mark,  the  fhooter's  art  commends. 
Ifi  mirthful  mood  the  hero  thus  addrcfs'd  ; 
And  all  their  tavour  and  applaufe  cxpiefs'd. 

I'lyflei!  take  the  bow,  Atride^  cries, 
The  lilver  bowl,  brave 'I'eucer  !  be  tiiy  prize. 
In  ev'ry  art,  my  friends  !  you  all  excel ; 
And  each  defirvts  a  prize  for  fluioting  well : 
/or  though  thr  firft  rewards  the  vidlor's  claim, 
f  liory  yc  merit  all,  and  lafting  .''ame. 
lie  faid  ;  and  pond'ring  in  his  grateful  mind, 
Dillinguifli'd  honours  for  the  dead  delign'd. 

W;irriors  of  Greece,  and  valiant  aids  from  far. 
Our  firm  aflbciates  in  the  works  of  war  ! 
Here  fiom  a  rock  the  Theban  ftrcam  defccnds, 
And  to  a  lake  its  Clver  current  fends ; 
"U'hofe  furfacc  fmooth,  unruffled  by  the  breeze, 
The  hills  inverted  Ihows  and  do\\nward  trees: 
Ye  daring  youths  !  whofe  manly  linibs  divide 
The  mountain  furge,  and  brave  the  rulhing  tide  ; 
Allyc,  whom  hopes  of  vidlory  infpirc, 
JStand  forth  diftinj^uifh'd  ;  let  the  crowd  retire. 
This  coftly  armour  fliall  the  youth  obtain. 
Who  comes  viiftorious  from  the  wat'ry  plain; 
That  ifland  compafs'd,  where  the  poplar  grows. 
And  in  the  lake  its  wav'ring  image  fhows, 
Who  meafuring  back  the  liquid  fpace,  before 
His  rivals,  fhall  regain  the  flow'ry  fliorc. 
'I'his  golden  bowl  is  fix'd  the  fecond  prize, 
r.fteem'd  alike  for  fafhion  and  for  fize. 

The  hero  thus  :  with  thirft  of  glory  fir'd, 
Crete's  valiant  monarch  to  the  prize  afpir'd  ; 
With  Sparta's  younger  chief  ;  Ulyfres  came; 
And  brave  Clearchus  emulous  of  fame, 
A  wealthy  warrior  from  the  Samian  fhore, 
In  cattle  rich,  and  heaps  of  precious  ore  : 
lliflinguifh'd  in  the  midft  the  heroes  Rood, 
En^er  to  plunge  into  the  fhining  flood. 

His  brother's  ardour  purpos'd  to  retrain, 
A'! ides  llrove,  and  counkll'd  thus  in  vain  : 
I'lliil,  my  brother!  flnm  th"  unequal  ftrife  ; 
lor  late  you  Uood  upon  the  verge  of  life  : 
No  mortal  man  his  vigour  can  retain, 
Wiien  flowing  wounds  have  cmpty'd  ev'ry  vein. 
If  now  you  perifli  in  the  wat'ry  way, 
CJricf  upon  grief  fhall  cloud  this  mournful  day: 
l)efifl,  refpuft  my  counfcl,  and  be  wife  ; 
5icme  other  Spartan 'in  your  place  will  rife. 
To  change  hi .  bnnher's  purpole,  tl'.us  he  try'd ; 
JJut  nothing  mov'd:   the  gen'rous  youth  rcj'ly'd: 
Urothcr  !  in  vain  you  urge  me  to  forbear, 
From  love  and  fond  afl'eiffion  prompt  to  fear  ; 
lor  firm,  as  e'er  before,  my  limbs  remain, 
'jo  dafh  tlic  fluid  waves,  or  fcour  the  plain. 

He  faid,  and  went  before.     The  heroes  move 
To  the  dark  covert  of  a  neighb'ritig  grove  ; 
Vv'hich  to  the  bank  its  fliady  walk  extends, 
\\^6(c  uiioing  with  the  Idkc  2  riv'lct  cuds. 
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Prompt  to  contend,  their  purple  robes  they  l.wfo 
Their  figur'd  veft*  and  gold  cmbroidti'd  (hoes  ; 
And  through  the  grove  defcending  to  the  (Iraud, 
Along  the  rtow'iy  bank  in  order  Itand. 
As  when,  in  fome  fair  temple's  facred  fhrinc, 
A  flaiuc  (lands,  cxjircfs'd  by  (kill  divine, 
.\pi)llo'b  or  tl;e  herald  powr'x,  who  brings 
Jove's  miglity  mandates  on  his  airy  wings ; 
I'he  form  majellic  awes  the  bending  crowd  : 
In  port  and  (taturc  fudi,  the  heroes  flood. 

.Starting  at  once,  with  equal  ftrokes,  they  fweep 
The  fmccjth  expanfe,  ajid  (hoot  into  the  deep; 
'i'lie  Cretan  chief,  exerting  all  his  force, 
His  rivals  far  furpafs'd,  and  led  the  courfe ; 
Ikhind  -A.trides,  emulous  of  fame  ; 
Clearchus  next,  and  lafl  L'lyfTescame. 
And  now  tiiey  meafnr'd  b.ick  the  wat'ry  fpace. 
And  faw  from  far  the  limits  of  the  r?.cc. 
Uly(reb  then  with  thirft  of  glory  fir'd. 
The  Samian  left,  and  to  the  prize  alpir'd  ; 
Who,  emulous,  and  dreading  to  be  latt. 
With  equal  fp'  ed  the  Spartan  hero  pafs'd. 
Alarm'd,  the  Cretan  monarch  ftrove,  with  pain, 
His  doubtful  hopes  of  conquefl  to  maintain  ; 
Kxertiiig  ev'ry  nerve,  his  limb:  he  ply'd. 
And  wiihing,  from  afar  the  fhore  defcry'd  : 
For  near  and  nearer  flill  Ulyffes  prell ; 
The  waves  he  felt  rebounding  from  his  brcaft. 
With  equal  zeal  for  viiflory  they  flrovc; 
When,  glidding  fuddeii  from  the  roofs  of  Jove, 
Pallas  approach'd  ;  behind  a  cloud  conce.ll'd, 
Ulyffes  only  law  her  form  reveal'd. 
Majeflic  by  the  hero's  fide  fhc  ftood  ; 
Her  fhining  fandals  prefs'd  the  trembling  flood. 
She  v.hifj)er'd  foft,  ac  when  the  weflern  breeze 
Stirs  the  thick  reeds,  or  fhakes  the  milling  trees; 
Still  fhall  thy  fuul,  with  endlefs  thirll  of  fame, 
Afpire  to  viclory,  in  ev'ry  game. 
The  honours,  which  fmm  bones  and  finews  rifcj 
Are  lightly  valu'd  by  the  good  and  wife: 
To  envy  flill  they  roufc   the  human  kind  ; 
And  oft,  than  courted,  better  far  dcclin'd. 
To  brave  Idomeneus  yield  the  race  ; 
Contented  to  obtain  the  fecond  place. 
'I'he  goddefs  thus:   while  ftretching  to  the  land. 
With  joy  the  Cretan  chief  approach'd  the  ftrand  ; 
Ulyffes  next  arriv'd  ;  and,  ("pent  with  toil, 
Tlie  weary  Samian  grafp'd  the  welcome  foil. 

But  far  iieh'i'.d  the  .Spartan  warrior  lay, 
Fatigu'd,  and  fainting,  in  the  wat'ry  war. 
Thrice   llniggling,    from  the  lake,  his  head  he 

rear'd  ; 
And  thrice,  imploring  aid,  his  voice  was  heard. 
'J'he  Cretan  monarch  hafles  the  youth  to  favc. 
And  khacus  again  divides  the  wave  ; 
Wi-h  force  renew'd  their  manly  linibs  they  ply ; 
And  from  their  brcalU  the  whit'ning  billows  Ify. 
Full  in  the  midd  a  rocky  ifle  divides 
The  liquid  fpace,  and  parts  the  filvcr  tides; 
Once  cultivated,  now  with  thickets  green 
O'erfpread,  two  hillocks,  and  a  vale  between. 
Here  dwelt  an  aged  fwain  ;  his  cottage  ftood 
Under  the  cliffs,  cncrmpafs'd  by  a  wood. 
From  poverty  fccurc,  he  heard  afar. 
In  peace  profound,  the  tumults  of  the  war. 
Mending  a  net  before  his  rural  gate, 
Frcni  other  toils  repos'd  the  pcalaut  fat  ; 
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When  firft  the  voice  of  Menelaiis  came, 
By  ev'ning  breezes  wafted  from  the  llream, 
Haft'ning;,  his  fkiflf  he  loos'd,  and  fpread  tlie  fail ; 
fjome  prefent  god  fupply'd  a  profp'rous  gale  : 
For  as  the  Spartan  chief,  with  toil  fubdu'd, 
Hopclefs  of  life,  was  finkinsj  in  the  flood  ; 
The  fwain  approach'd,  and  in  his  barge  receiv'd 
Him  fafe  from  danger  imminent  retriev'd. 

Upon  a  willow's  trunk  'i'herfites  fat, 
Contempt  and  laughter  fated  to  create. 
Where,  bending  from  a  hollow  bank  it  hung, 
And  rooted  to  the  mould'ring  furface  clung; 
He  faw  At!  ides  fafe  ;  and  thus  aloud, 
With  leer  malign,  aridrefs'd  the  lift'ning  crowd. 
Here  on  the  flow'ry  turf  a  hearih  fhall  fland; 
A  hecatomb  the  fav'ring  gods  demand, 
Who  fav'd  Atrides  in  this  dire  debate, 
Andjnatch'd  the  hero  from  the  jaws  of  fate  : 
Without  his  aid  we  all  might  quit  the  field  ; 
Ulylfes,  Ajax,  and  I'ydides,  yield: 
His  mighty  arm  alone  the  hoft  defends. 
But  dire  difafter  llill  the  chief  attends : 
Ijaft  fun  beheld  him  vanquifh'd  on  the  plain  ; 
Then  warriors  fav'd  him,  now  a  fhepherd  fwain, 
I)efend  him  {fill  from  perfccuting  fate  ! 
ProtecS;  the  hero  who  proteins  the  flate  ; 
in  martial  conflicts  watch  with  prudent  fear, 
And,  when  he  fwims,  let  help  be  always  near  ! 
He  faid;  and,  fcorn  and  laughter  to  excite, 
His  features  foul  he  writh'd,  with  envious  fpite. 
Smiling    contempt  ;     and    pleas'd    his    ranc'rous 

heart 
With  aiming  thus  oblique  a  venom'd  dart. 
But  joy'd  not  long  ;  for  loon  the  faithlefs  wood, 
Stiain'd  from  the  root,  refign'd  him  to  the  flood. 
Plunging  and  fputt'ring  as  his  arms  he  fpread, 
A  load  of  foil  came  thund'ring  on  his  head, 
Slipt  from  the  bank ;    along  the  winding  fhore, 
With  laughter  loud  he  heard  the  echoes  roar, 
When  from  the  lake  his  trooked  form  he  rear'd, 
With  horror  pale,  wl'h  blotting  clay  befmear'd; 
Then  clamb'ring  by  the  trunk,  in  fad  difmay. 
Which  half  immers'd  with  all  its  branches  lay. 
Confounded,  to  the  tents  he  fkulk'd  along, 
Amid  the  fhouts  and.infults  of  the  throng. 

Now  cloth' d  in  public  view  the  heroes  fland. 
With  fceptres  grac'd  the  enfigns  of  command. 
The  Cretan  monarch,  as  his  prij^e,  affumes 
The  polifli'd  helm.et,  crown'd  with  waving  plumes, 
The  filvcr  mail,  the  buckler's  weighty  lound, 
Th'  embroidcr'd  belt,  with  golden  buckles  bound. 
The  fecond  prize  Laertes'  fon  receiv'd. 
With  lefs  applaufe  from  multitiides  deceiv'd; 
The  firfl  he  could  have  purchas'd;  but  declin'd, 
And  yielded,  to  the  martial  maid  refign'd. 

Thus  they.      The  Thebans,    near  the  eaflern 
gate. 
Around  their  pyres  in  filcnt  forrow  wait : 
Hopelefs  and  fad  they  mourn'd  their  heroes  flain. 
The  bell  and  braveft  on  their  native  plain. 
The  king  himfelf,  in  deeper  forrow,  mourn'd ; 
With  rage  and  mingled  grief  his  boibm  burn'd. 
Tike  the  grim  lion,  when  his  offspring  flain 
He  fees,  and  round  him  drav/n  the  hunter's  train ; 
Couch'd  in  the  (hade  with  fell  intent  he  lies. 
And  glares  upon  the  foes  with  burning  eyes  : 
Such  Creon  feem'd  :   hot  indignation  drain'd 
Grief's  wat'iy  fources,  and  their  flow  reflrain'd. 


Upon  a  turret  o'er  the  gate  he  flood. 
And  faw  the  Argives,  like  a  Ihady  wood. 
Extended  wide;  and  dreading  fraud  defign'd, 
Still  to  the  plain  his  watchfut  eyes  confin'd, 
Sufpicious  from  his  hatred,  and  the  pow'r 
Of  rcftlefs  paflions,  which  his  heart  devour  : 
And  when  at  ev'n's  apjiroach  the  hoft;  retir'd. 
And  from  the  labours  of  the  day  refpir'd. 
Within  the  walls  he  drew  his  martial  pow'rs, 
And   kept  with  flrideft   watch  the    gates   ani 
tov»''rs. 
Soon  as  the  night  pofTefl  th'  ethereal  plain. 
And  o'er  the  nations  ftretch'd  her  filent  reign. 
The  guards  were  plae'd,  and  to  the  gentle  fway 
Of  flccp  fubdu'd,  the  weary  warriors  lay, 
Tydides  only  wak'd,  by  anxious  care 
Diftrafted,  llill  he  mourn'd  his  abfent  fair, 
Deeming  her  loft ;  his  flighted  counfel  mov'd 
f  .ailing  refentment,  and  the  truce  approv'd  ;  i 

Contending  paffions  Ihook  his  mighty  frame ; 
As  warring  winds  impel  the  ocean's  llream. 
When   fouth   and   call  with   mingled   rage  con- 
tend, 
And  in  a  temped  on  the  deep  defccnd : 
Now,  ilretch'd  upon  the  couch,  fupine  he  layj 
Then,  rifing  anxious,  wifli'd  the  morning  ray. 
Impatient  thus,  at  lad,  his  turbid  mind. 
By  various  counfels  varioufly  inclin'd. 
The  chief  addrell :  Or  fliall  I  now  recal 
Th'  j^itolian  warriors  from  the  Theban  wall ; 
Obey  the  warning  by  a  goddcfs  giv'n. 
Nor  flight  her  counfel  dictated  from  heav'n? 
Or  fliall  I  try,  by  one  deciding  blow. 
The  war  at  once  to  end,  and  crufh  the  foe  ? 
This  pleafes  moll ;  nor  Ihall  the  voice  of  fame 
The  daring  deed,  in  after  ages,  blame. 
No  truce  1  fwore,  but  Ihunn'd  it,  and  remov'd, 
Alone  disTenting  while  the  red  approv'd. 
Soon  as  the  morn,  with  early  light  reveal'd. 
Has  call'd  the  Theban  warriors  to  the  field; 
Againd  the  town  I'll  lead  my  martial  pow'rs. 
And  fire  with  flaming  brands  her  hated  tow'rs: 
The  bane  of  Greece,  whence  dire  debate  arofe 
To  bid  the  peaceful  nations  firfl  be  foes; 
Where  Tydeus  fell,  and  many  heroes  more, 
Banifh'd  untimely  to  the  Stygian  fhore. 
The  public  voice  of  Greece  for  vengeance  calls; 
And  fliall  applaud  the  dioke  liy  whieh  flie  falls. 
He  purpos'd  ;  but  the  gods,  who  honour  right, 
Deny'd  to  treafon  what  is  due  to  might. 

When  from  the  ead  appear'd  the  morning  fair. 
The  Theban  warriors  to  the  vv'oods  repair, 
Fearlcfs,  unarm'd  ;  with  many  a  harnefs'd  wain, 
The  woody  heights  were  crowded  and  the  plain. 
Tydides  faw;  and,  ifluing  from  his  tent. 
In  arms  complete,  to  call  his  warriors,  went. 
Their  leader's  martial  voice  the  foldiers  heard 
Each  in  his  tent,  and  at  the  call  appear'd 
In  fliining  arms.     Deiphobus  began, 
For  virtue  fam'd,  a  venerable  man. 
Him  Tydeus  lov'd  ;  and  in  his  faithful  hand 
Had  plae'd  t'ne  fceptre  of  fupreme  cemmand, 
To  rule  the  date;  when,  from  his  native  tow'rs, 
To  Thebes  the  hero  led  his  martial  pow'rs; 
His  fon,  an  infant,  to  his  care  refign'd, 
Vv^ith  fage  advice  to  form  his  tender  mind. 
The  hero  thus  :   Illudrious  chief  !  declare 
What  you  intend,  and  wliithur  point  the  war. 
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The  truce  coinmcnc'J,  you  cannot,  and  be  juft, 
The  Thcbaiis  now  adiiult,  who  Incly  trull 
To  public  laith  cngajj'd  :   uiiann'd  tluy  go 
Far  tlirough  the  woods  and  plain-],  nor  fear  a  foe. 

His  Icadci's  purpolf  thus  the  warrior  try'U  ; 
And,  inly  vcx'd,    lydidci  thus  rcply'd  : 
Father!  thy  words  from  ignorance  proceed; 
The  tnice  I  fworc  not,  nor  appro v'd  the  deed. 
The  rell  arc  boun^i,  and  therefore  muft  remain 
Ling'rinp  inadivc  on  this  hoftilc  plain  . 
The  works  of  war  abandon'd,  let  them  fticd 
Their  unavailing  forrows  o'er  the  dead: 
Or  aim  the  dart,  or  hurl  the  difk  in  air  ; 
Some  paltry  prefents  iliall  the  victor  fharc. 
Warriors  wc  cam;;,  in  nobler  ftrifes  to  dare; 
To  light  and  con<iucr  in  the  lifti>  of  war; 
To  conquer  'I'hches:   and  Jove  himlcll   ordains, 
Wi  h  wreaths  of  triumph,  to  reward  our  pains. 
Wide  to  leceive  us  iUind  the   Theban  gates; 
A  fpacious  entry,  opcn'd  by  the  fates, 
To  take  deftrucHon  in  ;  their  turrets  ftand 
Dcfcncclcfs,  and  cxpe<5l  the  ilaming  brand. 
Now  let  us  ftiatch  th'  occalion  while  we  may, 
Years  walle  in  vain,  and  perilh  by  delay. 
That  Thebes  o'crthrown,  our  tedious  toils  may 

ceafe. 
And  we  behold  our  native  walls  in  peace. 

Tydidc3  thus  :  the  ancient  warrior  burns 
With  indignation  juft,  and  thus  returns: 
O  fon  !  unworthy  of  th'  iliuftriou.-'  line 
rroni  which  you  fpring :   your  fire's  reproach  and 

mine  ! 
Did  I  e'er  teach  you  juftice  to  dilllaim ; 
And  fte;il,  by  treachery,  diflioneil  fame  ? 
The  truce  fubfifts  with  all  the  reil ;  are  we 
Alone  excepted,  uuLngag'd  and  free  .> 
Why,  warriors  !  do  i;ot  then  thcl'e  i'.ollilc  tow'rs, 
Againlt  us  lend  at  once  their  martial  pow'rs  .'' 
And  are  we  fafe  but  that  the  treaty  (lands. 
And  from  unequal  force  protetis  our  bands  ? 
In  this  our  foes  confide  ;  tlK-  dea  I  they  burn. 
And  mix  with  tears  their  alhes  in  the  urn. 
Their   tow'rs   defencelefs,    arid   their    gates  un- 

barr'd. 
Shall  we  witli  wrongs  tlieir  confidence  reward  ? 
No  ;  thou^-^h  each  warrior  of  this  num'rous  band 
Should  yield  to  execute  wlrit  yon  command  ; 
Yet  would  not  I,  obedient  to  thy  will, 
Blot  my  long  labours  with  a  deed  io  ill. 
\\'h.itever  hard  or  dang'roiis  you  propofc, 
Ihough  old  and  weak,  I  (hnn  not,  nor  oppofe  : 
But  wliat  the  gods  command  us  to  forbear, 
'I'he  prudent  will  avoid,  the  bravcfl  fear. 
He  faid  ;  and  to  the  ground  his  buckler  flung; 
On  the  hard  foil  the  brazen  orbit  rung: 
The  red  approving,  dmpc  upon  the  field 
His  pond'rous  jav'lin,  each,  and  fhining  (liicld. 
'I'he  warlike  fon  of  Tydei's  flraight  teiign'd. 
To  dire  dilbrder,  all  kis  mighty  mind, 
And  fuddcn  wrath  ;  as  when  the  troubled  air, 
Fro!U  kindled  lightning  fiiines  with  fiery  glare  : 
With  fury  fo  inflam'd,  the  hero  b.irii'u, 
And  frowning  to  Deiphobus  retuni'd  ; 
I   know   thee,    wretch  I    and  mark   thy  conftant 

aim. 
To  teach  the  hofl  their  leader  thus  to  blame. 
JLong  have  I  borne  your  pride,  your  nverend  age, 
A  guardian's  nan-'.c,  lupprcfs'd  my  kindling  rage : 


But  to  proteifl  your  infolcncc,  no  itiorc 
Shall  t):cfc  a\ail.  and  fcrccu  it  as  before. 

He  faid ;  and  more  his  fury  to  provoke, 
Replying  thu«,  the  aged  warrior  fpoke  : 
Vain  youth  !  unmov'd  tliy  angry  threats  I  hear ; 
When  tyrant*  threaten,  flavci  alone  fhould  fear  : 
To  me  is  cv'ry  krvilc  part  unknown, 
To  glory  in  a  funic,  or  fear  a  frown. 
Your  mighty  lire  1  kn»  v  by  courlcl  rul'd  ; 
His  fierccll  tranfports  loocr  reafon  cool'd. 
But  wild  and  lawlefs,  like  the  flormy  wind, 
I'he  fport  of  padion,  impotent  and  blind. 
The  defp'rate  paths  of  folly  you  purfuc, 
.And  feorn  inflru(5lion  with  a  lofty  brow  : 
Vet  know,  proud  prince!  my  purpofe  1  retain, 
And  fee  thy  thrcat'ning  eye-bail'?  roll  in  vain  : 
Never,  obfequious  to  thy  mad  comrriand, 
Againfl  the  loe  I  hit  a  hollilc  hand  ; 
Till,  righteoufly  fullill'd,  the  truce  expirej 
Which  hcav'n  has  witncl's'd  and  the  facred  fires. 

He  laid  ;  and,  by  his  (harp  rejiroaches  flung, 
With  fudden  hand,  his  lance  the  hero  flung: 
Too  fure  the  aim  ;  h.s  faithful  friend  it  found, 
.Vnd  open'd  in  hn  fide  a  d«?adly  wound : 
Stagg'ring  lie  fill;  and,  on  the  verge  of  death. 
In  woi'dslike  thei'c  refign'd  his  parting  breath  : 
O  Diomed,  my  fon  !  for  thee  I  fear: 
Sure  hcav'n  is  angry,  and  its  vengeance  near: 
For  whom  the  gods  difliiiguifh  by  Uieir  hate, 
Themf'^lves  are  made  the  miriftirs  of  fate  ; 
I'or  from  their  fide,  the  deflin'd  vidlims  driTe 
Their  friends  intent  to  fuccour  and  retrieve. 
Rrc  yet  their  ven;L;eance  falls,  the  pow'rs  invoke, 
While  uainfli(rfcd  hangs  the  fatal  ilrokc; 
An.i  rule  the  tranlports  of  your  wrath,  Icfl  fear 
M.ike  found  advice  a  flranger  to  your  ear. 
."iieiking  he  dy'd ;  his  gen'rous  fpir!t  fled 
To  mix  with  heroes  in  t*'  Elylian  (hade. 

Amaz'd,  at  firfl,  th'  JEioUsw  warriors  flood  ; 
No    voice,    no    adtion,    tlirough    the    wond'ring 

c"owd ; 
Silent  they  ilood,  like  rows  of  forcft  trees, 
Wheu  Jove's  dread  thunder  quells  die  fummcr 

breeze  : 
But  foon  on  cv'ry  fide  a  tumult  rofc. 
Loud  .'sthe  ocean  whcifa  tempell  blows: 
Difcrdtrwild  the  mingling  ranks  confounds. 
The  voice  of  forrow  mix'd  with  a.ngry  founds. 
On  ev'ry  fide  againll  tlic  chief  appears 
A  brazen  bulwark,  rais'd  of  (hields  and  fpears. 
Fall  elofing  round.     But  from  his  thigh  he  drew 
His  fliining  blade,  ::nd  on  the  phalanx  flew  ; 
With  gefl.;re  fierce  the  thrcat'ning  ileel  he  u-av'd; 
B'.it  check'd  its  fury,  and  the  people  fav'd  ; 
As  the  good  flicphcrd  fpares  his  tender  flock. 
And  lightens,  when  he  flrikes,  the  failing  crook. 
The  crowd  dividing,  fliunn'd  the  hero's  ire  ; 
Astiom  a  lion's- ruge  the  fwains  retire. 
When  dreadful  o'er  the  mangled  prey  he  Aands, 
By  brandifh'd  darts  unaw'd  and  flaming  brandf. 

And  r.ov.'  the  liame  of  fuddcn  rage  fupprcll, 
Rcniorle  and  forrow  Aung  the  hero's  brcafl. 
Ditlracled  tlirough  the  fcattcring crowd  he  went, 
And  fought  the  dark  reccll'es  of  his  tent ; 
H:  entcr'd  .  but  the  menial  fervants,  bred 
T.1  wait  his  coming,  firaight  with  horror  fled. 
A  'linll  the  ground  he  dalh'd  his  Moody  dart ; 
A'ld  utter'd  thus  the  fwcllings  of  his  heart . 
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Why  fly  my  warriors  ?  why  the  menial  train. 
Who  joy'd  before  to  meet  me  from  the  plain, 
Why  fhun  they  now  their  lord's  approach,  nor 

bring, 
To  wafh  my  bloody  hands,  the  cleanfing  fpring  ? 
Too  well,  alas !  my  fatal  rage  they  know. 
To  them  more  dreadful  now  than  to  the  foe; 
No  enemy,  alas  1  this  fpear  has  ftain'd. 
With  hoftile  gore  in  glorious  battle  drain'd; 
My  guardian's  blood  it  (hows,  whofe  hoary  hairs 
Still  watch'd  my  welfare  with  a  father's  caies. 
Thou  Pow'r  fupreme  !  whofe  unrefifted  fway 
The  fates  of  men  and  mortal  things  obey  ! 
If  wife  and  good,  why  did  thy  hand  impart 
So  fierce  an  impulfe  to  this  bounding  heart  ? 
By  fury  rul'd,  and  impotent  of  mind, 
No  awe  reftrains  me,  and  no  tie  can  bind : 
Hence,  by  the  madnefs  of  my  rage  o'erthrown, 
My  father's  friend  lies  murder'd,  and  my  own. 
He  faid  ;  and,  yielding  to  his  fierce  defpair. 
With  both  his  hands  he  rent  his  rooted  hair; 
And,  where  his  locks  in  fhining  ringlets  grew, 
A  load  of  afhes  from  the  hearth  he  threw. 
Rolling  in  duft  :  but  now  around  the  flain 
His  warriors  flood,  affembled  on  the  plain ; 
For  total  infurrediion  ripe  they  flood  ; 
Their  angry  murmurs  rofe  to  tumult  loud. 
UlylTes  foon  the  dire  diforder  heard, 

'  And  prefent  to  explore  the  caufc  appear'd : 
The  hero  came,  and,  'midft  the  warriors,  found 

Deiphobus  extended  on  tlie  ground. 

A  flood  of  forrow  llartcd  to  his  eyes. 

But  foon  he  check'd  each  fymptom  of  furprife 

With  prudent  care,  while  preffing  round  the  chief 

Each  Itrove  to  fpeak  the  univerfal  grief: 
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Their  mingled  fpears  in  wild  diforder  fhook, 
Like  the  iharp  reeds  along  fome  winding  brook. 
When  through  the  ieaflefs  woods  the  north  wind 

blows. 
Parent  of  ice  and  thick  defcending  fnows  : 
Now  fell  revenge  had  bath'd  in  dreams  of  blood. 
And  pow'r  in  vain   her  defp'rate   courfe  with- 

ftood: 
But  Ithacus,  well  Ikill'd  in  ev'ry  art 
To  fix  or  change  each  purpofe  cf  the  heart, 
Their  ftern  decrees  by  loft  pcrfuafion  broke, 
And  anfw'ring,  thus  witk  prudent  purpofe  fpokei 
Warriors  !  your  gen'rous  rage  approve  I  niuft  ; 
Dire  was  the  deed,  the  purpos'd  vengeance  jull : 
But,  when  the  kings  in  full  affemblyfit, 
To  them  the  crimt  and  punilhment  commit: 
For  ru(h  procedure  wrongs  the  faireft  caufc, 
And  private  jufticc  flill  infuks  the  laws. 
Now  to  your  tents  your  fhields  and  lances  bear: 
Thefeus  expetls  us,  and  the  hour  is  near  : 
The  altars  flame,  the  priefts  in  order  {land, 
With  facrifice,  to  hallow  ev'ry  band  : 
But  to  the  covert  of  a  tent  convey, 
Sav'd  from  the  fcorching  winds  and  folar  rav, 
Thefe  dear  remains  ;  till  Thefeus  has  decreed 
Dillinguifh'd  obfequies  to  grace  the  dead. 
The  hero  thus  ;  and  from  his  Ihoulders  threw 
The  regal  cloak  of  gold,  and  fhining  blue, 
\Vhicii  o'er  the  flain  with  prudent  care  he  fprea(J, 
Mis  ghaflly  features  from  the  crowd  to  fhade. 
Thrice  to  his  eyes  a  flood  of  forrow  came  ; 
Thrice  on    the   brmk   he   check'd  the  gufhing 

flream 
In  aft  to  flow  ;  his  rifmg  fighs  fupprefl ; 
Patient  of  grief,  he  lock'd  it  in  his  breail. 
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1  o  fad  defpair  th'  .jT.tolian  chief  refign'd. 
And  dire  remorfe,  which  Itung  his  tortur'd  mind, 
From  early  dawn  in  dull;  extended  lay. 
By  all  abanden'd  till  the  fetting  ray. 
'Twas  then  Caffandra  came  ;  and,  at  the  door. 
Thrice  call'd  her  lord  :  he  flarted  from  the  floor : 
In  fullen  niaiefty  his  chair  of  (late. 
Full  in  the  midll  oppofed  to  the  g'.ite, 
The  Iiero  prefs'd  :   the  anxious  maid  drew  near, 
By  love  excited,  and  reflrain'd  by  fear  : 
Trembling  before  the  chief  (he  fliood,  and  held 
A  bowl  of  wine  with  temp'ring  mixtures  quell'd ; 
The  fragrant  juice  which  fam'd  Thcfprotia  yields, 
The  vintage  of  her  cliffs  and  funny  fields. 
And  thus  :  Dread  lord  !  rejecl  not  with  difdaia 
A  prefent  ofFer'd  by  a  humble  fwain. 
This  bowl  receive,  of  gentle  force  to  charm 
Dillrefs,  and  of  its  rigour  grief  difarm. 
Hov/  vain  to  grieve  for  ever  for  the  pafl; ! 
No  hour  recals  the  anions  of  the  laft : 
Nor  groans,  nor  fighs  nor  ftreams  of  forrow  ftied. 
From  their  long  lluniber  can  awake  the  dead. 
When  death's  llern  pow'r  his  iron  iceptre  lays 
On  the  cold  lips,  the  vital  fpirit  ftrays 
Vol.  XI, 


To  worlds  unknown  :  nor  can  the  dead  perceive 
Ihe  tears  of  friends  or  lovers  when  they  grieve. 

To  footh  his  paflion,  thus  the  virgin  try'd ; 
With  wonder  thus  th'  .ffitoliari  chief  reply'd  .: 
Say  who  you  are,  who  thus  approach  my  feat, 
Unaw'd  by  good  Deiphobus's  fate  ? 
When  all  avoid  my  prefence,  nor  appear, 
By  indignation  baniih'd,  or  by  fear.  , 

What  is  thy  name  ?  what  deed  of  mine  could  biii^ 
To  friendfliip  fo  iinchang'd  thy  conilaht  mind; 
rftill  to  furvive  the  horror  of  a  crime, 
Whofe  colour  blots  the  regifters  of  time  ? 

The  hero  thus :   Cailancira  thus  replies  . 
Iphicles  ismy  mme  ;  my  country  lies      •   • 
Where  Antirrihum's  rocky  fhores  divide. 
Extended  in  the  deep  th'  Ionian  tide. 
There  dwells  my  fire,  poffefi;  of  ample  flor^. 
In  flocks  and  herds,  and  gold's  refulgent  ore, 
Oeneus  his  name  :  his  vclTels  on  the  main. 
From  rich  Hefperia  waft  him  yearly  gain. 
And  that  fam'd  land,  whofe  promontories  run- 
Far  to  the  weft,  beneath  the  letting  iun  ; 
Where  ev'ry  cliiT  wit'n  veins  of  filver  gleams, 
And  funds  of  gold  lie  glitt'ring  in  the  ftreanis, 
C 
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In  Hymrn'i.  ricrcJ  ties  two  fon»  he  hrcJ, 
Mc,  anJ  my  vuiiant  brother  Lycoiiu-d. 
'J'jic  youngcfl  I.  >vas  cJiarnj'J  his  ilocks  to  keep  : 
l^Iy  brother  rul'd  hi>  j;alkys  on  tin-  d.cp. 
Once  as  he  Iclt  Iberia's  wealthy  fhorc, 
XV'iih  Uittic  fleeces  fratiL'iit  and  precious  ore  ; 
I'hctnician  pirarts  waited  on  the  ftmnd, 
\S'lierc  l.igh  I'.icliyniis  (Irrtches  from  t!>c  land  ; 
Jn  tli.it  famd  ifle  wlierc  ^'tna  lifts  his  fpircs, 
W'itli  finokc   obfcurc,   and  blows  his  fulph'rous 

fires. 
Btrhind  the  cliiTi.  conccal'd,  the  trc.ich'rous  band 
Waited  the  Greeks,  dcfceiiding  on  the  ftrand  : 
My  brother  there  with  twenty  youths  tlu-y  flew; 
Tin  ir  I'udden  arrows  from  an  ambufh  fle'w. 
l):r;  was  the  deed:   and  ilill  my  forrows  flrcam, 
^Vhcnl.■'t^  that  argument  of  woe  I  name, 
And  grief  prevails  ;  but  in  your  prefencc  mod ; 
You  Rill  recal  the  brother  w  horn  1  loft  : 
r'orfuth  he  was  in  lineaments  of  face, 
In  martial  ft.iuire,  and  majeflic  grace  ; 
Though  k•f^.  in  all;  in  forjn  inferior  far; 
And  Hill,  though  valiant,  lefs  in  works  of  war. 
Hence,  deeply  rooted  in  my  conftant  heart. 
You  challenge,  as  your  own,  a  brother's  part ; 
And  I  aUinc.of  all  the  boft,  remain 
To  Ihare  your  grief  and  fiilTer  in  your  pain. 

Thu>  by  an  artful  talc,  the  virgin  ftrove 
To  fliiin  difcov'ry,  and  conceal  her  love. 
Yet  ftill  her  looks,  her  gefturcs,  all  exprefs'd 
The  maid  ;  her  love  in  bluihes  flood  confefs'd. 
Ty<it3es  faw;  and  quickly,  to  his  thought, 
Each  cir>.-umllancc  tiie  fair  CalTandra  brought. 
.Silent  he  fat ;  and  fix'd  in  deep  furprifc. 
Her  fliifh-ng  features  mark'd  and  downcaft  eyes. 
He  thu-i  reply'd  :  The  native  truth  reveal, 
And,  what  1  afk  you,  hope  not  to  conceal. 
Or  fliall  I  credit  what  you  now  have  laid, 
Oeneiis  your  lire,  your  brother  Lycomed  ? 
Or  art  thou  fhc,  whofc  beauty  firft  did  move, 
Within  my  peaceful  breaft,  the  rage  of  love  ? 
With  look  and  voice  feverc  the  hero  fpoke. 
Aw'd  and  abafli'd,  the  confcious  virgin  fhook  ; 
She  dropt  the  filvcr  goblet  on  the  ground  ; 
The  fragrant  liquor  drench'd  the  pavement  round. 
An<i  thusTydides  with  a  frown  addrcfs'd  : 
'l"hy  art  is  ufelt.fs,  and  tbe  truth  confefs"d; 
Nor  carj  that  fair  di.'guife  of  martial  arms, 
.■\nd  male  attire,  conrea)  thy  fatal  charms. 
Thofc  eyt!  I  fee,  whole  foft  enchantment  flolc 
Jvly  peace, and  (liri'd  a  tempeft  in  my  foul: 
I3y  their  mild  fight,  in  innocence  array'd. 
To  g«ilty  madnefs  wa«  my  heart  bctrayd. 
Deiphobus  is  dead  ;  liis  mournful  ghoft, 
I.imcnting,  wanders  on  th.e  Stygi:«n  coad, 
And  blames  my  wrath.    Oh  !  that  the  fun  which 

U»vc 
3,ight  to  thy  birth,  I:ad  fct  upon  tliy  grnvc  ; 
And  he  had  liv'd  !  now  lifcltfs  on  the  plain 
A  corfe  he  lies,  and  number 'd  with  the  (lain. 

The  1>ero  ended  thi]? ;  with  melting  eye, 
'J'hc  virgin  lurn'd,  unable  to  reply. 
In  forrow  graceful,  a'?  the  queen  of  love 
"VVho  mou'-n'd  Adonis  in  the  Syrian  grove, 
Oonfouuded  and  abafli'd,  fhe  left  th'j  tent, 
A'ld  through  the  hofl  in  filcnt  anguifli  went, 
Jar  to  the  left ;  where,  in  a  bmcly  wood, 
'1  'J  Ceres  built,  a  rural  temple  ftood; 


By  fwains  frcqrc:ucd  once,  but  now  the  place 
I'nfightly  fljrubs  o'crfprcad  and  weeds  diigrace* 
Thither  CafTandra  went ;  and  at  the  (hrine. 
With  fuppliaut  voice  addrcfs'd  the  pow'r  divine: 
Hc^r  mc,  dread  genius  of  this  facrcd  grove  ! 
Let  my  complaint-  thy  fov'reign  pity  move; 
To  ffik  the  Iricndly  (belter  of  thy  dome, 
\\  ith  heart  unftain'd,  and  guililcfs  hands,  I  come: 
]<ove  i.i  my  crime  ;  and,  in  thy  rural  feat, 
I'rom  infamy  1  feek  a  fafe  retreat. 
By  blame  uimuritcd,  and  cold  ncgkifl, 
Baiiilli'd  1  come  ;  receive  mc,  and  protefl  ! 
She  pray'd  ;  and,  cnt'ring,  'gainft  a  pillar  ftaiii 
Her  laiicc,  and  on  the  door  her  armour  laid. 
Tiun  falling  proftrate  pour'd  a  flood  of  tears, 
With  prefetit  ills  opprefs'd,  and  future  fears. 

'  i  was  ihtii  the  herald  of  the  queen  of  love, 
Zelc'typc,  dofcended  it)  the  grove. 
By  Venus  fent  ;  but  flill  her  counfcls  fail'd  ; 
And  Pallas  with  fuperior  fway  prevail'd  : 
J'he  phantom  enter'd,  and  alTum'd  a  form. 
Pale  a^  the  moon  appearing  through  a  ftorm  ; 
In  Amyclca's  fliape  difgiiis'd  ftie  came; 
'I'he  fame  her  afpt.(£l,and  her  voice  the  fame. 
Caifandra  faw  ;  a  fudden  horror  froze 
Her  veins ;  erecl  her  parted  locks  arofe, 
Stirr'd  from  the  root  :   impatient  thus  the  maid. 
With  trembling  lips,  in  fault'ring  accents,  faid  : 
My  lov'd,  my  honour'd  parent !   have  my  groans. 
Prom   death's   deep  dumber,   rous'd    thy    facrcd 

bones : 
I  hop'd  that  nothing  could  your  peace  moleft. 
Nor  mortal  cares  diflurb  eternal  refl ; 
'Ihat,  fafc  for  ever  on  th'  Klyfian  fliore, 
Yoti  heard  of  human  mifcry  no  more. 

Caifandra  thus:   and  thus  the  Paphian  maid: 
Yoi:r  gen'rous  love,  my  child,  is  ill  repaid; 
Your  griefs  I  feel,  and  bear  a  parent's  part, 
Though   blood    no   more    returns   to   warm  my 

heart ; 
And  that,  which  firft  your  mortal  being  bred, 
'i'o  duft  lies  mould'riiig,  in  its  earthy  bed. 
To  Calydon,  tiiy  child,  with  fpced  return  ; 
Your  father  grieves,  your  gay  companions  mourn ; 
He  deems  you  loH,  and  dcfp'iate  of  his  ftate, 
By  grief  fubdu'd,  invokes  his  ling'ring  fate  : 
Inci-fr.i.nt  tears  bedew  his  wrinkled  face. 
And  afhes  foul  his  hoary  locks  difgracc. 
Return,  return  !  nor  let  misjudging  pride', 
With  further  errors,  flrive  the  pad  to  hide. 
Pactum,  once  more  to  blcfs  his  aged  eyes, 
Or.  by  your  guilty  day  a  parent  dies. 

Sh.e  ended  thus.    Her  arms  Can"andra  fpread 
To  fold,  in  dole  embrace,  the  parting  fhade; 
In  vain;   for,  darting  from  her  grafp,  it  flew. 
And,  gliding   through    the   fliady    walks,    with- 
drew. 
The  virgin  now  awaits  the  rifing  morn, 
W'ith  purpofe  fi-.'d  impatient  to  return  : 
And  when,  through  broken  clouds,  a  glimm'ring 

ray 
Of  early  dawn  foretold  approaching  day  ; 
The  fpcar  die  grafp'd,  and  on  her  tnnples  plac'd 
The  golden  cafqUe,  with  various  plumage  grac'd; 
Tydidcs'  gift ;  when  in  the  ranks  of  fight     • 
The  brave  Clytandcf  funk  beneath  his  might. 
The  gods  die  call'd  ;  and,  bending  to  the  ground^ 
Their  aid  invok'd  with  revticncc  profound. 
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Then  left  the  dome  ;  a»d  where  Ifmenus  (Irays, 
iVinding  through  thickefl  woods  his  wat'ry  mase, 
-ler  way  piirfu'd;  a  hoftile  band  drew  near; 

heir  tread  flie  heard,  and  faw  their  armour  clear, 
!;hief  otthe  Theban  youth;  the  herds  they  drove, 
Ind  flocks  co!!e(5ted  from  the  hills  above. 

or  thus  the  Faphian  goddefs  had  betray'd, 
To  hands  of  cruel  foes,  the  guiltlefs  maid. 

By  fudden  terror  check'd,  at  firfl  flie  flood  ; 
^hen  turn'd,  and  fought  the  covert  of  the  wood  j 
Jor  fo  efcap'd  :   her  glitt'ring  armour  flione, 
'he  flarry  helmet,  and  the  lofty  cone, 
uU  to  the  glowing  eaft. ;  its  golden  rays 
ler  winding  flight  betray'd  through  all  its  maze 
'he  TJiebans  faw  ;  and,  rufhing  'midft  the  fhade 
4''ith  fliouts   of  triumph,    feiz'd    the   trembhro- 

maid. 

.maz'd  and  pale,  before  the  hoflile  band, 
he  flood;  and  dropp'd  the  jav'lin  from  her  hand: 

fpare  my  life  !  flie  cry'd,  nor  weahh,  nor  fame 
o  purchafe  in  the  works  of  war,  I  came. 

0  hate  to  you  I  bear,  or  Creon's  fway, 

'hole  fov'reign  will  the  ions  of  Thebes  obey  : 
[e,  haplefs  frieiidfhip  hither  led,  to  fliare, 
''ith  Diomed,  the  dangers  of  the  war. 
low  return  and  quit  the  martial  ftrife, 
ly  fire  to  fuccour  on  the  verge  of  life  ; 
'ho  crufh'd  beneath  a  load  of  forrow  bends, 
ad  to  the  grave,  with  painful  fleps,  defcends. 
It  if  the  plea  of  pity  you  rejetfl, 
he  flronger  ties  of  equity  refpcd  : 
truce  we  fwore;  Jove witnciTes  the  deed; 

1  him  who  breaks  it,  vengeance  will  fucceed. 
Thus  as  the  virgin  fpoke,  Phericles  ey'd 

le  arms  fhe  wore  ;  and  f!:ern!y  thus  reply'd: 

-fated  wretch!   that  panoply  to  wear: 

ic  fame  my  brother  once  in  fight  did  bear; 

horn  fierce  Tydides,  with  fuperior  might, 

erthrew,  and  vanquifli'd  in  the  ranks  of  fight. 

with  his  foe  my  brother's  fpoils  you  fliar'd, 

mark  of  love,  or  merited  reward  ; 

epare  to  yield  them  and  refign  thy  breath ; 

)  vengeance  due  :   Clytander  claims  thy  death. 

Frowning   he    fpoke,    and    drew   his    fhining 
blade ; 

neath  the  lifted  fleel,  th'  unhappy  maid 
Unfounded  floop'd  :   Mencetius  caught  the  ftroke 
li  his  broad  fliield  ;  and,  interpofing,  fpoke: 
lave  youth!   refpccl  my  cotinfel,  and  fufpend 

e  fudden  vengeance  which  you  now  intend. 
]ie  chiefs  of  Thebes,  the  rulers  of  the  ftate, 
I  full  alTembly,  at  t'le  Cadmean  gate, 
monument  for  great  Leonhron  rear; 

s  name,  atchievements,  and  defccnt  to  bear. 

ither  let  this  devoted  youth  be  led, 
t:  off"'ring  grateful  to  the  hero's  fliade  :      ' 

r  fliall  Clytander  lefs  the  deed  approve  ; 

friendly  zeal  applaud,  and  feel  our  love  ; 
!aen  f  me  fhall  tell,  in  Pluto's  gloomy  reign, 

w  flern  Tydides  mourns  this  warrior  flain. 
i  us  ignorantly  they;  i)or  knfw  the  peace 
_  happy  patriots,  wheri  their  labours  ceafe  ; 
Jat  f^U  revenge  and  life  confuming  hate 
lid  no  admittance  to  moleft  their  ftate. 

--^nd  now  they  led  the  captive  crofs  the  plain  ; 

irce  could  her  trembling  knees  their  load  fuf- 
tain; 
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Thrice  had  her  fault'ring  tongue  her  fex  reveal'd. 
But  confcious  fliame  oppos'd  it  and  conceal'd. 
Their  monarch  at  the  Cadmean  gate  they  found. 
In  mournful  flate,  with  all  his  peers  around. 
Oblations  to  Leophron's  m'ghty  ihade. 
In  honey,  milk,  and  fragrant  wines  they  paid. 
And  thus  Lycaon's  fon  adJrefs'd  the  king: 
A  grateful  offering  to  your  rites  we  bring. 
'J'his  youth,  the  friend  of  Diomed,  we  found 
Clad  in  the  armour  which  Clyt:inder  own'd ; 
iMy  bnnher's  fpoils,  by  Diomed  poffefs'd. 
When  his  keen  jav'lin  pierc'd  tke  hero's  breaft. 
Soon  had  my  rage  the  hoflile  deed  repaid, 
With  vengeance  grateful  to  his  kindred  fliade ; 
But  public  griefs  the  firrt:  atonements  claim, 
And  he  oes  of  a  more  diHinguilli'd  name. 
Leophron,  once  his  country's  pride  and  boafl  ; 
^Indremon  too,  t!ie  bulwark  of  the  hofl:. 
His  blood   demands;  for  when  th.ir   fouls  fhall 

know 
The  fweet  revenge,  in  Pluto's  fliades  below, 
Pleas'd  with  our  zeal,  will  each  illuflrious  ghofl:. 
With  lighter  footfteps,  prefsth'  Elyfian  coafl:. 

He  fpoke  ;  the  princes  all  at  once  incline  ; 
The  reft,  with  flioits,  applaud  the  dire  dcfign. 
An  altar  foon  of  flow'ry  turf  thiiy  raife  : 
On  ev'ry  fide  the  facred  torches  blaze 
The  bowls,  in  fhining  order,  plac'd  around  ; 
The  fatal  knife  was  whetted  fer  the  wound. 
Decreed  to  perifh, flood  the  helplefs  fair; 
IJke  fome  fof:  fawn,  when,  in  the  hunter's  fnare 
Involv'd,  fhe  fees  him  from  his  feat  anfe, 
His  brandifli'd   truncheon   dreads,  and  heare  his 

cries ; 
Silent  ftie  flands,  to  barb'rous  force  refio-n'd, 
In  anguilh  foft,  difTolv'd  her  tender  mind. 
The  priefls  in  order  ev'ry  rite  prepar'd  ; 
Her  neck  and  bofom,  for  the  blow,  they  bar'd ; 
The  helmet  loos'd,  the  buckled  mail  unbound, 
Whofe  flrining  circles  fenc'd  her  neck  around. 
Down  funk  the  fair  difguife;  and  full  to  fight 
The  virgin  flood,  with  charms  divinely  bright. 
Tlie  comely  ringlets  of  her  flov/ing  hair, 
Jiuch    as    the   wood-nymphs    wear,   and   naiads 

fair. 
Hung  loofe  ;  her  middle  by  a  zone  embrac'd, 
"^Vhich  fix'd  the  floating  garment  round  her  walfi. 
"^''enus  herfelf  divine  effulgence  ftied 
O'er  all  her  ftature,  and  her  lovely  head  ; 
Such  as  in  fpring  the  colour'd  bloilbms  fhow, 
When  on  their  op'ning  leaves  the  zephyrs  blow  : 
Amazement  feiz'd  the  chiefs;  and  all  around. 
With  murmurs  niix'd  the  wond'ring  crowds  re- 
found. 
Moll  vote  to  fpare  :  the  angry  monai  ch  cries ; 
Ye  miniflers,  proceed  !  the  captive  dies. 
Siiall  any  here,  by  weak  compaflioR  mov'd, 
A  captive  fpare'by  flern  Tydides  lov'd  ? 
The  fcQv.rge  of  Thebes,  whofe   wide-deftroying 

hand 
Has  thinn'd  onr  armies  in  their  native  land, 
And  flain  my  fon  ;  by  all  the  gods  I  fwear, 
Whofe  names  to  cite  in  vain,  the  nations  fear, 
That  Kone  he  loves,  fhall  ever  'i'cape  my  rage  ; 
The  vulgar  plea  1  fcorn,  of  fex.  or  age. 
Ev'n  flic,  who  novvf  appears  with  '.v'ry  Trace 
Adorn 'dj  each  charm  of  flature  and  of  facej 

Cij 
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Ev'n  though  from  Venus  Jhc  could  cluim  the  prize, 
Her  life  to  vingcancc  forfcitccJ,  Ihc  dies. 

Sternly  the  nioiiurcii  c  iidcd.     All  were  ft  ill, 
Vith  mute  lubm-dion  to  tlic  fnv'rcij^n  will. 
Lycaon'.i  v.iliuiu  Ion  cxapt ;  alciic 
His  gcn'ioiis  ardour  thus  oppos'J  the  throne  : 
Priad  l<iv*r<. i>;n  !  lifter,  with  a  patii  nt  ear, 
And  v.hat  I  now  fhall  oftcr,  deijin  to  hear. 
"When  firil  by  lorcc  wr  feiz'd  tl.i-.  eaptive  maid, 
'J  l>e  truce  was  vi'i.itcd,  our  faich  jjciiay'd; 
And  j'jiKee,  which,  in  war  and  peace,  prevails 
Alike,  and  weij^lr  their  du'ds  with  equal  leaks, 
Her  freidom  claims,  with  prefcnts  to  atone 
For  what  our  rage  perlidioufly  has  dene  : 
Let  us  not,  now,  to  lurther  wronpji  proceed  ; 
liut  I'ei'r  thr;  curl..-  for  perjury  decreed. 

I'luriiUs  thus:   and,  wi:h  a  Itern  regard, 
His  indij.M.ation  thus  th.-  kin^^  declar'd: 
Tain  giddy  youth  !  forbear,  with  faiftious  breath, 
To  roule  my  juftice  to  pronounce  thy  death: 
In  oppolition,  firll  of  all  you  move, 
While  others  hear  in  lilencc,  and  approve. 
Your  b<ild  prcfumption  check,  and  learn  to  dread 
Aly  von;?,eance  tluinder'd  on  your  wretched  head. 

I'rcwn-ng  he  ciuled  thus  :  his  threats  defy'd, 
"U'iih  gcii'rous  heat  Fhericles  thus  reply'd: 
Princes!  attend,  and  trufl  my  words  iincerc  ; 
The  king  I  honour,  and  his  will  revere, 
When  truth  gives  fandion  to  his  iull;  commands, 
Kor  common  right  in  oppofition  ftands  : 
Yet  gen'rous  minds  a  principle  retain, 
Which  promil'es  and  threats  attempt  in  vain, 
\Vhich  claims  dominion,  by  the  gods  imprcll, 
The  love  of  judicc  in  the  human  breaft; : 
By  this  infpir'd,  againfl  fuperior  might, 
I  rife  undaunted  in  the  caule  of  right. 
And  now,  by  all  th'  avenging  gods  I  fwcar, 
■\Vhoie  namcf ,  to  cite  in  vain,  the  nations  fear; 
That  no  bold  warrior  of  the  Theb.:n  bands. 
This  maid  ihall  violate  with  hoftilc  hands  ; 
While    thel'e   my   arms   have   force  the  lance   to 

wieUl, 
And  lift  in  her  defence  this  pond'rous  Ihield, 
Not  ev'n  the  king  himfclf,  whofc  fov'reign  fway 
The  martial  fo:is  of  I'acred  Thebes  obey. 

He  faid  :  ami,  by  his  bold  example  llr'd. 
Twelve  warrii  rs  rofe,  with  equal  zeal  infpir'd. 
With  fliining  ftecl  the  altar  they  furround. 
The  fire  now  fi;miing,  and  the  vie'-lim  erown'd. 
On  ev'ry  fule  in  wild  difordor  move 
'J'he  thick  compa6Ud  crowds;  as  when  a  grove, 
P.ock'd  by  a  fiidden  whirlwind,  bends  and  ftrains, 
Irom  right  to  left,  along  the  woodland  plains: 
I'ell  difcord  foon  had  rag'd,  in  civil  blood. 
With  wide  dcflrudion  not  to  be  withftood  ; 
For  from  his  feat  the  angry  monarch  fprmig, 
And  lifted,  lor  rhc  blow,  the  fceptre  hung  ; 
Put  'midil  the  tumult,  Clytophon  appeai'd. 
Approv'd  for  wi.'"don>,  and  with  rev'rence  heard. 
Straight,  by  the  robe,  the  furious  chief  he  feiz'd. 
And  thus,  wiih  fage  advice,  his  wrath  appeas'd  : 
Hear,  mighty  prince  !  rcfpcd  the  words  of  age. 
And  calin  the  wafteful  temneft  of  thy  rage; 
The  public  welfare  to  revenge  prefer, 
For  nations  lufTtr  when  their  lov'reignr;  err. 
ft  ill  becomes  us  now,  when  hoftile  pow'rs 
With  ftridcll  f;egc  invert  our  ftraiten'd  tow'rs ', 


It  ill  becomes  us  thus,  thils  with  civil  armi, 
To  wound  the  ftate,  and  aggravate  our  harm*. 
Hear,  all  ye  princes!  what  to  me  appears 
A  prude!:t  counfel,  wot  thy  of  jour  cars: 
Let  us  inquire,  if  in  our  hands  we  hold 
A  life  eitvem'd  by  D:onied  the  bold  : 
If,  in  his  breaft,  thofe  tender paflions  reign. 
Which  charms  like  ihtfc  mull  kindle  and  m 

tain; 
Our  mandates  freely  to  his  tent  \vc  fend, 
l-or  to  our  will  his  haughty  loul  muft  bind: 
Nor  diires  he,  whdc  the  T  heban  walls  enclofc 
A  pl<'<lge  fo  dear,  invade  us  or  oppofe; 
Dut  muft:  fubmit,  whenever  we  require. 
Or  with  his  pow'rs  to  aid  us,  or  retire. 

He  faid  ;  the  monarch  painfully  fupprefs'd 
I  lis  burning  rage,  ar.d  luck'd  it  in  his  bieaft. 
He  thus  reply'd  :    1  hy  pri:dect  words  infpirc 
Pacific  counfels,  and  fubdue  m'ne  ire  : 
But  if  in  peace  I  rul'd  the  Theban  flatc. 
Nor  hoftite^rmics  thunder'd  at  my  gate; 
'I'hey  had  not  dar'd,  with  mfolence  and  fpitc, 
My  purpofe  to  oppofe  and  (corn  my  might. 
He  faid,  and  to  h  >  feat  again  retird  ; 
\\"h:le  fuden  tranfport  ev'ry  breaft  infpir'd  ; 
Asfwains  rejoice,  v.  hen,  from  the  trounled  Ikic 
By  hree7.cs  fw.  pt,  a  gaiher'd  tempeft  flies  ; 
With  wiih'd  return  the  fun  exerts  his  beams, 
To  cheer  the  woods  and  gild  the  ftiining  flre::n- 
Meanwhile,  the  fon    of  Tydeus,  through  t! 

plain. 
With  w  ifliing  eyes  CalTandra  fought  in  vain ; 
At  ev'ry  leader  of  the  bands  inquir'd  ; 
Then,  fad  and  hopelefs,  to  his  tent  retir'd. 
'Twas  then  his  grief  the  bounds  of  filence  bro!;' 
And  thus  in  fecret  to  himfclf  he  fpoke  : 
Me  fure,  of  all  mens  fons,  the  gods  have  curs'd 
With  their  chief  plagues,  the  greateft  and   i 

worft  ; 
Doom'd  to  difaftcrs,  from  my  earlicfl  hour; 
Not  wife  to  ftiun,  nor  patient  to  endure. 
From  me  the  fource.  umiumber'd  ills  proceed 
To  all  my  friends  ;  Di'lplubus  is  dead  ! 
His  foul  e.veluded,  feiks  the  nether  ftcies, 
And  wror.g'd  Caluiudra  from  n.y  prefence  flic-. 
Me  furely,  at  my  birth,  the  gt^ds  d(  lign'd 
Their  rod  of  wrath,  to  fcourge  the  hinnan  kind  : 
For  r.aughter  form'd,  with  brutal  fury  brave, 
Promju  to  deftroy,  hut  impotent  to  fave. 
How    could    my   madnefs    blame   thee,   gcn'ro 

maid ! 
And,  with  my  crime,  thy  innocence  upbraid  ! 
Delphobus  is  fall'n  1  hut  not  by  thee  ; 
Thy  only  fault,  alas !  was  love  to  me  : 
i"or  this,  in  jdated  fteel  thy  limbs  were  drefs'd, 
A  weighty  ihi. Id  thy  tender  arm  opprefs'd  : 
i-i.r  this  thou  didll  to  hoftile  fields  repair. 
And  court  fuch  objeds  as  diftiad  the  fair  ; 
Patient  above  thy  fex  !  an  ill  reward. 
Blame  and  unjuft  reproach,  wa'  all  you  Ihar'd. 
By  my  unkiadnefs  banilh'd,  now  you  roam, 
And  leek,  through  paths  unknown,  your  difta 

home  : 
To  mountain  wolves  expos'd,  a  helplcfs  prey, 
And  men  unjuft,  more  terrible  than  they. 
Save  her,  ye  gods !  and  let  me  ftard  the  aim 
Of  Jove'e  all-dreaded  boh,  and  torching  ilamc. 


^  E  P  I  G  O  N 

hus  plaln'd  tlie  hero  till  the  fetting  ray 
W  hdrew,  and  ev'ning  fliades  expell'd  the  day  ; 
Th  n  in  his  tent,  before  his  lofty  I'eat, 
Appear'd  a  herald  from  the  Theban  ilate  ; 
The    hero's   knees,    with    trembling    hands,    he 

prefb'd, 
And  with  his  meiTage  thus  the  cliief  addrefs'd  : 
Hear,  mighty  prince  I   the  tidings  which  I  bring, 
From  Thebes  afferabied,  and  the  Tlieban  king. 
An  armed  warrior  of  your  native  train, 
At  early  dawn,  was  feiz'd  upon  the  plain. 
W^hat  others  did,  forgive,  if  I  relate  ; 
Creon  commands  me  and  the  Theban  ftate. 
A  tairer  youth,  in  martial  arms,  ne'er  came 
To  court  bright  honour  in  the  fields  of  fame. 
A  cafque  of  polilli'd  fteel  his  temples  prefs'd. 
The  golden  cone  with  various  [jlumage  drefs'd ; 
A  filver  mail  embrac'd  his  body  round, 
And  greaves  of  brafs  his  flender  ancles  bounJ  : 
To  Thebes  well-known  the  panoply  he  wore, 
The  fame,  which  once,  renown'd  Clytander  bore. 
Our  warriors  dragg'd  him  to  the  Cadmean  gate, 
Where  Creon,  with  the  rulers  of  the  itate, 
Alfembled  fat ;  the  trembling  captive  ftood, 
'  With  arms  furrounded,  and  th'  infulting  crowd. 
O  fpare  my  life  1  he  cryM,  nor  wealth  nor  fame 
To  purchafe  in  the  works  of  war,  I  came. 
No  hate  to  you,  I  bear,  or  Creon's  fway, 
'Whole  fov'reign  will  the  fons  of  Thebes  obey. 
Me  lucklefs  friendfliip  hither  led,  to  fliare, 
Witli  Diomed,  the  dangers  of  the  war. 
1 1  now  return,  and  quit  the  martial  ftrife, 
1  My  fire  to  fuccour  on  the  verge  of  life  ; 
jWhofe  feeble  age  the  prefent  aid  demands, 
I  And  kind  airiftance  of  my  filial  hands. 
His  words  inclin'd  the  wifeft  and  the  bed, 
And  fome  their  gen'rous  fympathy  cxprel's'd  : 
iBut  others,  nothing  mov'd,  his  guiltlcfs  head 
[With  threats  demanded,  to  avenge  the  dead  : 
And  thus  the  king  :   My  countrymen,  attend  \ 
lln  this,  let  all  your  loud  contention  end  ; 
[If  Diomed,  to  i'ave  this  valu'd  life, 
[The  field  abandons  and  the  martial  ftrife ;  ~ 
[The  captive  fafe,  with  prefents,  I'll  reltore. 
Of  brafs,  and  fleel,  and  gold's  refulgent  ore  : 
But  if  thefe  terms  the  haughty  chief  (hall  fiicrht. 
And  for  the  Argives  ftill  exert  his  might; 
Before  our  lieroes'  tombs,  this  youth  (hall  bleed, 
To  pleafe  the  living,  and  avenge  the  dead. 
His  fentence  all  approval ;  and  to  your  ear, 
As  public  herald,  I  the  meffage  bear; 
And  mud  your  aniwer  crave,  without  delay; 
ZIreon  and  Thebes  already  blame  my  ftay. 

Thus  as  he  I'poke,  contending  pafiions  (trove, 
irVitl)  force  oppos'd,  the  hero's  loul  to  move  ; 
^s  fliifting  winds  impel  the  ocean's  tiae, 
^nd  fway  the  reeling  waves  from  fide  to  fide  : 
<.age  di(flated  revenge  ;  but  tender  fear, 
froin  love  and  pity,  warn'd  him  to  forbear: 
Fill,  like  a  lion,  fiercer  from  his  pain, 
rhefe  wordsbroke  forth  in  wrath  and  highdifdain 
3o,  tell  your  tyrant,  that  he  tempts  a  foul, 
A'hich  prefents  cannot  win,  ncjr  threats  controul 
>Jot  form'd,  like  his,  to  mock  at  ev'ry  tic  ; 
•Vitli  perjury  to  fport,  and  he.iv'n  defy. 
\.  common  kagiie  the  Argivc  warriors  fivore, 
\tid  feal'd  the  fiicred  tie  with  wine  and  gore  : 
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My  faith  was  plighted  then,  and  ne'er  (hall  fail, 
Nor  Creon's  arts,  to  change  me.  aught  avail. 
But  tell  him  loud,  that  all  the  holt  may  hear, 
x\nd  Thebes  through  all  her  warriors  learn  to  fear; 
If  any,  from  himielf,  or  by  command. 
The  captive  violates  with  iioltile  hand  ; 
That  all  fliall  quickly  rue  the  guilty  deed, 
When,  to  requite  it,  multitudes  fliall  bl.  ed. 

Sternly  the  hero  ended,  and  refik  I'd, 
To  fierce  difortler,  all  his  mighty  mind. 
Already  in  his  thoughts,  with  vengeii.:!  hands. 
He  dealt  dtftrudioii  'midft  the  Thi-ban  bdiias, 
In  fancy  (aw  the  tott'ring  turrets  fall. 
And  led  his  warriors  o'er  the  levell'd  will, 
Rous'd  with  the  thought,   from   hia  h.gh  feat  bo 

fprung  : 
And  grafp'd  the  fvvord,  which  on  a  column  hung  ^ 
The  fliining  blade  he  balanc'd  thrice  in  air  ; 
His  lances  next  he  view'd  and  armour  fair. 
When,  hanging  'nndii:  the  coftly  panoply, 
A  fcaif  embroider'd  met  the  liero's  e)e. 
Which  fair  C^il%ndra's  fkilful  haads  had  wrought ; 
A  prefent  for  her  lord,  in  fecret  brought, 
That  day,  when  firft  he  led  his  martial  train 
In  arms  to  combat  on  the  Theban  plain. 
.4.S  fome  ftrong  charm,  v.-hich  magic  founds  com- 

pofe, 
Sufpendsa  downward  torrent  as  it  flows; 
Checks  in  the  precipice  its  headlong  cour  e^ 
And  calls  it  trembling  upwards  to  its  forurce  : 
Such  feem'd  the  robe,  which,  to  the  hero's  eyes. 
Made  the  fair  artiit  in  her  charms  to  rife. 
His  rage,  fufpended  in  its  full  career, 
To  love  refigns,  to  grief  and  tender  fear. 
Glad  would  he  now  his  former  words  revoke, 
And    change    the    purpofe   which   in    wiath    he 

fpoke  ; 
From  holtile  hands  his  captive  fair  to  gain, 
From  fate  to  fave  her,  or  the  fervile  chain : 
But  pride,  and  fliame,  the  fond  delign  fuppreft  ; 
Silent  he  (food,  and  lock'd  it  in  his  brealt. 
Yet  had  the  wary  Theban  well  divin'd. 
By  fymptoms  fure,  each  motion  of  his  mind: 
With  joy  he  faw  the  heat  of  rage  fupprefs'd  ; 
And  thus  again  his  artful  words  addrefs'd  : 
Illuftrious  prince  I   with  patience  bend  thine  ear, 
And  what  I  now  fliall  ofter,  deign  to  hear. 
Of  all  the  griefs,  diftrefsfal  mortals  prove. 
The  woes  of  friendfliip  moft  my  pity  move. 
You  much  I  pity,  and  the  youth  regret. 
Whom  you  too  rigidly  refign  to  fate  ; 
Kxpos'd,  alone,  no  hope  of  comfort  near, 
The  (corn  and  cruelty  of  foes  to  bear. 
O  that  my  timely  counfel  might  avail. 
For  love,  and  fympathy,  to  turn  the  fcale  ! 
That  Thebes  releas'd  from  thy  devouring  fworc. 
The  captive  honour'd,  and  with  gifts  reRor'd, 
We  yet  might  hope  for  peace,  and  you  again 
Enjoy  the  blefiings  of  your  native  reign. 

Infinuating  thus,  the  herald  try'd 
His  aim  to  compafs ;  and  the  chief  reply'd  : 
In  vain  you  (hive  to  fway  my  conltant  mind; 
I'll  not  depart  while  Thefeus  fliays  behind  : 
iMe  nothing  e'er,  to  change  my  faith,  fliall  move. 
By  men  atteffed,  and  the  gods  above  • 
But  finre  youT  iawlefs  tyrant  has  detain'd 
A  valu'd  hoflage,  treaclicroufly  gr.in'd  ; 
C  iij 
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And  ilire  injuflice  only  will  reftore 
\\  licii  force  comp'^N,  cr  prifTcrM  gift*  implore  : 
A  tiuce  I  gr:iiit,  till  tli?  rcvolviiifj  fun. 
Twice  ten  full  circi.it>  of  lr»  journey  iinj, 
From  the  rtd  ocean,  points  the  incniinjj  r  y, 
And  on  the  flops  of  ilarknci\  poiir>  the  d.iy  : 
Till  then,  from  fi';ht  and  council  I  Hbftain, 
Norl'-ad  my  pou'rs  to  combiii  on  the  plain  : 
For  this,  your  m^n^rch  to  my  tent  Ih.ill  fcnJ 
'Hip  c;ipti\c,  and  fiom  mjuriis  defend. 
This  prufTcr  is  my  lafl  ;   in  vain  will  prove 
All  your  attempts  my  lixed  mind  to  move  ; 
If  Thctus  accepts  it,  Itt  a  fign  diclare, 
A  darning  torch,  dilplay'd  alott  in  air, 
prom  that  high  tow'r,  whoft-  airy  top  is  known 
■py  travellers  from  afar,  and  maiks  the  town  ; 
The  fane  of  Jove  :   luU  if  they  flrall  rtjicl 
The  terms  I  fi'iul,  nor  f(;iiity  rcfpc-.-l, 
'I'hey  fi)on  (liall  feel  the  fury  ol  mine  ire, 
In  waftcful  havoc,  aid  the  rage  of  fire. 


The  hero  thus ;  and  round  his  fliouitlers  flung 
A  fliajjgy  cloak,  with  vulgar  trappings  hung  ; 
And  on  his  head  a  leathern  hcUnei  plac'd, 
A  hi)  It's  roui;h  front  with  grlfly  tc-nors  grac'J  ; 
A  fpcar  he  next  alliim'd,  ai.d  pond'rous  fliicld, 
And  led  the  Thcban,  ilfuing  to  the  field. 
Amid  ftirtouiidipg  puards  they  pafs'd  unfcen. 
Fori'ight  iiad  flretch'd  her  friendly  lliade  between 
1  iil  ne.irtr,    throujjh  the    gloom,  the   gale  tht; 

knew  ; 
Ihe  herald  entcr'd,  and  the  chief  withdrew  : 
But  turning  oft  to  Thebes  his  eager  eyes, 
The  fignalon  the  tow'r  at  lafl  he  fpies; 
A  flafnmg  torch  upon  the  top  expos'd. 
Its  ray  at  once  his  troubled  mind  conipos'd  : 
Such  ji.y  he  felt,  as  when  a  watch-tow*r*s  ligh*. 
Seen   through  the  gloom    of  fome   tetnpcltuu« 

night. 
Glads  the  wet  mariner,  aftarto  guide 
His  lab'ring  veflcl,  through  the  Itormy  tide. 


BOOK    VII. 


New  filent  niglit  the  muUllc  fpace  polTeft 

(;f  hr-aven,  or  jiAirney'd  downwards  to  the  weft  : 

But  Creon.  lt;U  uith  tbirft  of  vtiigean  e  fir'd, 

Kcpofedeclin'd,  nor  fr.  m  his  toils  rtfpir''d  j 

But  htld  his  peers  in  ci-uncil  to  debate 

Plais  for  revenge  fuggeiied  by  his  hate. 

Before  the  king  Dicnicts  appcar'd  ; 

To  fpeak  his  tidings  lad  the  hero  fear'd  ; 

Return'd  from  Octa,  tluther  fcnt  to  call 

Akidcs  to  proted  his  native  wa:l. 
And  Creon  thus :   Dieniccs!  explain 

Yourforrow  ;  are  our  hope^  of  aid  m  vain? 

Does  Hercules  negltc'l  h.s  native  foil; 

While  ll rangers  reap  the  harveft  of  his  toil  ? 

We  from  your  filence  c^tnnot  hope  luccefs; 

But  fiiriher  ills  your  falling  tears  conftlv ; 

(;!con  my  fon  ii;  dead  ;  his  fare  you  mourn  ; 

J  nniU  not  ho'  d  to  fee  his  fate  return. 

Sure  if  he  liv'd    he  had  not  come  the  laft  ; 

But  found  his  father  with  a  filial  hai-e. 

His  fate,  at  once,  declare,  you  need  not  fear, 

M  ith  any  tale  of  griel  to  wonnd  mine  ear. 

Proof  to  mi~foTtune  :   for  the  man  who  knows 

'J  he  whole  variety  of  human  woes 

Can  ftard  unmov'd  though  loan's  of  fcrrovv  prtfs; 

Pr.idis'd  to  bear,  familiar  with  diiticl's. 

The   monarch  quediun'J   thus;  and    thus   the 
youth  : 
Too  wci'  t.  y  boding  fe.ir  has  found  the  truth. 
Cleon  is  dead  ;  the  hero's  aflies  lie 
"Where  I'l  lion's  lofty  head  afcends  the  (ky. 
Tor  as,  on  Oeta's  top,  he  vainly  (irove 
To  win  the  arrows  of  the  fun  of.Jo.c  ; 
Compelling  Philocletes,  to  refign, 
'Vhr  trie  ud  of  Hercules,  his  arms  divine  ; 
'J  he  inUih  to  repel,  an  arrow  flew. 
And  f.om  his  her.rt  the  vitnl  curve-it  drew  : 
Proilnitc  he  l"unk  ;  and  welling  from  the  '.voand, 
A  flood  of  gore  impurpled  all  vhi  ground. 


Thus  fpoke  Dicnices.     The  king  fupprefl 
llis  big  diftrefs,  and  lock'd  it  in  his  bread  : 
SighJiig  he  thus  reply'd  :    1  he  caufe  dcclaie, 
vVliich  holds  the  great  Alcidesfrum  the  war;. 
•\nd  why  another  now,  the  bo<v  commands 
And  ariows  facred,  from  his  mighty  hands. 
N'or  fear  my  valiir.t  foil's  untimely  fate, 
Witli  all  its  weight  offorrow,  to  relate  : 
Ail  I  can  bear.     Againft  my  naked  head,  j 

1  lee  the  vengeance  of  the  gods  decreed  ; 
With  huftile  arms  bctet  my  tott'ring  reign  ; 
I  he  people  waited,  and  my  ciiildren  flam. 
Attempts  prove  fruitiels;  ev'ry  hope  deceives  ; 
Succelb  i:i  profpecl  dii'appoininient  gives; 
U  lih  fwift  approach,  I  lee  diiiruclion  come  ; 
But  with  a  mind  unmov'd,  I'll  mee  t  my  doom  ; 
Nor  ifaiii  this  «ar-\\orn  vifage  with  a  tear, 
lince  all  that  Heav'n  has  purpos'd.  I  can  bear.    , 
I  he  monarch  thus  his  rifing  grief  fupprefs'd  ;       I 
An.i  thus  the  peers  Dienices  addrefsd  :  i 

Princes  of  Thebes  !  and  thou,  whofe  fov'reig] 
hand 
Sways  the  dread  fceptre  of  fupreme  command  '• 
To  what  I  offer,  lend  an  equal  ear ; 
rhe  truth  I'll  fprak,  and  judge  me  when  you  hcjuj 
Jr  Cleon,  by  my  fault,  no  more  returns. 
For  whom,  her  lecond  hope,  his  country  mouraj 
No  doom  I  deprecate,  no  torture  fly. 
Which  jurtice  can  denounce,  or  rage  fupply  : 
But  if  my  innocence  appear^,  I  claim 
Yoir  crnfuie  toefcape,  and  public  blame. 

From  Marathon  by  night  our  coutfe  we  ftccr'« 
And  paA'd  Geraitus  when  the  day  appear'd ; 
Ai.dros  we  law,  with  promonfories  Iteep, 
AiVind;  and  Delos  level  with  the  deep. 
A  circuit  wide  ;  for  where  Eurfpus  roars 
Bet'veen  Euboca  and  the  Thcban  (bore?, 
rhc  Argives  h  d  difpo>.'d  their  naval  train  ; 
.\nd  prudence  taught  to  fljua  the  hoftile  plain. 
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Fcnr(fays  we  fail'd;  the  fifth  our  voyage  ends, 

Where  Octa,  floping  to  the  leu,  defcciids. 

The  vales  1  feaieh'd,  and  woody  h-ights  above, 

Guided  by  fame,  to  find  the  fon  of  Jove, 

WithCleon  only;  for  we  charg'd  the  band 

To  flay,  and  guard  our  veficl  on  the  Ibund. 

In  vain  we  fearch'd :   but  when  the  lamp  of  day 

Approdch'd  the  ocean  with  its  fetting  ray, 

A  cave  app^ar'd,  which  from  a  mountain  fleep, 

Through  a  low  valley,  look'd  into  the  deep. 

Thither  we  turu'd  our  weary  Heps,  and  found 

The  cavern  hung  with  favage  fpoils  around; 

The  wolf's  gray  fur,  the  wild  boar's  ihaggy  hide, 

The  lien's  mane,  the  panther's  ipeckled  pride : 

Thefe  figns  we  mark'd  ;  and  knew  the  rocky  feat, 

Some  folitary  hunter's  wild  retreat. 

Farther  invited  by  a  glimra'ring  ray, 

"Which  through  the  darknefs  flicd  uncertain  day. 

In  tite  receffes  of  the  cave  we  found 

The  club  of  Hercules;  and  wrapt  around, 

Which,  feen  before,  we  knew,  the  lion's  fpoils, 

The  mantle  which  he  wore  in  all  his  toils. 

Amaz'd  we  flood ;  in  filence,  each  his  mind 

To  fear  and  hope  alternately  reiign'd  : 

With  joy  we  hop'd  to  find  the  hero  near; 

The  club  and  mantle  found,  difpos'd  to  fear. 

His  force  invincible  in  tight  we  knew, 

Which  nought  of  moital  kind  could  e'er  fubdue. 

But  fear'd  Apollo's  might,  or  his  who  heaves   ' 

The  lohd  earth,  and  rules  tiieiflormy  waves. 

Pcnd'ring  we  flood,  when  on  the  roof  above, 
The  tread  of  feet  defeending  tjirough  the  grove 
Which  crown'd  the  hollow  cliff,  amaz'd  we  heard ; 
And  iiraight  before  the  cave  a  youth  appcar'd. 
A  bleeding  buck  acrofs  his  flioulders  flung, 
Ty'd  with  a  rope  of  twifled  ruilits  hung. 
He  dropt  his  burden  in  the  gate,  and  plac'd 
Againll  the  pillar'd  cliff  his  bow  uubrac'd. 
'  1  was  then  our  footllcps  in  the  cave  he  heard, 
And  through  the  gloom  our  Ihining  arms  appear'd. 
His  bow  he  bent ;  and  backwards  irom  the  rock 
Retir'd,  and,  of  our  purpofe  queil'uing,  fpoke  : 
Say  who  you  are,  who  fetk  this  wild  abode, 
Through  defert  paths,  by  mortals  rarely  trod  ? 
If  jull,  and  with  a  fair  intent  you  come, 
Fnendlhip  expecil,  and  fafety  in  my  dome : 
But  if  for  violence,  your  danger  learn, 
And  trull  my  admonition  when  1  warn : 
Certain  as  fate,  where'er  this  arrow  Hies, 
'I'he  haplefs  wretch  who  meets  its  fury  dies : 
No  buckler  to  reiifl  its  point  avails. 
The  hammer'd  cuirafs  yields,  the  breafl-plate  fails; 
And  where  it  once  has  drawn  the  purple  gore. 
No  charm  can  cure,  no  med'cine  health  reitore. 

With  threats  he  quekion'd  thus;  and  Citon  laid 
AVe  come  to  call  Alcidcs  to  our  aid  ; 
By  us  the  fcnators  of  1  hebes  entreat 
The  hero  to  protecft  his  native  Hate  : 
For  hoftilc  arms  iiivefl  thelheban  tow'rs; 
Famine  within,  without  the  fword  devours. 
If  you  have  learn'd  where  iiercuies  remains. 
In  mountain  caves,  or  hamlets  on  the  plains. 
Our  way  direcl ;  for,  led  by  gcn'ral  lame. 
To  find  him  in  thcfe  defert  wilds  we  came. 

He  fpoke  .   and  I'hilotStetts  thus  again  : 
IMay  Jove  for  Thebes  fome  other  aid.  ordain  ; 
For  Hercules  no  more  exerts  his  might 
Againft  oppreflivc  force,  for  injur'd  riglit ; 
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Retir'd,  among  the  gods,  he  fits  ferenc, 

And  views,  beneath  him  far,  this  mortal  fcene  : 

Uut  enter  now  this  grotto,  and  partake 

What  I  can  offer  for  the  hero's  fake  : 

Vv  ith  you  irom  facrcd  Thebes  he  claim'd  his  birth, 

For  godlike  virtue  fani'd  through  all  the  earth  ; 

I'hebes  therefore  and  her  [leopie  flill  Ihail  be 

lAke  fair  Trachines  and  her  foos  to  me. 

Filter,  for  now  the  doubtful  twilight  fails. 

And  o'er  the  iutnt  eaich  the  night  prevails  : 

From  the  iiioifl  valleys  noxious  fogs  arife. 

To  wrap  the  rocky  heights,  and  ihade  the  fcies. 

The  cave  we  enter'd,  and  his  bounty  fhar'd;    • 
A  rural  banquet  by  himfeif  prepar'd. 
But  foon  the  rage  of  thirfl  and  hunger  {laid. 
My  mind  iUll  doubtful,  to  the  youtii  1  laid: 
Aluft  haplefs  Thebc-s,  defpalring  and  uudcne, 
Want  the  allillancc  of  her  bra  veil  fun  ? 
'1  he  hero's  fate  explain,  nor  grudge  mine  ear 
The  fad  affurance  of  our  lols  to  hear. 
I  queftion'd  thus.    The  youth  with  horror  pale 
Attempted  to  recite  an  awful  tale  ; 
Above  the  tabled  woes  vvhich  bards  rehearfe, 
When  fad  JVIcipomene  mljures  the  verfe. 

1  he  wife  of  Jove  (Pueonides  reply 'd) 
All  arts  in  vain  to  crufli  the  hero  try'd ; 
tor  brighter  from  her  hate  his  virtue  burn'd; 
And  (iilappointed  Hill,  the  goddefs  moura'd.  ' 
His  ruin  to  efieCl  at  lafl:  fhe  llrove 
By  jealouiy,  the  rage  of  injur'd  love. 
The  bane  to  lieianira's  breail  convey'd, 
Who,  as  a  rival,  fear'd  th'  Oechalian  maid. 
The  goddels  knew,  that  jealous  of  her  lord, 
A  robe  fhe  kept  with-latcnt'poifons  llor'd; 
The  Ccntaur'8  gift,  bequeath'd  her,  to  reclaim 
i  he  hero's  love,  and  light  his  tiying  flame; 
If  e'er,  devoted  to  a  ilranger's  charms. 
He  llray'd  inconflant  from  her  widow'd  arms; 
liut  giv'n  with  treacherous  intent  to  prove 
I'he  death  of  nature,  not  the  lite  of  love. 
Mad  from  her  jealoufy,  the  charm  Ihe  try'd; 
His  love  to  change,  the  deadly  robe  apply 'd: 
And  guiltlefs  of  the  prcfent  which  he  bore,  j 

I^ychas  convey'd  it  to  Ceiiceum's  fhore  : 
Where  to  the  pow'rs  immortal  for  their  aid, 
A  grateful  hecatomb  the  lieio  paid: 
When  favour'dtrom  above,  his  arm  o'erthrevr 
The  proud  Furytus,  aud  his  warriors  Hew. 
The  venom'd  robe  the  heio  took,  nor  fear'd 
A  gilt  by  conjugal  relpeits  endear'd: 
And  Hraight  relign'd  the  lion's  fhaggy  fpoils, 
1  he  mantle  which  he  v^ore  in  all  his  toils. 
Ino  lign  of  harm  the  fatal  prefent  Ihow'd, 
I'lll  rous'd  by  heat  its  i'eciet  venom  glow'd; 
Straight  on  the  Helh  it  leiz'd  like  HitfeH  glue, 
And  Icorchiiig  deep  to  ev'ry  member  grew. 
Then  tearing  with  his  hands  th'  infernal  fnare, 
Hi:^  ikin  he  rent,  and  laid  the  mufclcb  bare. 
While  Hreams  of  blood  delcending  from  the  wound, 
Mix'd  with  the  gore  of  vidlims  on  the  ground. 
'1  he  guiltlefs  Lychas,  in  his  furious  mood, 
1-iefeiz'd,  as  trembling  by  his  fide  he  Hood: 
Him  by  the  flenuer  ancie  Inatch'd,  he  iwung, 
And  'gainlt  a  rocky  promontory  flung  : 
V\'hich,  trom  the  dire  event,  his  name  retains; 
Through  his  wliite  locks  impurpl'd  rufii  the  brains, 
Aw'd  by  the  deed,  his  defp'ratc  rage  to  fhun, 
Our  bold  compr.iii'jns  from  his  preicucc  run. 
^  Chij 
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I  too,  fonecal'd  behind  a  roi-'<,  renniii'd; 
^ly  love  and  lympathy  by  f..ar  rtllrjiii'd  : 
I  or  i'nriouj  'midll  tl.c  lacrcd  (iics  lie  fltw  ; 
The  vie'lims  fcattcr'd,  and  the  hcirths  o'crthrcw. 
Then  linking  prf)llr.itr*,  where  a  tide  of  gore 
Fi  oin  oxen  Ilain  had  blacksn'd  all  the  iliorc, 
Hi^>  form  divine  he  roll'd  in  dull  and  blood  ; 
His  groans  the  hills  rt-cchu'd  and  tiie  Hood. 
Then  rifing  furious,  to  the  ocean's  flrc;inii 
He  rufh'd.ip  hope  to  quench  his  ragi.ig  flames; 
But  burning  Hill  tliC  unextinguifh'd  pain, 
The  (liore  he  left,  and  llrcieh'd  :nio  the  main. 
A  galley  anchor'd  near  the  beu'rh  w-  found; 
Her  curl<d  canvais  to  the  breeze  iinboutH  ; 
And  trac'd  his  de fp'rate  courfe,  till  far  before 
Wc  faw  him  land  on  Oeta's  defcrt  fhore. 
Towards  tlie  fkies  his  furious  liand-^  he  rcar'd, 
A.id  thus,  acrols  ihc  deep  his  voice  we  heard : 
iiov'reign  of  hcav'a  and  earth  1  whole  bound- 
iefj  Iway 
The  fate^  of  men  and  mortal  things  obey  ! 
If  e'er  delighted  from  the  courts  above. 
In  human  form,  you  fought  Alcmena's  love  ; 
If  fanu-'s  unchanging  voire  to  all  the  earth, 
\Vith  truth,  proclaims  you  author  of  niy  birth  ; 
Whence  from  a  courfe  of  ff.otlefs  glory  jun, 
iJucccfsful  toils  and  wreaths  of  triumph  won. 
Am  I  thus  wretched  ?  better,  that  before 
Jiome   monfter   fierce  had    drunk   my  ihcaming 

gore; 
Or  crufh'd  by  Cacus,  foe  to  gods  and  men. 
My  batter'd  brains  had  ftrew'd  his  rocky  den  -. 
'J'han  from  my  glorious  toils  and  triumphs  palt, 
To  fall  fiibdu'd  by  female  artsatlall. 
O  cool  my  boiling  blood,  ye  winds,  that  blow 
Iiom  mountains  loaded  with  eternal  ihow, 
And  crack  the  icy  clifTs;  in  vain  !  in  vain  ! 
"S'our  rigour  cannot  quench  my  ragin<r  pain  ! 
For  round  this  heart  the  furies  wave  llieir  brands. 
And  wring  my  entrails  with  their  burning  hands. 
Now  bending  fron;  the  fkies,  O  wife  of  Juvc  1 
Enjoy  the  vengeance  of  thy  injiT'd  love  : 
lor  fate,  by  me,  the  thund'rer's  guilt  atones ; 
And,  pur.'ifh'd  in  her  fon,  Aletiiena  groans: 
'['he  object  of  your  hate  (hail  foon  (xpire; 
I'ix'd  on  my  fhoulders  preys  a  net  of  fire  ; 
\Vhom  nor  the  toils  nor  dangers  could  fubdue, 
By  falfc  Euryftheus  diiftated  from  you  ; 
Kor  tyrants  lawlcfs,  nor  the  monflrous  brood, 
AVhich  haunts  the  defcrt  or  infelb  tlic  flood, 
Nnr  Greece,  nor  all  the  barb'rou-.  climes  tliat  lie 
"Wl.erc  Plutbus  ever  points  his  golJui  e)e  ; 
/V  woman  hath  o'crthrown  !  ye  gods !  1  yield 
To  female  arts,  unconqucr'd  in  the  field. 
j\ly  arms — alas !  arc  thele  the  fame  that  bow'd 
Anteus,  and  his  giant  force  fubdu'd  ? 
I'hat  dragg'd  Nemea'smonfler  from  his  den  ; 
And  ilcw  the  dragon  in  hi~  native  fen  ? 
Alas,  alas!  their  mighty  mufcles  fail, 
While  pains  infernal  ev'ry  nerve  affai! : 
Alas,  ala.s  I   I  f;cl  in  Artams  of  woe 
Thefc  eyes  difiolv'd,  before  untaught  to  flow. 
Awake  my  virtue,  oft  in  dangers  try'd, 
Valient  in  toils,  in  deaths  unterrify'd, 
Roufe  to  my  aid  ;  noi|  let  my  labours  part, 
U'ith  fame  atchiev'd,  be  blotted  by  the  lafl ; 
Eirni  r>nd  unmov'd,  the  prefcnt  fhock  endure; 
Once  iriumph,  aud  for  ever  ixll  fecurc. 


The  hero  thui ;  and  grafp'd  ^  poir.tcd  rock 
With  both  hi^  arm^,  which  llraight  in  pieces  broke, 
Crufh'd  in  hir.  agony;  thru  ou  Jus  breaft 
Uifcending  proltraie,  further  plaint  fupprcft. 
And  now  tde  clouds,  in  dufky  voluiiict  Ipread, 
1  lad  darkcn'd  ail  the  mountains  with  their  ihade: 
The  winds  withhold  their  breath;  the  bil'.ows  rcll ; 
The  (ky's  dark  image  on  the  deep  impi  efl. 
A  b:iy  for  flultcr  op'ning  in  tlic  ilrand. 
We  I  iw,  and  lUcr'd  our  veflll  to  the  land. 
I  h_-n  mounting  on  the  roclr)'  beacli  above, 
Through  tlic  thick  gloom  dci'cry'd  the  fon  of  Jove. 
His  head  declin'd  between  h.i*  hands,  lie  leai/d; 
His  elbows  on  his  beiided  knees  fullam'd. 
.Above  him  flill  a  hov'ring  vapour  flew. 
Which,  from  his  boiling  veipb,  the  garment  drew. 
Through  the  thick  woof  we  faw  the  fumes  afpirc  ; 
Like  fmokc  of  vi<5fims  from  the  facred  fire. 
CompafTion'b  keenrft  touch  my  bofom  thrill'd; 
My  eyes,  a  flood  of  melting  forrow  fiH'ii  : 
Doubtful  1  flood  :  and,  pond'ring  in  my  mind, 
liv  ftar  and  pity  varioufly  inclin'd, 
Whether  to  fhun  the  hero,  or  efTay, 
\Vi  Ji  IricHilly  words,  his  tcjrmeni  to  allay  : 
When  burfting  from  above  with  hideous  glare, 
A  flood  of  lightning  kindled  all  the  air. 
J"roai  Oeta's  top  it  rufii'd  in  fudden  flrcams; 
riic  ocean  redden'd  at  its  fiery  beams. 
Then,  bellowing  deep,  the  thunder's  awful  fouml, 
Shook  the  firm  mountains  and  the  fhores  around. 
Far  to  the  eafi.  it  roll'd,  a  length  of  fky  ; 
We  heard  Eiibaa's rattling  cliffs  reply, 
.As  at  his  mailer's  voice  a  i'wain  appears, 
When  wuk'd  from  fleep  his  early  call  he  hears, 
■J'iic  hci-o  role  ;  and  to  ihe  mountain  turn'd. 
Whole  cloud-involved  top  with  lightning  burn'd: 
And  thus  his  fire  addrefs'd:    With  patient  mind, 
Ths  call  1  hear,  obedient  and  refign  d  ; 
Fai'hful  and  true  the  oracle!   which  fpoke, 
'n  high  Dodona,  from  the  facred  oak; 
"  That  twenty  years  of  painful  labours  paft, 
"  On  Oeta's  toj)  I  fhould  repofe  at  laft :" 
Hefore,  involv'd,  the  meaning  lay  conceal'd; 
r.iit  now  I  find  it  in  my  fate  reveai'd. 
Tliy  fov'reign  will  1  blame  not,  which  denies, 
With  length  of  days  to  crown  my  viAories  : 
Though  fiill  with  danger  and  difircfs  engag'd, 
For  injtir'd  right  eternal  war  I  wag'd  ; 
A  life  of  pain,  in  barb'rous  climates  led, 
'f"he  heav'ns  my  canopy,  a  rock  my  bed  :      , 
More  joy  I've  felt  than  delicacy  knows. 
Or  all  the  pride  of  rogal  poinp  bellows. 
Dread  fire  !   thy  will  1  honour  and  revere, 
And  own  thy  love  with  gratliude  fincerc,      [boaft 
V.'hi.h  watch'd  mc  in  my  toits,  tliat  none  could 
To  raife  a  trophy  from  my  glory  loll : 
And  though  at  lafl,  by  female  arts,  o'ercomc, 
And  unl'ulpctiled  fraud,  I  find  my  doom; 
I'h;  re  to  have  fail'd,  my  honour  ne'er  can  fhahe. 
Where  vice  is  only  flrcng  and  virtue  weak. 

He  faid  :   and  turning  to  the  cloudy  height, 
Tlit  leaf  of  thunder,  wrapt  in  .''able  night, 
Firm  and  undaunted  trod  the  deep  aicent; 
An  earthquake  rock'd  the  mountain  as  he  wrnt. 
Back  from  the  fiiaking  fhores  retir'd  the  flood  ; 
In  h.orror  loil,  my  bold  companions  flood, 
To  fpeech  or  motion  ;  but  the  prefer.!  pow'r 
Of  Icve  inl'i'ir'd  n;c,  in  that  ;iV,tul  hour  ; 
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'With  trembling  fleps  I  trac'd  the  fon  of  Jove  ; 
And  faw  him  darkly  on  the  fteep  above,         [iioife 
Through    the    thick  gloom,    the  thunder's  awful 
Ceas'd;  and  i  call'd  him  thus  with  feeble  voice  ; 
O  fon  of  mighty  Jove !  thy  friend  await; 
Who  copies  to  comfort  thee,  or  fharc  thy  fate  ; 
In  ev'ry  danger  and  diftrcls  before, 
His  part  your  faithful  Philoftetes  bore. 
O  let  me  ftill  attend  you,  and  receive 
The  comfort  which  a  prefent  friend  can  <!;ive. 
Who  come  obfequious  for  your  laft  commands, 
And  tenders  to  your  need  his  willing  hands. 

My  voice  he  heard  ;  and  from  the  mountains 
Saw  me  afcending  on  the  ileep  below.  [brow 

To  favour  my  approach  his  flcps  he  flay'd  ; 
And  pleas'd,  amidft  his  anguifh  fmiling,  faid  : 
Approach,  my  PhiloiSletes  !   Oft  I've  known 
Your  friendly  zeal  in  former  labours  Ihown  : 
The  prefent,  more  than  all,   your  love  proclaims, 
Which  braves  the  thunderer's  bolts  and  volley 'd 

flames ; 
With  daring  flep  the  rocking  earthquake  treads, 
While  the  firm  mountains  ihake  their   trembling 

heads. 
As  my  lall  gift,  thefe  arrows  with  the  bow. 
Accept  the  greateft  which  I  can  beftov/ ; 
My  glory,  all  my  wealth  ;  of  pow'r  to  raife 
Your  name  to  honour  and  immortal  praii'e ; 
If  for  wrong'd  innocence  your  fhafts  fliall  fly, 
As  Jove  by  figns  diredls  them  from  the  Iky. 

Straight  from  his  mighty  fhoulders,  as  he  fpokc, 
He  loos'd  and  lodg'd  them  in  a  cavern'd  rock ; 
To  lie  untouch'd,  till  future  care  had  drain'd 
Their  poifon  from  the  venom'd  robe  retain'd. 
And  thus  again  :   the  only  aid  1  need. 
For  all  my  favours  paft,  the  only  meed. 
Is,  that,  with  vengeful  hand,  you  fix  a  dart 
In  cruel  Ueianira's  faithlefs  heart : 
Her  treach'rous  nieffenger  already  dead, 
Let  her,  the  author  of  his  crime,  fucceed. 
This  awful  fcene  forfake  without  delay  ; 
In  vain  to  mingle  with  my  fate  you  ftay  : 
No  kind  afiiilance  can  my  ftate  retrieve, 
Nor  any  friend  attend  me,  and  lurvive. 
The  hero  thus  his  tender  care  exprell. 
And  fpread  his  arms  to  clafp  me  to  his  hreafl ; 
But  foon  withdrew  them,  leaft.  his  tainted  veins 
Infeclion  had  convey'd  and  mortal  pains  : 
Silent  I  flood  in  dreams  of  forrow  drown'd, 
Till  from  my  heart  thefe  words  a  pafTage  found  •; 

0  bid  me  not  forl'ake  thee,   nor  impofe 
AVhat  wretched  Philodletes  muft  refufe. 

By  him  I  fwear,  whofe  prcfencc  now  proclaim 
The  thunders  awful  voice  and  forked  flame, 
Beneath  whofe  fteps  the  trembling  defert  quakes. 
And  earth  affrighted  to  her  centre  fhakes  ; 

1  never  will  forfake  thee,  but  remain 
While-ftruggiing  life  thefe  ruin'd  limbs  retain  : 
No  form  of  fate  fliall  drive  me  from  thy  fide, 
Nor  death  with  all  its  terrors  e'er  divide  ; 

Tho'  the  fame  flroke  our  mortal  lives  fhould  end, 
One  flafh  confume  us,  and  our  afhes  blend. 

I  ipoke;  and  to  the  cloudy  fleep  we  turn'd ; 
Along  its  brow  the  kindled  forefl  burn'd. 
'Jhe  lavage  brood,  defcending  to  the  plains, 
'I'he  fcattcr'd  flocks,  and  dread  difl;radled  fwains, 
P-uili'd  from  the  fhaking  clifls  :  we  faw  them  come, 
In  wild  diicrdtr  mingled,  through  the  gloom. 
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And  now  appear'd  the  defert's  lofty  head, 
A  narrow  rock  with  forelfs  thinly  fpread. 
His  mighty  hands  difplay'd  aloft  in  air. 
To  Jove  the  hero  thus  addrefs'd  a  pray'r  :     [flcie», 
Hear  me,  dread   pow'r  !  whofe  nod   controls  the 
At  wh(-fe  command  the  winged  lightning  flies  : 
Almighty  fire;  if  yet  you  deign  to  own 
Alcmena's  wretched  offspring  as  your  fon ; 
Some  comfort  in  my  agony  impart. 
And  bid  thy  forked  thunder  rend  this  heart: 
Round  my  devoted  head  it  idly  plays ; 
And  aids  the  fire,  which  waftes  me  with  its  rays: 
By  heat  infiam'd,  this  robe  exerts  its  pow'r, 
My  fcorchsd  limbs  to  flirivel  and  devour  ; 
Upon  my  Ihoulders,  like  a  dragon,  clings, 
And  fixes  in  my  flefh  a  thoufand  flings. 
Great  fire  .'   in  pity  to  my  fuit  attend, 
And  with  a  fudden  fi:roke  m.y  being  end. 

As  thus  the  hero  pray'd,  the  lightning  ceas'd. 
And  thicker  darknel's  all  the  hill  trnbracd. 
He  faw  his  fuit  deny'd :  in  fierce  defpair. 
The  rooted  pines  he  tore,  and  cedars  fair  ; 
And  from  the  crannies  of  the  rifted  rocks, 
Twifted  v/ith  force  immenfe  the  ftuhborn  oaks. 
Of  thefe  upon  the  cliff" a  heap  he  laid. 
And  thus  addrefs'd  me,  as  I  flood  difmay'd  : 
Behold,  my  friend  !  the  ruler  of  the  Ikics, 
In  agony  invok'd,  my  fuit  denies ; 
But  fure  the  oracle  infpir'd  from  heaven, 
Which  in  Dodona's  facrcd  grove  was  given, 
The  truth  declur'd  ;  "  that  now  my  toils  fhall  ceafcj 
"  And  all  my  painful  labours  end  in  peace  : 
Peace,  death  can  only  bring  :  the  raging  fmart, 
Wrapt  with  my  vitals,  mocks  each  healing  art. 
Not  all  the  plants  that  clothe  the  verdant  field. 
Not  all  the  health  a  thoufand  mountains  yield. 
Which  on  their  tops  the  fage  phylician  finds. 
Or  digging  from  the  veins  of  flint  unbinds. 
This  fire  can  quench.     And  therefore,  to  obey 
My  laft  commands,  prepare  without  delay. 
When  on  this  pile  you  fee  my  limbs  compos'd. 
Shrink  not,  but  bear  what  mull  not  be  oppos'd; 
Approach,  and,  with  an  unrelenting  hand. 
Fix  in  the  boughs  beneath,  a  flaming  brand. 
1  muft  not  longer  truft  this  madding  pain. 
Left  fome  raih  deed  ftiould  all  my  glory  flain. 
Lychas  I  flew  upon  the  CcEnian  fhore. 
Who  knew  not,  fure,  the  fatal  gift  he  bore  : 
His  guilt  had  taught  him  elfe  to  fly,  nor  wait, 
Till  from  my  rage  he  found  a  fudden  fate. 
I  will  not  Deianira's  a<9:ion  blame  ; 
Let  heav'n  decide  which  only  knows  her  aim  t 
Whether  from  hate  with  treacherous  intent. 
This  fatal  garment  to  her  lord  fhe  fent ; 
Or,  by  the  cunning  of  a  foe  betray'd. 
His  vengeance  thus  imprudently  convey'd. 
If  this,  or  that,  1  urge  not  my  command, 
Nor  claim  her  fate  from  thy  avenging  hand : 
To  lodge  my  lifelefs  bones  is  all  I  crave. 
Safe  and  uninjur'd  in  the  peaceful  grave. 

This  with  a  hollow  voice  and  alter'd  look. 
In  agony  extreme,  the  hero  fpoke. 
I  pour'd  a  flood  of  forrow,  and  withdrew, 
Amid  the  kindled  groves,  to  pluck  a  bough; 
With  which  the  ftruclure  at  the  bafe  I  fir'd  : 
On  ev'ry  fide  the  pointed  flames  afpir'd. 
But  ere  involving  Jmoke  the  pile  enclos'd, 
I  faw  the  hero  on  the  top  repos'd ; 
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Serene  as  one  who,  ntar  the  fountain  laid, 
At  noon  enjoys  the  cool  rcfrcfning  fhaJc. 
I'hc  v^nom'il  garment  hifs'd;  its  touth  (he  fires 
Avoiiiing,  ilop'ti  ubhquc  their  |)ointed  I'piies  : 
On  ev'ry  fide  tlic  pointed  fl  mic  withdrew, 
And  levelJ'd,  round  the  burning  llruclurc  flew. 
At  lall  victorious  to  the  top  th.y  role; 
l-'irm  and  unmov'd  the  licio  law  them  clofc. 
His  foul  unfeticr'd,  louglit  the  blell  abodes, 
By  virtue  rai^'d  to  niin;;lc  with  the  goils. 
His  bones  in  earth,  witli  pious  hands,  1  laid  ; 
1  he  place  to  pubidh  nothing  fliall  pcrfuade ; 
I. ell  tyrants  now  unaw'd,  and  men  unjuK, 
With  infults,  (hould  profane  his  facred  dull. 
Il'er  linte,  I  haunt  this  lolitaiy  den, 
Retir'd  from  ail  the  b;.fy  paihsol  men  ; 
1-or  th'.fe  wild  inouiitaini  oniy  fuit  my  Hate, 
And  footh  witli  kindred  gloom  my  deep  regret. 

He  ended  thus,  amazexmnt  long  I'upprels'd 
]VIy  voice  ;  but  Llcon  anlw'ring  thus  addrtls'd  : 
I'rave  youth  !  you  offer  to  our  wond'riiig  ears, 
Events  more  awful  than  tiadition  beats. 
l'i\'d  in  my  mind  the  hero's  fate  remains, 
I  fee  his  agonies,  and  feel  his  pains. 
Yet  luffer,  that  for  hapLfs  1  hebes  1  mourn, 
Vhoie  faireil  hopes  tlic  envious  fates  o'erturn. 
If  great  Alcides  liv'd,  her  tow'rs  fliould  Hand 
Safe  and  protedteU  by  his  mighty  hand  ; 
On  you,  brave  youth  I  our  Iccond  hopes  depend  ; 
To  »ou  the  aims  of  lltrcules  delcend ; 
He  ilid  not,  fure,  thole  glorious  gifts  beflow, 
'i'he  (hafts  invincible,  the  mighty  bow  , 
From  which  the  innocent  protection  claim, 
'I'o  aye  the  hills  with  blood  of  favage  game, 
yiich  toibasthefe  your  glory  ne'er  can  raifc, 
Nor  crown  your  merit  with  immortal  prailc  ; 
And  with  the  great  .Alcitles  place  your  nanic, 
'i'o  Hand  dilhnguiih'd  in  die  rolL  of  fame. 

'1  he  heio  thus  ;  The  fon  of  Paan  faid  : 
I.Iyfelf,  my  arms,  I  offer  for  your  aid  ; 
if  fav'ring  from  the  ficies,  the  ligiis  of  Jove 
Confirm  what  thus  1  purpofc  and  approve. 
Tor  when  Alcides,  with  his  laft  commands. 
His  bow  and  Ihafts  committed  to  my  hands; 
In  all  attempts  he  charg'd  me  to  proceed 
.rVs  Jove  by  ligns  and  auguries  Ihould  lead. 
But  thel'e  the  riling  fun  will  bell  diiclolc  ; 
'J  he  feafon  now  invites  to  lolt  repofc. 

He  laid;  and  from  the  health  a  flaming  bough, 
To  light  us  througli  the  Ihady  cavern  dre.v. 
l-'ar  in  the  deep  recefs,  a  tocky  bed 
"VVe  found, -with  ficinsof  mountain  monftersfprcad. 
There  we  compos'd  our  weary  limb.>,  ana  lay, 
'I'lil  daiknels  tied  before  the  morning  ray. 
Then  role  and  ciimb'd  a  promontory  lleep, 
"Whofe  rocky  brow,  impending  o'er  tlie  deep. 
Shoots  high  into  the  air,  and  lilts  the  eye. 
In  boundkfs  ilretch,  to  take  a  length  of  fky. 
"V^'ith  hands  extended  to  th'  ethereal  height. 
The  pow'r  we  caii'd  who  rules  the  realms  of  light; 
That  fymbols  lure  his  purpole  might  explain, 
AV'hether  the  youth  fhould  aid  us,  or  reiiam  : 
We  pray'd  ;  and  on  the  left  along  the  vales, 
With  pinions  broad  dilplay'd,  an  eagle  fa. Is. 
As  near  the  grounil  his  ievci  flight  iie  drew. 
He  Hoop'*;,  and  brulh'd  the  thickets  as  he  fl^w, 
When  Parting  from  the  centre  of  a  brake, 
\\'::h  horrid  hif;;  ajpear'd  a  crcftcd  Ini.iLe; 
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Her  young  to  gu.iid,  her  vcnom'd  fangs  /he  rcar'd; 
Above  the  Ihrubs  her  wavy  length  apj)ear'd ; 
.^gainrt  his  fwitt  approaches,  a»  he  (lew. 
On  cv'ry  fide  her  lorked  tongue  (he  through. 
And  armed  jaws;  but  wheeling  from  the  fnarc 
'1  he  (\vift  aUailaiit  Hill  cfcap'd  in  air; 
but  (looping  frojii  his  pitch,  at  laft  he  tore 
Her  pmp  e  creft,  and  drew  a  ftrcam  of  gore, 
.she  wn.a;h'd  ;  and,  in  the  ficrcene(-.  »)f  her  pain, 
.^iiook  the  long  thickets  with  litr  twilUd  iraai ; 
Relax'd  at  lalt,  its  fpiies  forgot  to  roil, 
-A.iid,  in  a  hifs,  fhe  breath'dher  fiery  foul : 
In  halU-  to  gorge  his  prey,  the  biid  of  Jove 
Down  to  the  bottom  of  tlie  thicket  drove  ; 
file  young  dtfencclefs  from  the  covert  drew  ; 
Devour'd  them  llraight,  and  to  the  mountains  tiwW. 
1  hisomen  feen,  another  worle  wc  hear; 
1  he  fubterraneous  thunder  greets  our  ear: 
'1  he  worll  of  all  the  figns  wTiich  augurs  know  ; 
A  dire  prognoUic  oi  impending  woe. 

Amaz'd  we  flood,  till  Chiloc^etce  broke 
Our  long  dejf  (fled  filencc  thus,  and  fpoke  : 
AA'arriors  of  I'hebes  I  the  auguries  diliuadc 
iMy  purpole,  .ind  withhold  me  from  your  aid  ; 
1  hough  pity  moves  me,  and  ambition  draws, 
lo  fnare  your  labours,  and  affert  your  caule  ; 
!n  fight  the  arms  of  ilercules  to  fhow, 
.And  Irom  his, native  ramparts  drive  the  foe. 
But  vain  it  is  againft  the  gods  to  ftrive  ; 
VS'holc  coutjftls  luin  nations  or  retrieve  ; 
Without  their  favour,  vahiur  nought  avails. 
And  human  prudence  felf-fubvcrt.d  fails; 
For  irrtilflibly  their  pow'r  prefides 
(n  all  events,  and  good  and  ill  divides. 
l,et  I  hebes  alTembled  at  the  altars  wait. 
And  long  proccflions  crowd  each  facred  Tate  : 
With  facritice  appcas'd,  and  hunibic  pray'r, 
Their  omens  fruiciatcd,  the  gods  may  fpare. 
Co-day,  my  guells,  repofc  ;  to-morrow  fail. 
If  heav'n  propitio  s  fends  a  profp'rous  gale  : 
I  or,  Ihifting  to  the  fouth,  the  wcflern  breeze 
forbids  you  now  to  trufl  the  faithlefs feas. 

I'hc  iiero  thus  ;  in  fikncc  fad  we  mouru'd  ; 
And  to  the  lolitary  cave  return'd, 
i.)tfpairing  of  fuccefs;  our  grief  he  (har'd, 
.A.na  for  reiiel  a  cheering  bowl  prepar'd  ; 
1  he  vintage  which  the  grape  fpontancous  yields, 
By  art  untutor'd,  on  the  woodland  fields, 
He  fought  with  care,  and  mingled  in  tlic  bowl, 
A  plant,  of  pow'r  to  calm  tnc  troubled  foul; 
Its  name  Nepenthe  ;  fwains,  on  defert  ground. 
Do  often  glean  it,  elfe  but  rarely  found  ; 
This  in  the  bowl  he  mi.\'d  ;  and  foon  we  found, 
in  foft  oblivion,  all  our  forrows  drown'd  : 
We  felt  no  more  the  agonies  of  care. 
And  hope,  fuccceding,  dawn'd  upondcfpair. 
I'rom  morn  we  feulled,  till  the  letting  ray 
Retir'd,  and  cv'ning  (hades  e.xprll'd  the  day; 
Then  in  the  dark  recefl'es  of  the  cave, 
I'o  (lumber  foft,  our  wdl.ng  limbs  we  gave  : 
tiut  ere  the  morning,  from  the  eaft,  appear'd. 
And  fooner  than  the  early  Istrk  is  heard, 
Cleon  avvak'd,  my  careiefs  flumbcr  broke. 
And  bending  to  my  ear,  in  whifpers  fpoke  : 
Dieiiices  !   while  (lumbering  thus  Aeure, 
We  think  not  what  our  citi/.ens  endure.        [pcar3 
1  he  woift  tiie  fign=i  have  threatcn'd,  nought  ap- 
With  happier  afpcifl  to  difpel  our  fears; 
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Alcides  lives  not,  and  his  friend  in  vain 
To  arms  we  call,  while  auguries  reftrain: 
Keturning  thus,  we  bring  the  Theban  ftate 
But  hopes  decciv'd,  and  omens  of"  her  fate  : 
Better  fuccefs  our  labours  Ihall  attend, 
Nor  all  our  alms  in  dilappointment  end  ; 
If  you  approve  my  purpofe,  nor  diffuade 
What  now  I  counfel  for  your  country's  aid. 
Soon  as  the  fun  difplays  his  early  beam. 
The  arms  of  great  Alcides  let  us  claim ; 
Then  for  Bceotia's  fhores  diredl  our  fails ; 
And  force  mufl  fecond  if  perfuafion  fails  : 
Againft  reproach  neceffity  fhall  plead  ; 
Cenfurc  confute,  and  jullify  the  deed. 

The  hero  thus,  and  ctas'd  :  with  pity  mov'd, 
And  zeal  for  Thebes,  I  rafhly  thus  approv'd. 
You  counfel  well  •  but  prudence  would  advife 
To  work  by  cunning  rather,  and  furprife, 
Than  force  declar'd  ;  his  vcnom'd  Ihafts  you  know, 
"Which  fly  refifllefs  from  th'  Herculean  bow; 
A  fafe  occafion  now  the  filent  hour 
Of  midnight  yields  ;  when,  by  the  gentle  pow'r 
Of  carelel's  flumber  bound,  the  hero  lies, 
Our  neccffary  fraud  will  'fcape  his  eyes ; 
Without  tl^.e  aid  of  force  fliall  reach  it?  aim, 
With  danger  lefs  incurr'd,  and  lefs  of  blame. 

I  counfell'd  thus;  and  Cleon  flraight  approv'd. 
In  filence  from  the  dark  recefs  we  mov'd  ; 
Towards  the  hearth,  with  v.-ary  fleps,  we  came, 
The  afhes  ftirr'd,  and  rous'd  the  llumb'ring  flame. 
On  every  fide  in  vain  we  turn'd  our  eyes, 
Nor,  as  our  hopes  had  promis'd,  found  the  prize  : 
Till  to  the  couch  where  Phlloftetes  lay, 
The  quiver  led  us  by  its  filver  ray  ; 
For  in  a  panther's  fur  together  ty'd. 
His  bow  and  ihafts,  the  pillow's  place  fiipply'd ; 
Thither  I  went  with  careful  fleps  and  How  ; 
And  by  degrees  obtain'd  th'  Herculean  bow  : 
The  quiver  next  to  difcngage  effay'd  ; 
it  fiiuck  entangled,  but  at  lail  obey'd. 
The  prize  obtain'd,  we  h  iften  to  the  ftrand, 
And  roufe  the  mariners  and  flraight  command 
The  canvafs  to  unfurl :  a  gentle  gale 
Favour'd  our  courfe,  and  lill'd  the  fwelling  fail : 
The  fliores  retii'd  ;  and  when  the  morning  ray 
Afcended,  from  the  deep,  th'  ethereal  v/ay  ; 
Upon  the  right  Cenxum's  beach  appear'd, 
And  Pelion  on  the  left  his  fummit  rear'd. 
All  day  we  fail'd  ;  but  when  the  fetting  light 
Approach'd  the  ocean,  from  th'  Olympian  height, 
1  he  breeze  was  hufti'd  ;  and,  llretch'd  acrofs  the 

main. 
Like  mountains  rifing  on  the  wat'ry  plain, 
The  clouds  collecSed  on  the  billows  flood, 
And,  witli  incumbent  fhade,  obfcur'd  the  flood. 
Thither  a  current  bore  us  ;  foon  we  found 
A  night  of  vapour  clofing  fall  around. 
Loofe  hung  the  empty  fail .   we  ply'd  our  oars, 
And  flrove  to  reach  Euboea's  friendly  Ihores  ; 
But  ftrove  in  vain  :  for  erring  from  the  courfe, 
In  mazes  wide,  the  rower  fpent  his  force. 
Seven  days  and  nights  we  try'd  fome  port  to  gain. 
Where    Greek   or   barb'rous    fhores   exclude  the 

main  ; 
But  knew  not,  whether  backv/ards  or  before, 
Or  on  the  right  or  left  to  feek  the  fhore  : 
Till,  rifing  on  the  eighth,  a  gentle  breeze 
Drove  the  light  fog,  and  brulli'd  the  curling  feas. 


Our  canvafs  to  its  gentle  povir'r  we  fpread. 
And  fix'd  our  oars,  and  follow'd  as  it  led. 
Before  us  foon,  impending  from  above, 
Through  parting  clouds,  we  faw  a  lofty  grove, 
Alarm'd,  the  fail  we  llacken,  and  explore 
The  deeps  and  fliallows  of  the  unknown  fliore. 
Near  on  the  right  a  winding  creek  appear'd. 
Thither,  diredled  by  the  pole,  we  Iteer'd; 
And  landed  on  the  beach,  by  fate  mifled, 
Nor  knew  again  the  port  from  which  we  fled. 
The  gods  themfclves  deceiv'd  us  :  to  our  eyes 
New  caverns  open,  airy  cliffs  arife ; 
That  Philodtetes  might  again  poffefs 
His  arms,  and  htav'n  our  injury  redrefs. 

The  unknown  region  purpos'd  to  explore, 
Cleon,  with  me  alone,  forfakes  the  fliore; 
Back  to  the  cave  we  left  by  angry  fate 
Implicitely  conducted,  at  the  gate 
The  injur'd  youth  we  found  ;  a  thick  difguife 
His  native  form  conceal'd,  and  mock'd  our  eyes; 
For  the  black  locks  in  waving  ringlets  fpread, 
A  wreath  of  hoary  white  involv'd  his  head. 
Beneath  a  load  of  years,  he  feem'd  to  bend. 
His  breaft  to  fink,  his  flioulders  to  afcend. 
He  faw  us  flraight,  and,  rifing  from  his  feat, 
i'egan  with  Iharp  reproaches  to  repeat 
Our  crime ;  but  could  not  thus  fufpicion  give ; 
So  ftrong  is  error,  when  the  gods  deceive! 
We  q«efl:ion'd  of  the  country  as  we  came, 
By  whom  inhabited,  and  what  its  name  ; 
How   far   from  I'hebes :     that  thither  we  were 

bound; 
And  tlius  the  wary  youth  our  error  found. 
Smoothed  to  deceive,  his  accent  flraight  he  turn'd. 
While  in  his  breafl  the  thirft  of  vengeance  burn'd: 
And  thinking  now  his  bow  and  fhafts  rcgain'd, 
Reply'd  with  hofpitable  kindnefs  feign'd: 
On  Ida's  facred  height,  my  guefts!   you  ftand ; 
Here  Priam  rules,  in  peaiJ'e,  a  happy  land. 
Twelve  cities  own  him,  on  the  I'hrygian  plain, 
Their  lord,  and  twelve  fair  iflands  on  the  mam. 
From  hence  to  Thebes  in  feven  daysfpace  you'll  fail. 
If  Jove  propitious  fends  a  profp'rcus  gale. 
But  now  accept  a  homely  meal,  and  deign 
To  fhare  what  heav'n  affords  a  humble  fwain. 

He   faid  ;    and   brought  a  bowl  with  vintage 
fill'd. 
From  berries  wild,  and  mountain  grapes  difliU'd, 
Of  largeft  fize  ;  and  plac'd  it  on  a  rock. 
Under  the  covert  of  a  fpreading  oak ; 
Around  it  autumn's  mellow  ftores  he  laid. 
Which  the  fun  ripens  in  the  woodland  fhade. 
Our  thirft;  and  hunger  thus  at  once  allay'd. 
To  Cleon  turning,  Philoftetes  faid  : 
The  bow  you  wear,  of  fuch  unufual  fize, 
With  wonder  flill  I  view,  :ind  curious  eyes ; 
For  length,  for  thicknefs,  and  the  workman's  art, 
SurpaflSng  all  I've  feen  in  ev'ry  part. 

Diffembling,  thus  inquir'd  the  wary  youth. 
And  thus  your  valiant  fon  declar'd  the  truth  : 
Father  !  the  weapon  which  you  thus  commend. 
The  force  of  great  Alcides  once  did  bend  ;    [du'd, 
Thefe  fhafts  the  fame  which  monfters  fierce  fub- 
And  hwlcfs  men  with  vengeance  juft  purfu'd. 

Ihe  hero  thus  ;  and  Poean's  fon  again  : 
What  now  I  alk,  refufe  not  to  explain  : 
Whether  the  hero  flill  exerts  his  might, 
For  innocence  opprefs'd,  and  injured  light? 
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Or  yields  to  fat*  ;  and  with  the  mifjhty  dead, 
rrom  toil  rcpolcs  in  the  Pllyfian  (hado  ! 
Sure,  if  he  liv'il,  \\c.  would  not  thus  forgo 
His  fhafts  invinahlc  and  mij^hty  bow, 
By  which,  he  oft  immortal  honour  gainM 
Tor  wrongs  rcdrcfs'd  and  liwlcfs  force  reflrain'd. 
The  rage  lupprcf.'d  which  in  hii  bofoni  burn'd, 
He  qucftion'd  thub ;  and  Cleon  thus  rcturn'd  : 
Wlut  we  have  heard  of  Hcrcuks,  I'll  fliow 
What  by  report  we  Icarn'd,  and  what  we  know. 
I'rom  Thebes  to  Oeta's  wildernefs  wc  went, 
With  fupplications,  to  the  hero,  fcnt 
From  all  our  princes;  that  he  would  exert 
His  matchlcfs  valour  on  his  country's  part, 
Againft  whofe  ftatc  united  foes  conlpire. 
And  waftc  her  wide  domain  with  fword  and  fire. 
'i'lierc  on  the  cliifi  which  bound  the  neighb'ring 

main. 
We  found  the  manfion  of  a  lonely  fwain; 
Much  like  to  this,  but  that  its  rocky  mouth 
'J'he  cooling  north  rcfpeds,  as  this  the  I'outh; 
And,  in  a  corner  of  the  cave  conctal'd, 
The  club  Vrfhich  great  .MciJcs  us'd  to  wield. 
Wrapt  in  his  fhaggy  robe,  the  lion's  fpoils, 
'J"hc  mantle  which  he  wore  in  all  his  toils. 
At  cv'n  a  hunter  in  the  cave  appear'd  ; 
From  whom  the  fate  of  Hercules  wc  heard. 
He  told  us  that  he  faw  the  chief  expire. 
That  he  himfclf  did  light  his  fun'ral  fire; 
And  boaflcd,  that  the  hero  had  rcfign'd 
'J'o  him,  this  bow  and  quiver,  as  his  friend  : 
Oft  feen  before,  thefc  deadly  (hafts  wc  know. 
And  tip'd  with  flars  of  gold  th'  Herculean  bow  : 
But  of  the  hero's  fate,  the  tale  lie  told, 
Whether  'tis  true  I  cannot  now  unfold. 

i  le  Ipoke.     The  youth  with  indignation  bv.rn'd, 
Tet  calm  in  outward  itmblance,  thus  rcturn'd: 
J  niulk  admire  the  man  who  could  rcfign 
To  you  thcle  arms  fo  precious  and  divine. 
Which,  to  the  love  of  fuch  a  friend,  he  ow'd, 
(;reiu  was  the  gift  if  willingly  befhow'd  : 
By  force  they  could  not  eafily  be  gain'd, 
And  fraud,!  know,  your  gen'rous  fouls  difdain'd. 

Severely  liniling,  thus  the  hero  fpoke  ; 
With  confcious  fliamc  we  heard,  nor  filence  broke  : 
And  thus  again :   Tlie  only  boon  1  claim. 
Which,  to  your  hoft  dcny'd,  would  merit  blame  ; 
Is,  thit  my  hands  that  weapon  may  embrace, 
And  on  the  flaxen  cord  an  arrow  place  ; 
An  honour  which  ]  covet;  though  v.e  mourn'd, 
By  great  Air  ides,  once  our  (late  o'erturn'd  : 
When  proud  Laonicdon  the  hcrobrav'd. 
Nor  paid  the  ranfom  for  his  daughter  fav'd. 

Dincmbling  thus,  did  Philodlctcs  ftrive 
His  inftruments  of  vr i\  ;eance  to  retrieve  : 
And,  by  the  fates  deceiv'd,  in  evil  hour, 
The  bow  and  iliafts  wc  yielded  to  his  pow'r, 
In  mirthful  mood,  provoking  him  to  try 
Whetlier  the  weapon  would  his  force  obey; 
■for  weak  lie  feeni'd,  like  tliofe  v/liofe  nerves  have 
loft,  [boaft. 

1  h rough   age,    the  vigour  which  in  youth  they 
'Inc  belt  around  his  f.ioulders  firll  he  flung. 
And  glitt'ring  by  his  fide  the  quiver  hung  : 
Compicfs  d  with  all  his  force  tlic  llubboin  yew 
He  bent,  and  from  the  cafe  an  arrow  drew. 
Anil  yielding  to  his  rage,  in  furious  mood, 
\Vith  aim  dirc(5l  againll  us  full  he  flood, 


For  vengeance  ami'd  ;  and  now  the  thick  difguife, 

\V'hich  vcil'd  his  forni  before, and  mock'd  our  eyes, 

Vanifh'd  in  air  ;  our  error  then  appear'd  ; 

I  faw  the  vengeance  of  the  gods,  and  fear'd. 

before  him  to  the  ground  my  knees  1  bow'd, 

And,  with  extended  hands,  for  mercy  fu'd. 

But  Cleon,  fierce  and  fcorning  to  entreat. 

His  weapon  drew,  and  rufh'd  upon  his  fate : 

For  as  he  came,  the  fatal  arrow  flew. 

And  from  his  heart  the  vital  current  drew ; 

Supine  he  fell ;  and,  welling  from  the  wound, 

A  tide  of  gore  impurpled  all  the  ground. 

The  fon  Pain  (looping  dre^v  the  dart. 

Yet  warm  with  flaughtcr,  from  the  hero's  heart ; 

And  turn'd  it  full  on  me  ;   with  humble  pray'r 

And  lifted  hands,  1  mov'd  him  (lill  to  fparc. 

At  laft  he  yielded,  from  his  purj)ofc  fway'd, 

And  anfw'ring  thus  in  milder  accents,  faid  : 

No  favour  fure  you  merit;  andthe  caufc, 

Of  right  infring'd  and  hofpitable  laws. 

Would  juftify  revenge  ;  but  as  you  claim, 

With  Hercules,  your  native  foil  the  lame; 

I  now  (liall  pardon  for  the  hero's  fake. 

Nor,  thougli  the  gods  aj)prove  it,  ven'';:ance  take. 

Uut  llraight  avoid  my  prefencc  ;  and  unbind. 

With  (peed,  your  flying  canvafs  to  the  wind  : 

For  if  again  to  meet  thofecycs  you  con;e. 

No  pray'rs  fliall  change,  or  mitigate  your  doom. 

With  frowni^;  afpcift  thus  the  hero  faid. 
His  threats  I  fflrr'd,  and  willingly  obcy'd. 
oiraight  in  his  purjile  robe  the  dead  1  bound. 
Then  to  my  flioulders rais'd  him  from  the  ground; 
And  from  the  hills  defcending  to  the  bay, 
Where  anchor'd  near  the  bcuch  our  galley  lay. 
The  reft  eonvcn'd,  with  forrow  to  relate 
This  anger  of  the  gods  and  Cleon's  fare: 
'I'lie  hero's  fate  his  bold  companions  mourn'd. 
And  ev'ry  breaft  with  keen  rcfcntmcnt  burn'd. 
They  in  their  heady  tranfports  ftraight  decreed, 
His  tall  with  venge.ince  to  requite  or  bleed. 
1  fear'd  tlie  angry  goJs  ;  and  gave  conmiarid. 
With  fail  and  oar,  to  fly  the  fatal  ftrand  ; 
I'.nrag'd  and  fad,  the  mariners  obcy'd, 
Unfurl'd  the  canvafs,  and  the  anchor  weigh'd. 
O  jr  courfe,  behind,  the  wellern  breezes  fpcd. 
And  from  the  coaft  with  heavy  hearts  wc  fled. 
All  day  they  favour'd,  but  with  evening  ceas'd ; 
And  flraiglit  a  tempcft,  from  tlie  (lormy  eaft, 
In  oppofition  full,  began  to  blow. 
And  roar  in  ridges  high  the  deep  below. 
Agaiiift  its  boiiVrous  (way  in  vain  we  flrovc ; 
Obliquely  to  the  Thracian  coaft  we  flrovc. 
Where  Pelion  lifts  his  head  aloft  in  air, 
With  painted  cliff.;  and  precipices  bare ; 
Thither  our  courfe  we  lleer'd.  and  on  the  (Irand 
Defcending,  fix'd  our  cable  to  the  land. 
'Fhere  twenty  days  wc  fiay'd,  and  wifii'd  in  vain 
A  favourable  breeze,  to  crofs  the  main  ; 
For  with  uncealing  rage  the  tcmpcft  rav'd. 
And  o'er  the  rocky  beach  the  ocean  lieav'd. 
At  laft  with  care  the  hero's  limbs  we  biirn'il, 
And,  water'd  with  our  tears,  his  bones  itiurn'd. 
'/'here,  where  a  promontory's  heigiit  divides, 
Fxtended  in  the  deep,  the  parted  tide-.. 
His  tomb  U  feen,  which,  from  its  airy  ftand, 
Marks  to  the  mariner  the  diftant  land. 

This,  princes!   is  the  truth;  and  though  thcwil] 
Of  iicav'n,  the  fov'rcign  caufe  of  good  and  ilL 
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Has  da{h'd  our  hopes  ^"^i  fo'  t^e  good  in  view, 
With  griefs  afflidls  us  and  difafters  new  : 
Yet,  innocent  of  all,  I  juftly  claim 
To  ftand  exempt  from  punidiment  or  blame. 
That  zeal  for  Tiiebes  'gainlt  hofpitable  laws 
Prevail'd,  and  ardour  in  my  country's  caufe, 
I  freely  have  confefs'd  ;  but  Aire  if  wrong 
Was  e'er  permitted  to  inducement  ftrong, 
This  claims  to  be  excus'd  :  our  country's  need, 
Wiih  all  who  hear  it  will  for  favour  plead. 

He  ended  thus.     Unable  to  fubdue  [drew  : 

His   grief:    the  monarch  from  the  throne    with- 
in filent  wonder  fix'd,  the  reft  remain'd  ; 
Till  Clytophon  the  gen'ral  fenfe  explain'd ; 


Your  juft  defence,  we  mean  not  to  refufe ; 

Your  prudence  cenfure,  or  your  zeal  accufe  : 

To  heav'n  we  owe  the  valiant  Cleon's  fate, 

VVith  each  difafter  which  afflidts  the  Hate. 

Si)on  as  the  fun  forfakes  the  eaftern  main. 

At  ev'ry  altar  let  a  bull  be  flain  ; 

And  Thebes  aflembled,  move  the  pow'rsto  fpare, 

With  vows  of  facritice  and  humble  pray'r : 

But  now  the  night  invites  to  loft  repofe, 

The  momentary  cure  of  human  woes; 

The  ftars  defcend  ;  and  foon  the  morning  ray 

Shall  roufe  us  to  the  labours  of  the  day. 

The  hero  thus,     lu  filence  all  approv'd. 

And  rifmg,  various,  from  th'  aflembly  mov'd. 


BOOK    VIII. 


Bkhind  the  palace,  where  a  ftream  defcends. 

Its  lonely  walks  a  fliady  grove  extends  ; 

Once  facred,  now  for  common  ufe  ordain'd, 

JJy  war's  wide  licence  and  the  axe  profan'd: 

Thither  the  monarch  from  th'  aOembly  went 

Alone,  his  fury  and  defpair  to  vent, 

And  thus  to  Heav'n  :   Dread  pow'r  1  whofe  fove- 

reign  fway 
The  fates  of  men  and  mortal  things  obey  ! 
From  me  expe<fl  not  fuch  applaufe  to  hear. 
As  fawning  vot'ries  to  thine  altars  bear  ; 
But  truth  fevere.     Although  the  forked  brand, 
"Which  for  deftrucftion  arms  thy  mighty  hand. 
Were  levell'd  at  my  head  ;   a  mind  I  hold, 
By  prefent  ills,  or  future,  uncontroul'd. 
Beneath  thy  fway  the  race  of  mortals  groan  j 
Felicity  fincere  is  felt  by  none  : 
Dflufive  hope  th'  unpradlis'd  mind  affails. 
And,  by  ten  thoufand  treach'rous  arts  prevails : 
Through  all  the  earth  the  fair  deceiver  ftrays, 
And  wretched  man  to  mil'ery  betrays. 
Our  crimes  you  punifli,  never  teach  to  fluin, 
When,  blind  to  folly,  on  our  fate  we  run  : 
Hence  fighs  and  groans  thy  tyrant  reign  confefs, 
With  ev'ry  rueful  fymptom  of  diftrefs. 
Here  war  unchain'd  exerts  his  \vafteful  pow'r; 
Here  famine  pines;  difeafes  there  devour, 
And  lead  a  train  of  all  the  ills  that  know 
To  fliorten  life,  or  lengthen  it  in  woe. 
All  men  are  curft ;  but  I,  above  the  reft, 
With  tenfold  vengeance  for  my  crimes  opprefs'd  : 
W'lih  hoftile  pow'rs  befet  my  tott'rmg  reign. 
The  people  wafted,  and  my  children  llain  ; 
In  fwift  approach,  I  fee  dertrudlion  come. 
Bur,  with  a  mind  unmov'd,  I  meet  my  doom  ; 
For   know,    ftern  pow'r  !    whofe  vengeance  has 

decreed 
That  Creon,  after  all  his  fons,  (hould  bleed ; 
As  from  the  fummit  of  fome  defert  rock, 
The  fport  of  tempefts,  falls  the  leaflefs  oak, 
(il  all  his  honours  ftript,  thou  ne'er  fhalt  find. 
Weakly  fubmifs,  or  ftupidly  refign'd 
This  dauntlefs  heart ;  but  purpos'd  to  debate 
Thy  ftern  decrees,  aud  buril  the  chains  cf  f3te,r       j 


He  faid  ;  and  turning  where  the  heralds  ftand 
All  night  by  turns,  and  wait  their  lord's  command; 
Meneftheus  there  and  Hegefander  found, 
And  Phiemius  fage,  for  valour  once  renown'd. 
He  charg'd  them  thus;  Beyond  the  eaftern  tow'rs. 
Summon  to  meet  in  arms  our  martial  pow'rs. 
In  filence  let  them  move  ;   let  figns  command. 
And  mute  obedience  reign  through  ev'ry  band  j 
For  when  the  eaft  with  early  twilight  glows. 
We  rufli,  from  cover'd  ambufti,  on  our  foes 
Secure  and  unprepar'd :  the  truce  we  fwore. 
Our  plighted  faith,  the  feal  of  wine  and  gore. 
No  ties  I  hold  ;   all  piety  difclaim  : 
Adverfe  to  me  the  gods,  and  I  to  them. 
The  angry  monarch  thus  his  will  declar'd; 
His  rage  the  heralds  fear'd,  and  ftraight  repair'J 
To  roufe  the  warriors.     Now  the  morning  light 
Begins  to  mingle  with  the  ftiades  of  night : 
In  ev'ry  ftreet  a  giitt'ring  ftream  appears. 
Of  polilh'd  helmets  mix'd  with  fliining  fpears  ; 
Towards  the  eaftern  gate  they  drive  along. 
Nations  and  tribes,  an  undiftinguifli'd  throng  ? 
Creon  himl'elf  fuperior,  in  his  car, 
Receiv'd  them  coming,  and  difpos'dthe  war. 

And  now  the  Argives  from  their  tents  proceed. 
With  rites  fepulchral  to  entomb  the  dead. 
The  king  of  men,  amid  the  fun'ral  fires. 
The  chiefs  afiembles,  and  the  work  infpires. 
And  thus  the  Pelian  fage,  in  council  wife  : 
Princes  !   I  view,  with  wondei  and  furprife. 
Yon  field  abandon'd,  where  the  foe  purfu'd 
Their  fun'ral  rites  before,  with  toil  renew'd  : 
Nor  half  their  dead  interr'd,  they  now  abftain. 
And  filence  reigns  through  all  the  fmoky  plain,. 
Thence  jealoufy  and  fear  poffcfs  my  mind 
Of  faith  infring'd,  and  treachery  defign'd  : 
Behind  thofe  woody  heights,  behind  thofe  tow'rsj 
I  dread,  in  ambuihlaid,  the  Theban  pow'rs; 
With  purpoie  to  alfault  us,  when  they  know 
That  we,  confiding;  leaft  expe<fl  a  foe  : 
Let  half  the  warriors  arm,  and  ftand  prcpar'd. 
For  fudden  violence,  the  hoft  to  guard; 
While,  in  the  mournful  rites,  the  reft  proceed. 
Due  to  the  honour'd  relics  of  the  dead. 
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Thti5  a?  he  fpokp ;  npproarhinp  from  afar, 
The  linftile  pow'r*.  embattled  for  ilip  war, 
Appear'd  ;    and   flreaming   from   their   polirti'd 

Oiiel  Is. 
A  M.izc  ot  fplenrloiirbrijrhten'd  all  the  fields. 
Ami  thin  the  kiiij»  of  men,  with  lifted  cyei, 
AikI  both  hi?  handi  extended  to  the  Ikies  : 
Yc  pow'rs  fuprcme  !    whole  unrcfiltcd  fvvay 
The  fate  of  men  -.ind  .nortal  thinijs  obey  I 
Let  all  llie  •)l.<j;ies,  which   perjury  attend. 
At  once,  and  fiidden,  on  our  foes  defcend  : 
Let  not  the  facred  feal  of  wme  and  ?ore, 
The  hands  we  pliijhteti,  and  the  oaths  vvc  fwore, 
Be  now  in  v.iin  ;  but  from  your  bright  abodes, 
Confound  the  bolfl  defpiftrs  of  the  god<i. 

He  pr;iy'd  ;   and  nearer  ca  ne  the  hoftile  train. 
With  I  wifr  approach  advancing  on  the  plain  ; 
Jimbuttled  thick,  as  when,  at  full  of  nii^ht, 
A  flicpheid,  from  fo  ne  promontory's  height, 
ApproLichinj;  from  the  deep,  a  forr  defcries. 
Which  hov'rint;  lightly  o'er  riie  billows  flies; 
l^y  hreezis  buroe,  the  folid  foon  it  gain*, 
Cliaibs     the   tteep    hills,     and    darkens    all     the 

plains ! 
Silent  and  Iwift  the  Theban  pow'rs  drew  ntar; 
The  chariots  led,  a  phalanx  clds'd  the  rear. 

Confufion  ftrai;^ht  through  all  the  hoi  arufe, 
Stirr'd  like  the  ocean  wheri  a  temped  blows. 
Sjiru"  arm  for  fight  ;  the  reft  to  terror  yield, 
Tnai'tive  (land,  or  trembling  quit  the  field. 
On  ev'ry  fide,  alVaults  the  deafen'd  ear 
'I  he  difcord  loud  of  tumult,  rage,  and  fear. 
Superior  in  his  car,  with  ardent  eyes, 
The  king  of  men  llirough  all  the  army  flies  : 
Th'-  r;!fh  rcilrains,  the  cold  with  courage  fires, 
And  ali  vviih  hope  and  confidence  infp:res  ; 
As  when  the  deep,  in  liquid  mountains  hurl'd, 
AfTiults  the  rocky  limits  of  the  world  : 
M'hen  tempelts  with  unlicencM  fury  rave, 
And  fweep  from  fliore  to  fhore  the  flying  wave  : 
If  he,  to  whom  each  pow'r  of  ocean  bends, 
To  quel!  fuch  uproar,  from  the  deep  afcends, 
Serene,  amidll  the  wat'ry  war,  he  rides, 
A-.d  fixes,  with  his  voice,  the  niovinj  tides  : 
Such  fcein'd   the  monarch.     From  th'  Olynopian 

he'ght. 
The  mifial  maid  precipitates  her  flight  ; 
To  aid  herfav'rite  hod  the  goddefs  came, 
Mentor  fhe  feem'd,  her  radiant  arms  the  fame  ; 
AVho  with  Ulyfl'es  brought  a  chofen  band 
i)i  w.irriors  from  the  C -phalenian  flrand  ; 
Already  armM,  the  valiant  youth  (he  found, 
And  arming  for  the  fight  his  warriors  round. 
And  thiiS  began  :   Brave  prince  1  our  foes  appear 
For  battle  order'd,  and  the  fight  is  near. 
Dauntlcl's  they  come  ("uperior  and  elate, 
While  fear  unmans  us,  and  rcfigns  to  fate. 
Would  fume  immortal  from  th'  Olympian  height 
"Dfecend,  and  for  a  niomeui  l\o\)  the  fight ; 
From  lad  dejecflion  rous'd,  -ind  cold  defpair, 
\Vc  yet  might  arm  us,  and  tor  w.ir  prepare  j 
But  if  on  human  aid  we  mult  depend. 
Nor  hope  tu  (\'e  the  fav'ring  gods  defcend, 
Great  were  the  hero's  prail'e,  who  now  could  boaft 
»um  ruin  imminent  to  ("ave  the  hoft  I 
The  d  inger  near  fome  prompt  expedient  claims, 
Afii  ^>ruJeQCc  triumphs  ofi  in  wo:>t  extremes. 


Thus,  in  a  form  aflum'd,  the  martial  niaiJ  ; 
The  generous  warrior,  thus  replying,  faid  : 
In  youth,  I  cannot  hope  to  win  the  praifr, 
With   which    experience    crovnis   a   length    of 

days : 
Weak  are  the  ho'ies  that  on  my  counfcls  (land, 
'I'o  combats,  nor  priclis'd  in  command  : 
But  as  the  gods,  to  favc  a  (inking  (tale, 
Or  fnatch  an  army  from  tl:e  jiws  of  fat^, 
When  prudence  A  :nd6  confounded,  oft  luggcft 
A  prompt  ex:>edienr  to  fome  vulgar  breaJt; 
To  your  difcerning  ear  I  ftiall  expofe 
What  now  my  min.d  excites  me  lodifclofe. 
Sav'd  from  th'  unfinirti'd  honours  of  the  (lain. 
The  mingled  fpoiis  of  fore(ts  loail  the  plain  : 
In  heaps  con'.iguous  round  the  camp  they  lie, 
.\  fence  too  weak  to  ftop  the  enemy  : 
B  It  if  we  mix  them  with  the  feedsof  fire. 
Which  unextm;uilh'd  glow  in  ev'ry  pyre, 
Again'!  the  toe  a  ludden  wall  Oiall  r:fe. 
Of  ilame  and  fm'ike  afcend  ng  to  the  (kies : 
The  (feed  dii'may'd  ihall  b.<ckward  hurl  the  car  ; 
Mix  with  the  phahns,  and  confound  t!ie  war. 

He  faid.    The  goddefs,  in  her  confcious  bread, 
A  mother's  triumtih  for  a  (on  poflcfi'd. 
Who  emulates  his  fire  in  glorious  deed*, 
And,  with  his  virtue,  to  his  fame  (ucceeds: 
G  a.-eful  the  goddefs  turn'd,  and  with  a  voice, 
Dold,  and  fupenor  to  the  vulgar  twice, 
O'er  all  the  field  commands  the  woods  to  fire  ; 
Straight  to  obey  a  thoufands  hands  confpire. 
On  ev'iy  fide  tli^  fpreading  (1  nne  extends, 
And,  roll'd  in  cloudy  wreaths,  the  fmokc  afcends. 

Cre m  beheld,  cnrag'd  to  be  withftood  : 
Like  fome  fierce  lion  when  he  meets  a  flood 
Or  trench  defenfive,  which  his  rage  reftrains 
For  flocks  uncjuaril'd,  left  by  carelefs  fvvains; 
O'er  ail  the  field  he  fends  his  eyes  afar. 
To  mark  fit  entrance  for  a  pointed  war: 
N'ear  on  the  rii;lii  a  narrow  ("pace  he  found, 
■V'here  fun'ral  aflr.'S  fmok'd  wpm  the  ground  : 
riiitiier  the  warriors  of  the  Tiitban  holt. 
Whole  martial  (kill  he  pnzM  and  valour  moft. 
The  monarch  l-.-nt,  Ch»lcidamus  the  (Irong, 
Who  from  fair   Th.-lpia  led  his  martial  throng, 
Where  Helicon  ereCls  his  verdant  head. 
And  crowns  the  chamj)aign  with  a  lot"ty  (liadei 
Oechalia's  chief  was  added  to  the  band. 
For  v.iiour  fam'd  and  Ikiliul  in  command  ; 
Eritheus,  with  him,  his  brother  came, 
Oi  worth  unc'iual,  and  unequal  fame". 
Rhelus,  with  tlul'e,  the  Thracian  leader,  went, 
To  merit  fame,  by  high  atchlevements,  bent; 
O;  (lature  tall,  he  fcorns  the  pointeil  (pear. 
And  crulhcs  with  his  mace  the  ranks  of  war  : 
With  him  twelve  leader;,  of  his  native  train, 
In  combats,  taught  the  bounding  (teed  to  rein, 
By  none  furpal's'd  who  boait  fu|ieri\)r  (kill 
To  fend  the  winged  arro>v  Ovift  to  kill, 
Mov'd  to  the  fiuht.     Tne  rcit  of  vulgar  name, 
Thiiugl»  brave  in  conbat,  were  unknown  to  lame. 
Tlieir  bold  invafion  dauntkfs  fo  oppofe, 

j  Full  in  the  midil  the  bulk  of  Aj  ix  role  ; 

1   UnariTi'd  be  ftood  ;  but,  in  his  mighty  hand, 
Bran.liOrd,  with  geilurc  fierce,  a  burning  brand, 

j  Snatch'd  from  the  alics  of  a  fun'ral  hrc  ; 

;  .\n  olive  s  trunk,  five  cu'jit  lengths  enli;c. 
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Arm'il  for  the  fight,  the  Cretan  monarch  flood; 
And  Merioti,  thirfting  ftill  with  hoftile  blood  ; 
The  prince  of  Ithaca,  with  him  who  led 
The  youth,  in  Sicyon,  and  Pellene,  bred. 
But  ere  they  clos'd,  the  Thracian  leader  prefs'd, 
With  eager  courage,  far  before  the  reft  ; 
Him  Aja.x  met,  iiiflam'd  with  equal  rage: 
Between  the  vvond'ring  hofts  the  chiefs  engage  : 
Their  weighty  weapons  round  their  heads  they 

throw, 
And  fwift,  and  heavy  falls  each  thund'ring  blow ; 
As  when  in  ^Etna's  caves  the  giant  brood, 
The  one-ey'd  fervants  of  the  Lemnian  god, 
In  order  round  the  burning  anvil  ftand. 
And  torjje,  with  weighty  ftrokes  the  forked  brand: 
The  (baking  hills  their  fervid  toil  confefs, 
And  echoes  rattling  through  each  dark  recefs  : 
So    rag'd    the    fight;    their    mighty  limbs    they 

Itrain  ; 
And  oft  their  pond'rous  maces  fall  in  vain  : 
For  neither  chief  was  deftin'd  yet  to  bleed  ; 
But  fate  at  Inft  thevi(5tory  decreed. 
The  Salaminian  hero  aim'd  a  ftroke, 
AVhich  tliund'riiig  on  the  Thracian  helmet  broke  : 
Stunn'd    by    the    boiit'rous    fliock,    the    warrior 

reel'd 
With  giddy  poife,  then  funk  upon  the  field. 
Their  leader  to  defend,  his  native  train 
With  fpeed  advance-  and  guard  him  on  the  plain. 
Againft  his  fie,  their  threat'ning  lances  rife, 
And  aim'd  at  once,  a  ftorm  of  arrows  flies; 
Around  the  chief  on  ev'ry  fide  they  fing  ; 
One  in  his  flioulde--  fix'd  its  barbed  fting. 
Amaz'd  he  ftood,  noi  could  the  fight  renew: 
But  flow  and  fullen  from  the  foe  withdrew. 
Straight  to  the  charge  Idomeneus  proceeds. 
With  hardy  Merion  try'd  in  martial  deeds, 
I>aertes'  valiant  fon,  and  he  who  led 
The  youth  in  Sicyon,  and  Pellene,  bred  ; 
VVith  force  united,  thefe  the  foe  fuitain, 
And  vvaileful  havoc  loads  the  purple  plain: 
In  doubtful  poife  the  fcales  of  combat  fway'd. 
And  various  fates  alternately  obey'd  [foe, 

But  now  the  flames,  which  barr'd  th'  invading 
Sunk  to  the  vvafled  wood,  in  alhes  glow  : 
Thebes  rufhes  to  the  fight ;   their  polilh'd  fliields 
Gleam  through  the  fmoke,  and  brightens  all  the 

fields; 
Thick  fiy  the  embers,  where  the  courfers  tread, 
And  cloudy  volumes  all  the  welkin  fliade. 
The  king  of  men,  to  meet  the  tempeft,  firei 
His  wav'riiig  bands,  and  valour  thus  infpires. 
Gods  1  flial!  one  fatal  hour  deface  the  praife 
Of  all  our  fleepieis  nights,  and  bloody  days  ? 
Shall  no  juft  meed  for  all  our  toils  remain? 
Oar  labours,  blood,  and  vic'iories  in  vain  } 
Shall  Creon  triumph,  and  his  impious  brow 
Claim  the  fair  u  reath.  to  truth  and  valour  due  ? 
No,  warriors  !   by  the  heav'nly  now'-s,  is  weighed 
Juftice  with  wrong,  in  equal  balance  laid  : 
From  Jove's  hi^h  roof  depend  th'  eternal  fcales, 
Wro;i^  mounts  defeated  flill,  and  right  prevails. 
Fear  then  no  odds;  on  heav'n  itfelf  depend, 
Which  falfehood  will  confound,  and  trath  defend. 

He  f.ud  .   and  fudden  in  the  fhock  they  clofe. 
Their  fhields   and   helmets   ring    with    mutual 


blows 


Diforder  dire  the  mingling  ranks  confounds. 
And  Ihouts  of  triumph  mix  with  dying  founds; 
As  fire,  with  wafteful  conflagration  fpreads. 
And  kindles,  in  its  courfe,  the  woodlan  1  fliades, 
When,  fliooting  fudden  from  the  clouds  above. 
On  foine  thick  forefl  fall  the  flames  of  Jove  ; 
The  lofty  oaks,  the  pines  and  cedars  burn, 
Their  verdant  honours  all  to  aflies  turn  ; 
Loud  roar'  the  tempeft ;  and  the  trembling  fwains 
See  the  wide  havoc  of  the  wafted  plains: 
Such  feem'd  the  conflidl ;  fuch  the  dire  alarms, 
From  fliouts  of  battle  mix'd  with  din  of  arms. 
Phericles  finl,  Lycaon's  valiant  fon. 
The   fage    whole    counfels   propp'd    the  Theban 

thione, 
Rofe  in  the  fight,  fuperior  to  the  reft, 
And  brave  Democleon's  fall  his  might  confefs'd, 
I'he  chief  and  leader  of  a  valiant  band, 
From  fair  Eione  and  th'  Afinian  ftrand. 
Next  Alius,  Iphitus,  and  Crates  fell ; 
Terynthian  Podius  trode  the  path  of  hell : 
And  Schedius,  from  Mazeta's  fruitful  plain. 
Met  there  his  fate,  and  perifli'd  with  the  (lain. 
Aw'd  by  their  fall,  the  Argive  bands  give  way  ; 
As  yields  (ome  rampart  to  the  ocean's  fway, 
When  rous'd  to  rage,  it  fcorns  oppofing  mounds, 
And  ("weeps  viiflorious  through  forbidden  grouudst 

But  Pallas,  anxious  for  her  fav'rite  hofl-, 
Their  belt  already  wounded,  many4oft, 
Ul.fle*  fought :  fhe  found  him,  in  the  rear,  (s^ 

Wounded  and  faint,  and  leaning  on  his  fpear. 
And  thus  in  Mentor's  form :  Brave  prince  1  I  dreai 
Our  hopes  defeated,  and  our  fall  decreed  : 
For  conqu'ring  on  the  right  the  foe  prevails. 
And  all  defence  again  If  their  fury  fails  ; 
While- here,  in  doubtful  poife,  the  battle  fvvays, 
And  various  fates  alternately  obeys  ; 
In  great  Tydides,  who  beholds  from  far 
Our  danger  imminent,  yet  fliuns  the  war. 
Held  by  refentment,  or  fome  caufe  unknown, 
Regardlefs  of  our  fafety  and  his  own, 
\Vould  rife  to  aid  us ;   yet  we  might  refpire. 
And  Creon,  fruflrated,  again  retire. 
Great  were  his  praife,  who  could  the  chief  per 

fuade, 
In  peril  fo  extreme,  the  hoft  to  aid. 
The  fitteft  you,  who  boaft  the  happy  (kill, 
X^'ith  plea(5ng  words,  to  move  the  fixed  will* 
Though  NeTtor  juiHy  merits  equal  fame, 
A  friend  the  fooneft  will  a  friend  reclaim. 
And  thus  UlyfTes  to  the  martial  maid : 
I  cannot  hope  the  hero  to  perfuade  : 
The  fource   unknown  from  which  his  rage  pro 

ceeds, 
Reafon  in  vain  from  loofe  conjecfture  pleads; 
The  fatal  truce,  with  faithlefs  Creon  made. 
Provokes  him. not,  nor  holds  him  from  our  aid; 
He  eafily  refign'd  whate'er  he  mov'd. 
Till  now  approving  as  the  reft  approv'd, 
Some  dire  difalter,  Ibme  difgrace  unfeen. 
Confounds  his  fteady  temper,  elfe  ferene  ; 
But  with  my  utmoft  fearcii,  I'll  drive  to  find 
The  fecret  griefs  which  wound  his  gen'rous  mind; 
If  drain'd  of  blood,  and  fpent  with  toils  of  war. 
My  weary  limbs  can  bear  their  load  fo  far. 

He  (poke ;  his  words  the  martial  maid  admir'd  ; 
With  energy  divine  his  breaft  infpir'd; 
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Lightly  the  hero  movM,  and  took  his  way 
Where  broad  encamp'd  ih'  yKrolian  warriors  lay: 
Already  arm'd  he  tound  the  ilaring  band, 
Fierce  and  impaticiit  ot  their  lortl'%  command  ; 
Some>    inurm'rtng,    round    the    king's    pavilion 

flood, 
While  others,  more  remote,  comphin'd  alond  : 
With  ple.iilinj;  words  he  looth'd  tlieni  ab  he  went, 
And  fought  their  valiant  ici-dcr  in  h<s  tnit  : 
Him  poiid'ring  deep  in  his  diltrrti'trd  mind, 
He  found,  anil  fitting  fail,  with  head  dcdin'd. 
He  tlius  addrtfsM  hini  :    Will  the  ncwi  I  bring, 
^ffljifl,  or  gratify,  ih'  /Ktolian  king  ? 
*'  That  wav'rinj;  on  tlic  brink  of  foul  defeat, 
Without  the  hopt-i  of  fucctfsor  retrcnt. 
Our  valiant  band:»  th'  unequal  fight  maintain  ; 
Their  bell  already  wouniicd,  many  llain.'' 
If  trcach'rous  Thebes  has  brlb'd    you    with  her 
ftorf",  [fwore ; 

And    bought    the  venal   faitij   which    once    you 
Has  promisM  pieciou-i  ore,  or  lovely  dames. 
And  pays  to  lult  the  price  which  treafon  claims  : 
Name  but  the  proffers  of  the  perjur'd  king. 
And    more,    and   better,    Ijom   your   friends  I'll 

bring  ; 
Vaft  funis  of  precious  ore,  and  greater  far 
Than  I'hebes,  in  peace,  had  trcRliu'd  for  the  war  ; 
Or,  though,  to  gratify  thy  boiindlefs  mind. 
Her  private  wealth  and  public  were  combin'd. 
If  beauty's  pow'r  your  am'rous  heart  inflames, 
UnrivalI'd  are  Achaia's  lovely  dames ; 
Her  faired  dames  Adraftus  Ihall  bellow, 
And  purcliafe  tiuis  the  aid  you  freely  owe. 
Gods  I  that  our  armies  e'er  Ihould  need  to  fear 
DeftruC^ion,  and  the  fon  of 'I'yileus  ne:ir  1 

Ulyfltsihus  ;  and  Tydeus'  fon  again  : 
Your  falfc  repioaches  aggravate  my  pain 
Too  great  already  :   in  my  heart  I  feel 
Its  venom'd  fting,  more  fliarp  than  pointed  fteel. 
No  bribe  perfuades,  or  proniil'e  from  the  foe, 
My  oath  to  vi'iate,  and  tlie  war  forego: 
In  vain  for  this  were  all  the  precious  rtorc, 
Which  trading  Zidon  wafts  from  ihore  to  Ihorc  ; 
With  all  that  rich  Iberia  yet  contains, 
Safe  and  unrifled  in  her  golden  veins. 
The  fource  from  which  my  mifcries  arifc. 
The  caufe,  which  to  the  hoft  my  aid  denie«, 
With  truth  I  Ihall  reiate  ;  and  hope  to  claim 
Your  friendly  fympathy,  for  groundlei;  blame. 
In  yonder  walls  a  cn|)tive  maid  remains, 
To  me  more  dear  than  all  the  world  contains; 
Fairer  flic  is  than  nymph  was  ever  fair ; 
Pallas  in  fiature,  and  majfllic  air; 
As  Venus  foft,  witli  Cynthia's  fprightly  grace. 
When  on  Taigetus  (he  leads  the  chafe, 
Or  Erymanthus ;  while  in  tix'd  amaze, 
At  awful  dillance  heard,  the  fatyrs  gaze. 
With  oalh-  divine  our  pligiitcd  faith  wc  bound  ; 
Hymen  had  Icon  our  mutual  wifliescrown'd  ; 
When,  call'd  to  arms,  agamft  the  Theban  tow'rs, 
From  Calydon  1  led  my  martial  pow'r?. 
Her  female  form  in  martial  arms  conceal'd. 
With  me  Ihe  brav'd  the  terrors  of  the  held  : 
Unknown  and  unrewarded,  from  my  fide 
No  toil  could  drive  her,  and  no  Ihock  divide. 
But  now  proud  Thebes  injunouily  ditains 
'J  he  lovely  virgin,  lock'd  in  holtik  thaii.s; 


Doom'd,  and  referv'J  to  perifii,  for  mr  fake. 
If  of  your  counfels,  I,  or  works,  partake; 
Till  twenty  mornings  in  the  caft  fliall  rife. 
And  twenty  cv'nings  gild  the  weltcrn  fkies. 
See  then  the  raufc  which  holds  ine,  and  confines 
.My  arm,  to  aid  you,  though  my  heart  inclines ; 
l.ove  n)ix'd  with  pity,  whofc  reiir^iints  I  feel 
Th.in  ad.imant  more  ftrong,  and  links  of  llceL 

The  hero  thus.   Laertts'  fon  rcply'd  : 
Oft  have  I  heard  what  now  is  verify 'd ; 
That  Itill  when  pafiion  reigns  without  controuJ, 
Its  fway  confounds  and  darkens  all  the  foul. 
If  Thebes,  by  perjury,  the  gods  prov.k'd. 
The  vengeance  flighted,  by  themfelvcs  invok'd; 
Allaulted  us,  fecure,  with  holliie  arms. 
And  mix'dour  pious  rit'.'s  with  dire  alarms  : 
With  bet(cr  faith,  by  faithiel's  Crcon  fway'd. 
Will  they  at  laic  reftore  the  captive  maid  ? 
When  froin  their  battlements  and  lofty  fpire^. 
They  fee  their  champaign  fliine  with  hoftilc  fires  ; 
And,  pitch'd  around  them,  lio.ls  of  armed  foes. 
With  ftric^  embrace,  their  llraiten'd  walls  enclofe: 
The  gods  tluy  fcorn  as  impotent  and  vain  : 
What  will  they  do,  when  you  alone  remain  ? 
Our  princes  fall'n,  the  vulgar  warriors  ded, 
iihall  to  your  fnt  the  c  ;ptivc  fair  be  led  ? 
C)r  rather  muft  you  fee  her  inatchlei's  charms 
Rfferv'd  to  blefs  fome  haplefs  rival's  arms; 
Wliile  rage  and  jealoufy  divide  your  brcafl, 
No  prefent  friend  to  pity,  or  aflifl  ? 
Now  rather  rife  :   and,  eic  it  is  too  late, 
Rcfcue  our  armies  from  impending  f.itc. 
The  captive  maid  uninjur'd  you'll  regain  ; 
P'orce  oft  obtains  what  jultice  alks  in  vain. 
With  fuccefs  thus  )our  willies  fliall  be  crown'd, 
Which  truft  in  Thebes  would  fruftrate  and  con- 
found. 
UlyfiVs  thus:  his  weighty  words  inclin'd. 
Long  tortur'd  with  fufpenfe,  the  hero's  mind  ; 
As  fettling  winds  the  moving  deep  contronl, 
And  teach  the  w.rv'ring  billows  how  to  roll: 
Straight  from  his  feat  th'  /tltolian  warrior  rofe; 
His  mighty  limbs  the  martial  greaves  enclofe  ; 
His  breall  and  thighs  in  poiilh'd  Heel  he  drefs'd  ; 
A  plumed  helmet  next  his  temples  pref^'d  : 
From  the  broad  baldric,  round  his  (houlders  flung. 
His  fl;ining  fword  and  itarry  faulchion  hung: 
The  fpcar  he  lalt  alTum'd.  and  pond'rons  Hucld, 
With  martial  grace,  and  illu'd  to  the  field  : 
To  mingle  in  the  fight,  with  eager  haflc 
He  rulh'd,  nor  cali'd  his  warriors  as  he  pad. 
UlylTes  thefp  conven'd  ;  his  prudent  care 
Their  ranks  dil'pos'd,  and  led  them  to  the  war. 
Afar  diilingiiiih'd  by  his  armour  bright, 
With  ihouts  fydides  rous'd  the  ling'ring  fight ; 
Thruuph  all  the  hoft  his  martial  voice  refounds, 
And  ev'ry  heart  with  kindling  ardour  bounds; 
As  when  the  fun  afcends,  with  gladfome  ray, 
To  light  the  weary  trav'ller  on  his  way; 
Or  cheer  the  mariner  by  tcmpeft  tofs'd 
/Xinidft  the  dangers  of  fome  per'lous  coaft  : 
So  to  his  wilhing  friends  Tydides  came  ; 
Their  danger  uicii  before,  their  joy  the  fame. 

Fherick's  faw  ;  and,  fpringing  from  the  throng, 
Call'd  the  boll    I'hcbans.  -s  he  rufh'd  along  : 
Ye  gen'rous  ymiihs !  whom  fair  Bocjtia  breeds, 
The  iiurfc  of  valour  and  heroic  deeds : 
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Let  not,  tliouB-li  oft  renewM,  thefe  tedious  toils 
Your  martial  ardour  quench,  and  damp  your  fouls. 
Tydiiies  comes ;   and  leads,  in  armour  bright, 
His  native  bands,  impatient  for  the  fight : 
Myfelf  the  firft  the  hero's  arm  fliall  try, 
And  teach  you  how  to  conquer,  or  to  die. 
We  ftrive  not  now,  as  when,  in  days  of  peace, 
Some  prince's  hymeneal  rites  to  grace, 
In  lifted  fields  bedew'd  with  fragrant  oil. 
In  combat  feign'd,  the  mimic  warrior^-  toil ; 
Alike  the  victors,  and  the  vanquKL'd  fare, 
And  genial  feafts,  lo  both,  conclude  the  war  : 
We  now  muft  conquer  :  or  it  Hands  decreed 
That  Thebes  fliall  perilh,  and  her  people  bleed. 
No  hopes  of  peace  remain  ;  nor  ran  we  find 
New  gods  to  witncfs,  or  new  oaths  to  bind, 
The  firft  infring'd  :  and  therefore  muft  prepare 
To  ftand  or  perilli  by  the  lot  of  war  : 
Then  let  us  all  undaunted  brave  iVir  fate : 
To  ftop  is  doubtful,  defp'rate  to  retreat. 

The  hero  thus ;   and  to  the  battle  led  : 
i-ike  Mars,  he  feem'd,  iu  radiant  omiour  clad, 
Tow'ring  fublirae  :  behind  his  ample  IhielU 
He  mov'd  to  meet  Tydideson  the  field  : 
As  when  at  noon,  defcending  to  the  rills. 
Two  herds  encounter,  from  the  neighbouring  hills : 
Before  the  reft,  the  rival  bulls  prepare. 
With  awful  prelude,  for  th'  approaching  war  ; 
With  defp'rate   horns  they   plough  the  fmoking 

ground ; 
Their  hideous  roar  the  hollow  caves  refound  ; 
Heav'd  o'er  their  backs  the  ftreamingfand  afcends; 
Their  ftern  encounter  both  the  herds  fufpends: 
So  met  the  chiefs  ;  and  I'uch  amazement  quell'd 
The  reft,  and  in  fufpenfe  the  combat  held. 
Tydides  firft  his  weighty  weapon  threw. 
Wide  of  the  mark  with  erring  force  it  flew. 
Phericles  1  thine  fucceeds  with  happier  aim, 
Full  to  the  centre  of  the  fliield  it  came  : 
But  flightly  join'd,  unequal  to  the  ftroke, 
Short  from  rhe  fteel,  the  ftaff  in  fplinters  brok!;- 
With  grief  Tydides  faw  his  aim  deceiv'd  ; 
From  ofif  the  field  a  pond'rous  rock  he  he^' y  > 
With  figures  rude  of  antique  fculpture  r^'ic  d. 
It  mark'd  the  reliques  of  a  man  decea  "  > 
Puih'd  at  his  foe  the  weighty  mafs  h  """gJ 
Thund'ring  it  fell;  the  Theban  hf'^"  '""g: 
Deep  with  the  brain  the  dinted  f^^^  1*^  mix'd. 
And  lifelefs,  on  the  ground,  thf^^^'^*"  ^^'d' 

Aw'd  by  his  fall,  the  Theb\^^"'i^^'"ire.; 
As  flocks  defencelefs  fhun  3  -o".*  ire ; 
At  once  they  yield,  unat'  to  withftand 
The  wide  deftruftion  -  y^"^"  ^'^"'•, 
Diforder  foon ,  the  f'- "  '^.^  ^"  confounds, 
And  fbouts  of  triu.:!'^  mix  with  dying  founds. 

Creon  perceiy'^,  f'^'''^'''^,  ""  l\^  ,^'g'^t 
In  equal  poife  V-  ^^'^  'he  fcales  of  fi^ht, 
Blaf»hemingnea^  n,  he  impioufly  refign'd, 
To  Item  diiiiair,  "s  unrubmitting  mi„d  . 
Yet  vers'd  in  al  the  vrarious  turns  of  fate, 
The  briik  aflW  tprule,  or  fafe  retreat, 
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He  drew  his  firm  battalions  from  the  foe, 

In  martial  order,  reguiaily  flow. 

The  Argive  leaders,  thund'ring  in  the  rear, 

itili  forwards  on  the  yielding  fquadrons  bear  ; 

i'he  ftrife  with  unabated  fury  burns. 

They  ftop,  they  combat,  and  retreat  by  turns; 

As  the  grim  lion  I'ourly  leaves  the  plains. 

By  dojis  cempell'd,  and  bands  of  armed  fwainsj 

Indignant  to  his  woody  haunts  he  goes, 

And  with  retorted  glare  reftrains  his  foes.. 

Meanwhile  Tydides,  near  the  Cadmean  gate, 
Urg'd  with  incelfanttoil  the  work  of  fate; 
Towards  the  walls,  an  undiftinguilh'd  throrhg, 
The  vicTtors  and  the  vanquifh'd,  rufh'd  along. 
Accefs  to  both  the  guarded  wall  denies ; 
From  ev'ry  tow'r,  a  ftorm  of  jav'lins  flies; 
Thick  as  the  hail  defcends,  when  Boreas  flings 
The  rattling  tempeft  from  his  airy  wings: 
So  thick  the  jav'lins  fell,  and  pointed  fpears; 
Behind  them  clofe,  another  hoft  appears. 
In  order'd  columris  rang'd,  by  Creon  led  : 
Ulylles  faw  ;  and  thus  to  D:omed: 
Bold  as  you  are,  avoid  thefe  guarded  tow'rs  : 
From  loofe  pmtaft  recal  your  I'catter'd  pow'rs  : 
See  Creon  comes ;  liis  thick  embattled  train, 
In  phalanx  join'd,  approaches  Aom  the  plain. 
Here  if  we  itay  th'  unequal  .*ight  to  prove. 
The  tow'rs  and  ramparts  threaten  from  above 
With  darts  and  ftones ;  i;'hile  to  th'  invading  foe> 
In  (/lu^r  loofe,  our  fcatter'd  ranks  we  fliow  ; 
Nor  by  your  matchlefs  valour  hope,  in  vain. 
Such  odds  to  cjnquer,  and  the  fight  maintain  j 
Againft  an  a-my  lingle  force  ijiult  lofe  ; 
Immod'ratf  courage  ftill  like  folly  fliows. 
See  wher'  into  the  field  yon  tuiret  calls, 
Drawn  «  a  point  the  long-eytended  walls  : 
The^e  force  your  way,  and  fpeedily  regain 
The 'pace,  and  fafety  of  the  open  plain. 

I/lyffes  thus ;  and  by  his  prudence  fway'd, 
TAe  martial  fon  of  Tydeus  Itrait  obey'd. 
fhrice  to  the  height  the  hero  rais'd  his  voice,      ^o 
Loud  as  the  lilver  trumpet's  martial  noife, 
The  fignal  of  retreat;  his  warriors  heard, 
And  round  their  chief  in  order'd  ranks  appear'd. 
Drawn  from  the  mingled  tumult  of  the  plain  ; 
As,  fever'd  on  the  floor,  the  golden  grain 
Swells  to  a  heap  ;  while,  whirling    through  the 

Ikies, 
The  dufty  chaff" in  thick  diforder  flies  ; 
Tydides  leads  ;   between  the  guarded  tow'rs 
And  hollile  ranks,  he  draws  his  martial  pow'rs     - 
Towards  the  plain  ;  as  mariners,  %vith  oar 
And  fail,  avoid  fome  promontory's  fliore  ; 
When  caught  be^veen  the  ocean  and  the  landj 
A  fudden  tempeft  bears  them  on  the  ftrand  ; 
The  ftem  oppofmg  to  its  boift'rous  fvvay. 
They  finin  the  cape  and  ftretch  into  the  bay  ; 
So 'fcap'd  Tydides.     Cover'd  by  their  tow'rs. 
In  fafety  flood  retir'd  the  Theban  pow'rs, 
For  from  above  an  iron  tempeft  rain'd. 
And  the  incurlions  of  the  foe  reftrain'd. 
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AvD  Povr  the  king  of  men  his  army  calU, 
liark  fn.m  the  diiiycr  ofih'  imi)tnilirg  walls; 
1'tjey  quit  the  combat,  and  ii\  order  long 
The  fit-Id  poffcf?,  1  phal.inx  deep  and  Itrong. 
Rank  tollowing  rank,  the  Thehan  f<iuadroni  move 
Still  to  the  rampritt,  and  the  tow'rs  almve: 
Crt:in  himlelf,  unwi.linp,  quits  the  field, 
Unras'd,  drfeated,  and  conftraiii'd  to  yield, 
'Gainll  all  hi<  f  >es  hi?  indignation  burns, 
But  firft  on  Diomed  its  fury  turns. 
He  rall'd  a  vulgar  warrior  from  the  crowd, 
A  villain  dark,  and  try'd  in  works  of  blood, 
Ercnibiis  nam'd,  of  hug*-  gigantic  fize, 
■\\ith  cloudy  features  niark'd,  and  downcaft  eyes; 
Cold  and  inactive  Hill  in  combat  found, 
Nor  wont  to  kindle  at  the  trumpet's  found; 
Hut  bold  in  villary  when  pow 'r  commands; 
A  weapon  fitted  for  ?  tyrant's  hands. 
And  thus  the  wrathful  monarch  :  take  this  fword, 
A  fi"u,  to  all  my  iVrvants,  from  their  lord  ; 
And  hither  bring  the  fair  /I'tolian's  head  ; 
i,  who  command  you,  will  reward  the  deed  : 
But  let  nut  pity  or  remorl'c  prevail; 
Your  own  (hall  anfwer,  if  in  aught  )iu  fail. 
•  lie  faid  :   the  murd'rer,  practisM  to  ahey, 
The  roval  fword  receiv'd,  and  took  his  vay 
Straight  to  the  palace,  where  the  captive 'air, 
Of  hope  bereft,  and  yielding  to  defpair, 
Lpinenting  fat.     Their  mutual  griefs  to  blenl. 
The  queen  and  all  the  royal  maids  attend. 
'  A-id  thris  the  queen:    fair   ftranger  1     Ihall   yoir 
grief 
■ft.!-)  hopes  reject  of  comfort  and  relief? 
'  Totir  woes  I've  meafnr'd,  all  your  forrows  known; 
•And  find  them  light  when  balanc'd  with  my  own. 
2n\.>ne  fad  dav  my  valiant  fire  I  moura'd  ; 
^JVy  brothers  llain;  my  native  walls  o'erturn'd; 
■  IVlyfelf  a  captive  deftin'd  to  fulfil, 
Ir.;(rvile  drudgery,  a  matter's  will; 
"Yet  to  a  fall  i"o  lo'v,  the  gods  decreed 
Thii^envy'd  height  of  greatnefs  to  fucceed. 
The  pow'r"!  above,  for  purpoles  unknown, 
Ott  --aire  the  faU'n,  nnd  bring  the  lotty  down; 
Elude  the  vityilance  of  all  our  care: 
•Our  furell  hopes  deceive,  and  mock  defpair. 
J>.t  nodei'ponding  thoinibts  your  mind  poHcfs, 
To  banilh  hope,  the  m^d'cinc  of  diltrels  : 
For  Mine  ll  ort  d.iys  your  freedom  will  rcftore, 
•  And  break  the  bondage  v\hich  you  thus  deplore. 
■Btit  1.  alas !  unhappy  Hill,  mult  mourn, 
joys  oiK-e  pofTef-i'd,  wliich  never  can  return ; 
•      Vour  valiant  fons,  v»ho  pcrilh'd  on  the  plain 
In  this  dire  Qrife,  a  fifth  on  Oeta  flain: 
'I'heie  fljall  return  to  blefs  my  eyes  no  more; 
'ihc  grave'«  dark  niaTTtion  knows  n<n  to  reftore, 
lor  uroe,  which  bids  fo  oft  the  folar  ray 
Repeat,  with  light  rcnew'd,  th'  ethereal  way. 
And  from  the  foil,  by  heat  and  vernal  winds, 
lo  tccond  life  the  latent  plant  unbinds, 


Again  to  flourifli,  nurs'd  by  wholefome  dewi, 
.S'l-ver  10  mortal  man  his  life  renews. 
Thefe  griefs  are  Uire  ;  but  oihers  dill  I  fear  ; 
A  royal  h'.ifband  lolt,  and  bondage  near  ; 
M)felf,  my  daughters,  dragp'd  by  hoftilc  hands; 
Our  dignity  exchaug'd  for  fervilc  hands: 
All  this  the  gods  may  purpofe  and  fulfil ; 
And  we  with  patience  mull  crdure  their  will. 

As  thus  Laodice  her  furrow  try'd 
\Vitli  fympathy  to  footh  ;  the  maid  rcpIy'J  : 
Great  queen '.    on  whom    the   fov'reign  pov.'rs 

bellow 
A  gen'rous  heart  to  feel  another's  woe  ; 
Let  Hill  uiitouch'd  through  life  your  honours  laft, 
v^'ith  happier  days  to  come  for  forrows  palt  '. 
Yet  ftrive  not  thus  a  hopelefs  wretch  to  cheer, 
U'hcm  fuie  conjecture  leads  the  word  to  fear, 
bhall  Diomed  a  public  caufe  forego. 
His  faithful  frici.ds  betray,  and  truft  a  foe  ? 
By  treachery  beheld  the  hod  o'erthrown. 
Renounce  the  public  iiitereft  and  his  own  ? 
Shall  kings  and  armies,  in  the  balance  laid, 
Avail  not  to  outweigh  a  fingle  maid  ? 
One,  whom  hisfui)  faifcly  did  reprove 
For  crimes  unknown,  whofe  only  crime  wis  Iotf  : 
No,  fure  ere  tiiis  he  iriumjih''  in  the  field; 
Your  arniie;  to  his  matchlefs  valour  yield: 
And  loon  fuhmittingto  the  fntal  blow. 
This  head  muft  gratify  a  vanquidi'd  foe. 
If  fymbofs  e'er  the  feciet  fates  explain, 
,  U  villous  do  not  always  warn  in  vain, 
I  If  dvcams  do  ever  true  prognoftics  prove, 
And  Oreams,  the  fages  fay,  defcend  from  Jove, 
;<ly  fat»  approaches  :   late  at  dead  of  night : 
Mj-  veincvct  freeze  with  horror  and  affright'. 
I  thought  t-at,  all  forlaken  and  alone, 
I'enfive  I  wa^cr'd  far  through  ways  unknown, 
A  gloomy  twiuj,^^  neither  night  nor  day 
Frown'd  on  my  i,jj,^  a„(j  fajjen'd  all  the  way  : 
Long  dreary  vales   f^^^.  ^^  ^^.^y  ,-,jp^ 
And  caverns  rinkium         ^^.jjj^  entrance  wide; 
On  ragged  chlls  the  b  j^^^  f^^^^^  ,,„„g  . 
Her  baleful  note  the  bo.,      fcreech-owl  fung. 
At  laft,  with  many  a  wca.,  j^^,,   j  f^jy,,^, 
This  melancholy  country's  1,.,;,^^  ^^^^nd, 
An  ocean  vaft  :  upon  a  clilt  I  l^^] 
And  law,  beneath  me  far,  thevab^'flooj  . 
No  ittands  role  the  dull  etipanfe  t,^^.,j.^.  ' 
And  nought   was  feen  tl»o»ifil»  af  ti,e 'fc^unjig,-, 

fpace. 
But  Uw-brow'd   clouds,   which  oi  the  billow  J 

frown'd. 
And,  in  a  night  of  fliacfe,  the  pfLfpe<? drown'd. 
The  winds,  which  leem'd  around  Ue  c,p^  ^^  ^^'^^ 
With  doleful  cadence,  ultcr'd  Imii.ds  o..^^  ' 

Wafting,  from  ev'ry  cave  and  dreary  de    ' 
The  wail  of  infants  mix'd  with  groans  of  ,^  _ 
.\maz'd,  on  ev'ry  lide  my  eyes  1  turn. 
And  fee  depending  from  the  craggy  boura 
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Wretches   unnumber'd ;    fome    the    mould'ring 

fail, 
Some  grafp'd  the  flipp'ry  rock,  with  fruitlefs  toil ; 
Some  hung  fufpended  by  the  roots,  which  pafs 
Through  crannies  of  the  cliffs,  or  wither'd  grafs. 
Still  from  the  fteep  they  plung'd  into  the  main; 
As  from  the  eyes  defcends  the  trickling  rain. 
Amaz'd  I  turn'd,  and  ftrove  in  vain  to  tly  ; 
Thickets  oppos'd,  and  precipices  high 
To  ftop  my  flight :  and,  from  the  airy  fteep, 
A  tempeft  fnatch'd,  and  hurl'd  me  to  the  deep. 
The  fudden  violence  my  flumber  broke  ; 
The  waves  I  feem'd  to  touch,  and  rtraight  awoke. 
With  fleep  the  vifion  fled  5  but,  in  my  mind 
Imprinted  deep,  its  image  left  beliind. 
For  had  the  frightful  fcene  which  fancy  drew, 
And  what  I  feem'd  to  fuffer,  all  been  true  ; 
Had  fate  appear'd,  in  blackell  colours  drefs'd, 
No  deeper  had  its  horrors  been  imprefs'd. 
WJien  thus  the  gods  by  certain  fymbols  warn. 
And  fure,  from  dreams,  their  purpofes  we  learn. 
No  blame  I  merit,  that  to  fear  relign'd, 
Fate's  dread  approach  fits  heavy  on  my  mind. 

Caflandra  thus  ;  Laodice  again  : 
J'uturity,  in  dreams,  we  feek  in  vain  ; 
For  oft,  from  thoughts  difturb'd,  fuch  phantoms 

rife, 
As  fogs  from  marflies  climb,  to  blot  the  flvies : 
With  a  dark  veil,  the  cheerful  face  of  day 
They  fadden,  and  eclipfe  the  folar  ray; 
But  loon  in  dews  and  ioft-defcending  rains, 
Fall  to  refrefli  the  mountains  and  the  plains. 
For  Dionied's  oifence  you  ne'er  can  bleed  ; 
Favour,  your  fex  and  innocence  will  plead, 
Ev'n,  with  the  worft  ;  nor  will  a  gen'rous  foe 
His  rage,  in  cruelty  and  bafenefs  fhow. 
Now  to  the  tow'rs  I  hafte,  to  view  from  far 
The  danger,  or  fuccefs  of  this  day's  war. 
Let  Clymene  with  me  the  walls  afcend ; 
The  reft  at  home  domeftic  cares  attend. 

She  ended  thus ;  and  from  her  feat  arofe  ; 
The  royal  maid  attends  her,  as  (lie  goes 
Towards  the  weftern  gate  ;  where  full  to  view 
Expos'd,  the  armies  and  the  camp  (lie  knew. 
And  now  appear'd  within  the  lofty  gate, 
By  Creon  fent,  the  meflenger  of  fate. 
His  fl)iniiig  blade,  for  execution  bar'd, 
And  afpeil  dark,  his  purpoi'e  fcraight  declar'd. 
Alarm'd,  at  once  the  royal  virgins  rife, 
And,  fcatt'ring,  fdl  the  dome  with  female  cries  : 
But,  bolder  from  defpair,  Caflandra  ftaid, 
And  to  th'  alfaflin  thus,  undaunted,  faid  : 
Approach  I  divide  tliis  neck  with  deathful  fteel, 
A  tyrant's  vailal  no  remorfe  Ihould  feel. 

0  Diomed  !  let  this  example  prove. 

In  man,  that  ftiibborn  honour  conquers  love  : 
With  weight  fuperior,  great  ambition  draw? 
The  Icale  for  glory,  and  a  public  caufe. 

1  blame  thee  not  for  this ;  nor  will  impeach 
A  great  example,  which  1  could  not  reach : 
For  had  whole  armies,  in  the  balance  laid. 

And    kings    and    mighty  ftates  with   thee  been 

weigh'd, 
And  I  the  judge  appointed  to  decree, 
They  all  had  periflied  to  ranfom  thee. 
CalFandra  thus ;  and  for  the  blow  prepared, 
With  btJth  her  bands  her  llunLnj  neck  ftie  barM, 


And  round  her  head  a  purplrf  garment  foU'd, 
With  leaves  of  filver  raark'd,  and  flow'rs  of  gold. 
Rais'd  for  the  ftroke,  the  glittering faulchion  hung. 
And  fwift  defcending,  bore  the  head  along. 
A  tide  bi  gore,  diffus'd  in  purple  ftreamfs, 
Dallies  the  wall,  and  o'er  the  paveraeat  fwims. 
Prone  to  the  ground  the  headlefs  trunk  reclines,' 
And  life,  in  long  convulfive  throbs,  refigns. 
Now  on  the  open  plain  before  the  vvalls. 
The  king  of  men  the  chiefs  to  council  calls. 
And  Diomed,  with  fecret  griefs  opprefs'd. 
Impatient,  thus  the  public  ear  addrefs'd  :  , 

Confed'rate  kings  1  and  thou,  whofe  fov'reign  hatidl 
Sways  the  dread  fceptre  of  fitpreme  command  1 
What  holds  us,  and  reftrains  our  martial  pow'rs; 
While    haughty    Thebes    infUlts    us    from    her 

toWrs  ? 
In  vain  we  conquer  thu?,  and  bleed  in  vain/ 
If  victory  but  yields  the  empty  plain. 
Behind  his  walls,  perfidious  Creon  lies, 
And  fafely  meditates  a  new  furprife : 
When  on  the  urn  our  pious  tears  we  pour; 
Or  mirth  difarmsus,  and  the  genial  hour; 
No ;  let  us  rather,  now  when  fortune  calls, 
With  bold  afTanlt,  attempt  to  mount  the  walls? 
Myfelf  the  (irft  a-  chofen  band  ftiall  lead. 
Where  yon  low  rampart  finks  into  the  mead  : 
There  will  I  gain  the  battlements,  and  lay, 
For  others  to  fucceed,  an  open  way, 
If  bars  of  fteel  have  force  their  vsrorks  to  tear. 
Or,  from  their  hinges  heav'd  the  gates,  can  beaf : 

TydideS  thus.     His  counfel  to  oppofe. 
The  leader  of  the  Cretan  warriors  rofe  : 
Confed'riite  kings  I  and  thou,  whofe  fov'reign  hand 
Sways  the  dread  fceptre  of  fupremfe  command  1 
Let  ndt  Tydides  now,  \Vith  martial  rage. 
In  meafures  hot  aw)  ra(h,  the  hoft  engage  ; 
To  fober  reafon  ftill  let  pafljon  yield, 
Nor  here  admit  the  ardour  of  the  field: 
If  Thebes  could  thits  with  one  aflliinltbe  Won, 
Her  armies  vanquifli'd,  and  her  Vvalls  o'erihrown?- 
Could  this  one  fingle  day  reward  our  foil, 
So  long  endvir'd,  with  virtory  and  fpoil  s 
No  foldier  in  ti'ie  ranks,  no  leader  here, 
Would  (bun  the  fight,  or  counfel  to  forbear. 
But  if  for  vi>flory,  a  foul  defeat, 
With  all  the  fliame  and  danger  of  retreat. 
Should  be  the  ifl'iie,  which  the  wife  muft  dread, 
To  (top  is  better,  fare,  than  to  proceed. 
On  yonder  walls,  and  lofty  turrets  fiard. 
Not  I'av'd  from  ftiameful  flight,  a  heSTrtlefsband, 
Who,  defp'ra^e  of  their  ftate,  would  foon  forego 
Their  laft  defences,  and  admit  a  foe  ; 
But  uho,  from  (isht  recall'd,  without  difmay, 
A  fafe  retreat  maintain'd,  in  firm  array. 
Secure  they  corn  bat  from  protecfting  walls; 
Thrown  from  above  each  weapon  heavier  falls; 
Againft  fuch  ode?',  can  we  the  fight  maintain,' 
And  with  a  foe  found  equal  on  the  plain  ? 
Thoiigfi  we  dcfift,  no  leader  v/ill  oppofe 
That  thus  the  fruits  of  vldlory  we  iofe  ; 
When,  pent  within  their  battlements  and  tow'rr,' 
In  narrow  fpace,  we  hold  the  Theban  po^v'rs : 
For  ofrner,  than  by  arms,  ar*  hofts  o'erthrown 
By  dearth  and  fickncfs.  in  a  (traiten'd  town.' 
He  who  can  only  wield  the  fword  and  fpear,' 
Knows  ief»  than.half  the  infbuments  of  Aar,' 
\t  D  ij 
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Heart-gnawing  hun|;fr,  enemy  to  life, 
"Widr-walting  pellilerice,  «ntJ  civil  (trife. 
By  want  inflam'd,  to  ail  our  u•ca|)on^  claim 
Superior  fore?,  and  itnkc  with  lun-r  aim  : 
^  ith  thclci  whoever  arm'd  to  coiiibat  goes, 
Inl^ruifled  low  to  turn  tliem  on  hi*  foes. 
Shall  fee  thtm  foori  laid  proftrate  on  the  ground, 
His  aims  accomjiiilird,  anj  his  wiflics  crown'd. 
Our  warri'<rs,  ^hen-fore,  let  usftraiglit  ncal, 
ISor,  by  aliaull,  .itt'mpt  to  furcc  the  v.i<.ll; 
But  with  a  rHmpart,  to  the  gates  0|>pus'd, 
Bcficg'-,  in  n.irrow  I'pace,  our  foes  ciicloii'd. 

Tbi-'  htrti  tiius;  anil,  eager  tu  reply, 
Tydides  rofe  :   when  on  a  turret  hiph 
Crcon  at  pcar'd  :  CaiTandra'v  h-  ad.difrjlay'd 
I'pon  a  lance's  pcinr,  he  held,  sii'il  i':;id  : 
Yc"  .\rgive  warriors',  vicvv  th«-  ri;;a;  and  know, 
Tha;  Creon  never  fails  to  quit  a  toe. 
This  bloody  tiophy  mark'd  ;  and  if  it  brings 
Griet  an'l  dciV-iir  lo  any  of  the  kings, 
Let  him  revenue  it  on  the  roan  who  broke 
Hit.  faith,  anddar'd  my  fury  to  provoke. 
He  ended  thus.    Tydides.  a^  he  heard, 
"Wi'h  rage  (fiOraolid,  and  defpzir,  a;<pear'd. 
X.Mii  ontlif  tow'r  he  ii\  J.  his  buiiiing  eyrs  ; 
The  r  :t  were  mute  with  wonder  and  furprifc; 
Biit,  to  the  council  turring,  thus  at  lad; 
Jf  any  f-vour  claim  my  merits  palt ; 
It,  by  a  piefent  heneht,  yc'd  bmd 
To  future  fervics  a  grille^ul  mind  ; 
Let  wl)<«i  I  urge,  in  council,  now  prevail. 
With  hiillile  arn.s  yen  rampart  to  allail : 
Elfe,  with  m)  native  bai'ds,  alone  I'll  try 
The  combat,  lix'd  to  conquer  or  to  die. 
I  I'c  hero  thu^.   Ulyn"es  thus  exprefs'd 
Til'-  prudent  dit'tates  of  his  generous  bread  ; 
Pr:nrrs  1  fliall  riire  contention  ftill  pri-fide 
In  all  our  cour'ciLs,  and  the  kings  divide  ? 
Sa»«,  of  the  vaiious  ills  that  can  didrels 
United  armies,  and  prevent  fuccefs, 
l))fcord  is  chief:   where'er  the  fury  ftrays, 
'i  he  Darts  llie  fevi  rs   and  the  whole  betrays. 
J^ow  let  Tydiries  lead  his  native  pow'rs 
To  Lombat,  and  afTault  the  Thcban  tow'rs; 
The  reil,  on  various  parts  their  forces  lliow. 
By  mock  approaciie^  todiftra(fl  the  foe. 
It  he  prevails,  to  viclory  he  leads  ; 
And  fate  behind  hnii  all  the  hod  fucceeds : 
If  Jove  forbids  and  all-decreeing  fate. 
The  field  is  open,  and  a  fate  retreat. 

Uiylles  thus.    I'hc  princes  all  alfent ; 
Straight  from  the  council  through  the  boll  they 

went, 
Rcview'd  its  order,  and  in  front  difpos'd 
The  (lingers,  and  the  rear  with  bowmen  clos'd  ; 
Arming  the  relL  with  all  that  could  avail. 
The  tow'rs  and  battlrments  to  fap  or  fcale. 
1'ydidcs  Ijrlt  his  martial  iquadrons  leads;  ' 

Ulyfles,  with  his  native  bond,  fucceeds. 
Upun  them,  as  they  came,  the  Thebans  pour 
A  ftorm  ofjav'lins,  fhot  from  ev'ry  tow'r; 
As  from  the  naked  heights  the  feathcr'd  kind, 
15y  bitter  lliow'rs  compell'd,  and  wint'ry  wind. 
In  cloud&  artembled,  from  fome  mountain's  head, 
To  fhelter  crow  d,  and  dive  into  the  lli.»de  ; 
Such  and  lo  thick  the  winged  weapons  tlew, 
And  many  warriors  wounded,  njany  flew. 


Now  on  their  ranks,  by  forceful  engines  thit)w», 
S|)rings.  from  the  twitted  rope,  the  pond'rous  itonc, 
Uilh  wide  dcitrutflioiv through  the  hod  to  roll, 
To  mix  difurder  '»nd  confound  the  whoic. 

Intrepid  dill  tii'  /Ktolian  chief  proceeds; 
.\m\  dill  Ulylfr!.  follows  js  he  leads, 
liny  reach'd  the  wall,     lydides.  with  a  bound. 
Twice   Urove    in   vain    to    mount    it    from    the 

j-nnind. 
Twice  fl'  d  the  foe;   as,  to  the  boift'rous  fway 
Of  fome  proud  billow,  mariners  give  wny  ; 
Which,  rou>d  by  temp<-ds.  'gainlt  a  veflcl  l>endt 
Its  for>-e,  and,  mounting  o'er  the  deck,  attends  : 
A;iain  he  role  :  the  third  attempt  prevail'd  ; 
But,  crumbling  in  his  grafp,  the  rampart  tail'd  : 
For  thunder  there  its  fury  had  impr'-fs'd. 
And  loi)>'d  a  lliatter'd  fiaj;meiit  from  the  red. 
Supine  rpcn  the  earth  the  hero  falls, 
Mix'd  with  the  fmoke  and  ruin  of  the  walls. 
liy  difappoiiitment  chaflM,  and  herce  from  pain, 
Unable,  now  the  rampart  to  regain. 
He  turn'd,  and  faw  his  native  bands  afar, 
Uv  fear  reitrain'd,  and  ling'ring  in  the  war. 
From  Creon  draight  and  Thebes,  his  anj;tr  turns. 
And  'gamd  his  friends,  with  equal  fury,  burns; 
As  when,  from  fnows  dilTolv'd,  or  fudden  rains, 
A  torrent  fwells  and  roars  along  the  plains; 
If,  rUing  to  oppofe  its  angry  tide, 
In  full  I  areer,  it  meets  a  mountain's  fide  ; 
111  foaming  eddies,  b.ickvvards  to  its  fource. 
It  wheels,  and  rages  with  inverted  courfc ; 
So  turn'd  at  once,  the  fury,  in  his  bread, 
.-Xgainft  Ulyd'es,  thus  iti'clf  exprefs'd  : 
Author  accurs'd,  and  fource  of  all  my  n'oes! 
Friend  more  |)ernicious  than  the  word  of  foes  I 
By  thy  fuggedions  from  my  purpofe  fway'd, 
I  dew  Calfandra,  and  m)feh  betray'd  ; 
Hence,  lodg'd  within  this  tortur'd  bread,  remains 
A  fury,  to  infli(5l  eternal  pains. 
I  need  not  follow,  with  vindictive  fpcar, 
A  trai'or  abfent,  while  a  worfe  is  near  ; 
Creon  but  aCled  what  you  well  foreknew, 
\\  hen  me  unwilling  to  the  tij^jht  you  drew. 
To  you  the  lird  my  vengeance  diall  proceed. 
And  then  on  Creon  and  myfeif  fuccced  : 
Such  faciitice  Calfandra's  ghod  demands. 
And  fucli  I'll  ofler  with  determin'd  hands. 

Thus  as  he  fpoke,  UiylFcs  pond'ring  dood. 
Whether  by  art  to  footh  his  furious  mood, 
Or,  with  a  fudden  hand,  his  lance  to  throw 
I'reventing,  ere  it  fell,  the  threnten'd  blow. 
But,  i;Iidii)g  from  above,  the  martial  maid 
Between  them  Itood,  in  majedy  difplay'd  ; 
Ilcr  radiant  eyes  with  indignation  burn'd. 
On  Dioined  their  piercing  light  die  turn'd  ; 
And  trowning  thus  :  Thy  frantic  rage  redrain  ; 
Elle  by  dread  Styx  I  fwear,  nor  fwear  in  vain. 
That  proof  lliall  teach  you  whether  mortal  might 
Ihis  arm  invincible  can  match  in  fight. 
Is't  not  enough  that  he,  whole  hoary  hairs 
Still  watch'd  your  welfare  with  a  father's  cares, 
Who  dar'd,  with  zeal  and  courage,  to  withdand 
Your  fatal  phrcnzy,  perifli'd  by  your  hand  ? 
That,  flighting  ev'ry  tie  which  princes  know, 
Vou  leagu'd  in  fee  ret  with  a  public  foe? 
And,  from  your  faith  by  fond  adeclion  fway'd, 
The  kings,  Uie  army,  and  yvurlclt  betray'd  i 
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Yctjilill  unaw'd,  from  fuch  atrocious  deeds, 
To  more  and  worfe  your  defp'rate  rage  proceeds, 
And  dooms  to  perifh,  by  a  mad  decree, 
The  chief  who  fav'd  alike  the  hoft  and  thee. 
Had  Thebes  prevail'd.  and  one  decifivehour 
The  vidlory  had  fix'd  beyond  thy  pow'r; 
Thefe  limbs,  erenow,  had  captive  fetters '.vorn, 
To  infamy  condenin'd,  and  hoftile  fcorn  ; 
While  fair  Caflandra,  with  her  virgin  charms, 
A  prize  decreed,  had  bleft  fome  rival's  arms. 
Did  not  the  worth  of  mighty  Tydeus  plead, 
Approv'd  when  living,  and  rever'd  when  dead, 
jpor  favour  to  his  guilty  fon,  and  fland 
A  rampart  to  oppofe  my  vengeful  hand  ; 
You  foon  had  found  how  mad  it  is  t»  wage 
War  with  the  gods,  and  tempt  immortal  rage. 
This   Thebes  ihall  know,  ere    to    the    ocean's 

flreams 
The  fun  again  withdraws  his  fetting  beams ; 
For  now  the  gods  confent,  in  vengeance  juft. 
For  all  her  crimes,  to  mix  her  with  the  dud. 
The  goddefs  thus;  and  turning  to  the  field. 
Her  deity  in  Mentor's  form  conceal'd  : 
With  courage  new  each  warrior's  heart  infpires, 
And  wakes  again,  in  all  their  martial  fires. 

Confcious  of  wrong,  and  fpeechlefs  from  fur- 
prife, 
Tydides  flood,  nor  dar'd  to  lift  his  eyes, 
Of  fate  regardlefs;  though  from  ev'ry  tow'r, 
Stones,  darts,  and  arrows  fell,  a  mingled  fhow'r  : 
For  awe  divine  fubdu'd  him,  and  the  ihame 
Which  virtue  fuilfers  fr#m  the  touch  of  blame. 
Put  to  Ulyfles  turning,  thus  at  laft: 
Prince  !  can  thy  gen'rous  love  forget  the  pafl ; 
And  all  remembrance  banilh  from  thy  mind, 
Of  what  my  fury  and  defpair  defign'd  ? 
If  you  forgive  me,  flraight  our  pow'rs  recal 
Who  fhun  the  fight,  while  I  attenipt  the  wall. 
Some  prefent  god  infpires  me ;  for  I  feel 
My  heart  exulting  knock  the  plated  ftcel : 
In  brifker  rdunds  the  vital  fpirit  flies. 
And  ev'ry  limb  with  double  force  fupplies. 

Tydideathus.  UlyfTes  thus  again 
Shall  heav'n  forgive  oifences,  man  retain; 
Though  born  to  err,  by  jarring  paffions  tofs'd  ? 
The  beft,  in  good,  no  fteadinels  can  boalt : 
No  malice,  therefore,  in  my  heart  flaall  live  ; 
To  fm  is  human ;  human  to  forgive. 
But  do  not  now  your  fingle  force  oppofe 
To  lofty  ramparts  and  an  hofl  of  foes ; 
I^et  me  at  leaft,  attending  at  your  fide, 
Partake  the  danger,  and  the  toil  divide  : 
For  fee  our  pow'rs  advancing  to  the  ftorm  ! 
Pallas  excites  them  in  a  mortal  form. 
I^et  us,  to  mount  the  rampart,  firaight  proceed ; 
They  of  themfelves  will  follow  as  wc  lead. 

UlyfTes  thus;  and,  fpringing  from  the  ground, 
Both  chiefs  at  once  afccnd  the  lofty  mound. 
Before  him  each  his  fhining  buckler  bears 
Gainft  flying  darts,  and  thick  portended  fpears. 
Now,  on  the  bulwark's  level  top  they  ffand. 
And  charge  on  ev'ry  fide  the  hoftile  band: 
There  many  warriors  in  clofe  fight  they  flew. 
And  many  headlong  from  the  rampart  threw. 
Pallas  her  fav'rite  champions  flill  infpires. 
Their  nerves  confirms,  and  wakes  their  martial 
fres. 


With  courfc  divided,  on  the  loe  they  fall, 

And  bare  between  them  leave  a  length  of  wall; 

As  fire,  when  kindled  on  fome  mountain's  head, 

VVhere  runs,  in  long  extent,  the  woodland  ftiade, 

Confumes  the  middle  foreft,  and  extends 

Its  parted  progrefs  to  the  diftant  ends: 

So    fought    the    leaders,    while    their    fcatter'd 

pow'rs. 
In  phalanx  join'd,  approach'd  the  Theban  tow'rs; 
With  hands    and    heads    againfl;    the    rampart 

jean'd. 
The  firft,  upon  their  fhields,  the  reft  fuftain'd : 
Rank  above  rank,  the  living  ftrucfture  grows. 
As  fettling  bees  the  pendent  heap  compofe, 
Which  to  fome  cavern's  roof  united  clings. 
Woven  thick  with  complicated  feet  and  wings: 
Thus  mutually  fuftain'd,  the  warriors  bend; 
While  o'er  their  heads  the  order'd  ranks  afcend. 

And  now  the  martial  goddefs  with  delight, 
Plac'd  on  a  turret's  top,  furvey'd  the  fight. 
Thrice  to  the  height  fhe  rais'd  her  awful  voice  ; 
The  tow'rs  and  bulwarks  trembled  at  the  noife  : 
Both  warring  hofts  alike  the  fignal  hear  ; 
To  this  the  caufe  of  hope,  to  that,  of  fear. 
And  I'hefeus  thus  addrefs'd  his  martial  train  : 
Here  fhall  we  wage  a  diftant  war  in  vain. 
When  now,  Tydides,  from  the  conquer'd  tow'rs 
Defcending,  on  the  town  his  warriors  pours  ? 
Your  glory,  if  ye  would  affert,  nor  yield 
At  once  the  praife  of  many  a  well-fought  field; 
Afcend  thefe  lofty  battlements,  and  claim 
With  thofe  who  conquer,  now  an  equal  fame. 
The  monarch  thus;  and  to  the  combat  leads; 
With  emulation  fir'd,  the  hoft  proceeds  ; 
Under  a  ihow'r  of  falling  darts  they  go, 
Climb  theftecp  ramparts,  and  afTault  the  foe; 
As  winds  outrageous,  from  the  ocean  wide, 
Againft  fome  mole  impel  the  ftormy  tide, 
M'hofe  rocky  arms,  oppofed  to  the  deep. 
From  tempefts  fafe  the  anchoring  veffel  keep ; 
Wave  heap'd  on  wave,  the  ftormy  deluge  tow'rs, 
And  o'er  it,  with  rcfiftlefs  fury,  pours  : 
Such   feem'd  the  fight,  the  Theban   hofl   o'er- 

thrown. 
The  wall  deferts,  and  mingles  with  the  town. 

Creon  in  vain  the  defp'rate  rout  withftands. 
With  ftiarp  reproaches  and  vindi6live  hands ; 
His  rage  they  fhun  not,  nor  his  threat'nings  hear. 
From  ilunning  clamours  deaf,  and  blind  from  fear. 
And  thus  the  monarch  with  uplifted  eyes. 
And  both  his  hands  extended  to  the  Ikies : 
Ye  pow'rs  fupreme,  whofe  unrefifted  fway 
The  fates  of  men  and  mortal  things  obey  I 
Againft  your  counfels,  vain  it  is  to  ftrive. 
Which  only  ruin  nations  or  retrieve. 
Here  in  your  fight,  with  patience,  I  refign 
That  envy'd  royalty  which  once  was  mine; 
Renounce  the  cares  that  wait  upon  a  crown. 
And  make  my  laft  attention  all  my  own. 
Seven  virgin  daughters  in  my  houfe  remain. 
Who  niuft  not  live  to  fwell  a  vicSlor's  train ; 
Nor  ftiall  my  wrei^ched  queen,  in  triumph  borne. 
Be  lifted  to  the  eye  of  public  fcorn: 
One  common  fate  our  miferies  fliall  end. 
And,  with  the  duft  of  Thebes,  our  afhes  blend. 

His  fix'd  decree  the  monarch  thus  exprefs'd 
^  One  hal^tlie  fates  Gonlkai'u,  rtuiy  d  the  reft  ; 
3>  iij 


For  now  furronudcd  by  the  hod  lie  crowd 
His  captive  qufcn  an  humhie  fuppliant  flood. 
Tydidcs  found  her  as  fhc  U-tt  the  wall";; 
Before  the  hero  to  the  pround  (he  falls;     [prcfi'd, 
With    tfembling    hands,    his   mighty    knees   flic 
And,  fupplicating,  thui  with  tears  addrefs'd  : 
llluftrious  chief !  for  fure  your  gallant  mien 
No  Icfs  proclaims  you,  fpare  a  wretched  queen ; 
One  whom  the  gods  wifh  endlef's  hate  purfuc, 
To  griefi  already  fumlefs  adding  new  ; 
O  fpare  a  hclplefs  wretch,  who  hunihly  hends, 
j\nd  for  protedion  on  thy  might  depends! 
As  fupplicating  thus  her  fuit  ihe  prefs'd, 
UlyfTes  heard,  and  thus  the  thief  addrefs'd  : 
ijec  how  th'  immortals,  by  a  lull  decree, 
Caflandra's  fall  avenge,  and  honour  thee  ! 
Sec,  at  thy  feet,  the  wife  of  Ceton  laid, 
A  viAim  offer'd  for  the  injur'd  maid. 
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Let  her  the  firft  your  jufl  rcfcntmenr  fi-cl  { 


By  heav'n  preftiued  to  yonr  vengeful  ftctL 

UlyfFesthus    U'iih  fighs  tJie  licro  l;iiU  ; 
Enough  is  offer'd  to  Calfaudra's  (hade  ; 
Ni'ith  wide  del>rui5)ion,  walling  fword  aij4  firc» 
To  plague  the  authors  of  lier  fill,  confpire. 
Yet  all  in  vain.  No  l:icrific<;  recalU 
The  parted  glioft  froin  Pluto's  gloomy  walls. 
l  oo  long,  alas  !  has  lawlcfs  fury  rul'd. 
To  rcafon  deaf,  by  ti'>  refleflion  cocil'd  : 
While  I  unhappy,  by  ils  diiflates  fway'd. 
My  guardian  murder'd,  and  the  holl  betray'd. 
No  vidim,  th<refore,  toniy  rage  1*11  pay; 
Nor  ever  follow  as  if  points  the  way. 

The  (on  of  'I'ydeus  thus;  and  to  his  rent. 
From  infult>  fafe,  the  royal  matron  fent. 
Himfelf  again  the  rourfe  of  conquefl  led 
Till  Thebtj  was  overthrown,  and  Crton  blcd. 


A     DREAM., 

IN  THE  MANNER  OF  SPENSER. 


0^'I  cv'nlng  as  by  pleafant  Forth  I  ftray'd, 

In  penfivc  mood,  and  meditated  flill 
On  poets'  learned  toil,  with  fcorn  rep*aid 

Bv  envy's  bitter  fpite,  and  want  of  fkill ; 

a' cave  l  found,  which  open'd  in  a  hill. 
1'he  floor  was  fand,  with  various  fhells  yblended, 

Through  which,  in  flow  meanders,  crept  a  rill ; 
The  roof,  by  nature's  cunning  flight  fufpended  : 
Thither  my  lleps  1  turn  d,  and  there  my  journey 
ended. 

II, 
Upon  the  ground  my  lilHcfs  limbs  I  laid, 

LuU'd  by  the  murmur  of  the  pafling  llream  : 
Then  fleep,  foft  ftealirig,  did  my  e\es  invade  ; 

And  waking  thought,  loon  ended  in  a  dream. 

Tranfported  to  a  region  I  did  fecm, 
"Which  with  'I'helTalian  Tcmpe  might  compare  ; 

Of  verdant  fliade  compos' cl,  and  wat'ry  gleam  -. 
Uot  even  Valdarna,  thought  fo  pafling  fair. 
Might  match  this  pleafant  land,  iii  aU  pcrfedlions 
rare. 

III. 
One,  like  a  hoary  palmer,  near  a  brook, 

Under  an  arbour,  feated  did  ajiiiear ;  , 

A  fhepheuUwain, attending,  hold  a  book, 

And  feem'd  to  read  therein  that  he  mote  hear. 

From  curiofity  I  fleppcd  near ; 
But  ere  I  reach'd  the  place  where  th-iy  did  fit, 

The  whifp'ring  breezes  wafted  to  my  ear 
The  found  of  rhymes  which  I  myfelf  had  writ : 
Rhymes  much,  alas,  too  mean,  for  fuch  a  judge 
uaf.t. 

IV. 

For  him  he  feeru'd  who  fune  Achilles'  rage. 
In  lofty  numbers  that  (hall  never  die. 

And  wife  UlyfTes'  tedious  pilgrimage. 
So  long  the  fport  of  fliarp  advcrfity  : 
Tly:  praU'es  of  hisiucht,  fauie  ou  high, 


With  her  fhrill  trump,  forever  loud  doth  fouBd'i' 

With  him  no  bard  for  excellence  can  vie. 
Of  all  that  late  or  ancieni  e'er  were  found  ; 
So  much  he  doth  furpafs  cv'n  baids  the  moA  re- 
nown'd. 

V. 

The  fl>epherd  fwain  invited  me  to  come 

V\>  to  the  arbour  where  they  feated  were  ; 
For  Homer  call'd  me  :  much  1  fear'd  the  doom 

Which  fuch  a  judge  fetm'd  ready  to  declare. 

As  I  approach'd,  with  mickle  diead  and  care, 
He  thus  addrefs'd  me:  Sir,  the  caufe  explain 

Why  all  your  ftory  here  is  told  fo  bare  ? 
Few  rir^umflanccs  mix'd  of  various  grain  ; 
Such,    furely,  much    enrich   and    raife   a   poet'? 
ftrain. 

VI. 

Ccrtes,  quoth  I,  the  critics  are  the  caufc 

Ol  this,  and  many  other  rnifchiefs  more; 
Who  tie  the  Mufes  to  fuch  rigid  laws, 

That  all  their  (ongs  are  frivolous  and  poor. 

'i'hey  cannot  now,  as  oft  they  did  before. 
Ere  pow'rful  prejudice  had  clipt  their  wings, 

Nature's  domain  with  boundlefs  flight  explore. 
And  traflic  freely  in  her  precious  things : 
Each  bard  now  fears  the  rod,  and  trembles  while 
he  lings. 

VII. 

Though    Shakfpeare,    ftill    difdaining    narrow 
rules. 

His  bofom  fill'd  with  Nature's  facred  fire, 
Broke  all  the  cobweb  limits  fix'd  by  fools. 

And  left  the  world  to  blame  him  and  admire. 

Yet  his  reward  few  mortals  would  dcfirc  ; 
For,  of  his  le:  /led  toil   the  only  meed 

'Ihat  evrrl'rould  fi''  he  did  acquire. 
Is  that  our  dull,  dege:...   tc,  age  of  lead. 
Says  that  he  wrote  bjr  dwnce,  and  that  he  fcarc^ 
could  read. 
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!  ween,  quoth  he,  that  poets  are  to  blame 

When  they  fubmit  to  critics'  tyranny : 
For  learned  wights  there  is  no  greater  fliame. 

That  blindly  with  their  didates  to  comply. 

Who  ever  taught  the  eagle  how  to  fly, 
Whofe  wit  did  e'er  his  airy  trad  define, 

When  with  free  wing  he  claims  his  native  flcy, 
Say,  will  he  fteer  his  courfe  by  rule  and  line  ? 
Certes,  he'd  fcorn  the  bounds  that  would  his  flight 
confine. 

IX. 

Not  that  the  Mufes'  art  is  void  of  rules : 
Many  there  are,  I  wot,  and  Itrider  far, 

Than  thofe  which  pedants  didate  from  the  fchools. 
Who  wage  with  wit  and  tafte  eternal  war  : 
For  foggy  ignorance  their  fight  doth  mar ; 

Nor  can  their  low  conception  ever  reach 

To  what  dame  Nature,  crown'd  with  many  a 
flar, 

Explains  to  fnch  as  know  her  learned  fpeech ; 

But  few  can   comprehend    the   lelTons  flie  doth 
teach. 

X. 

Ai,  many  as  the  ftars  that  gild  the  flcy, 

As  many  as  the  flow'rs  that  paint  the  ground, 
In  number  like  the  infed  tribes  that  fly. 

The  various  forms  of  beauty  flill  are  found ; 

That  with  ftrid  limits  no  mau  may  them  bound, 
And  fay  that  this,  and  this  alone,  is  right : 

Experience  loon  fuch  rafiinefs  would  confound, 
And  make  its  folly  obvious  to  the  hght ; 
For  fuch  prefumption  lure  becomes  not  mortal 
wight. 

XI. 

Therefore  each  bard  fhould  freely  entertain 

The  hints  which  pleafing  fancy  gives  at  will ; 
Nor  curb  her  Tallies  with  too  ftrid  a  rein, 

Nature  fubjeding  to  her  hand-maid  ikill : 

And  you  yourfelf  in  this  have  done  but  ill ; 
With  many  more,  who  have  not  comprehended 

That  genius,  crampt,  will  rai-ely  mount  the  hill, 
Whofe  forked  fummit  with  tlie  clouds  is  blended: 
Therefore,  when  next  you  write,  let  this  defed 
be  mended. 

xn. 
But,  like  a  friend,  who  candidly  reproves 

For  faults  and  errors  which  he  doth  efpy. 
Each  vice  he  freely  marks ;  yet  always  loves 

To  mingle  favour  with  feverity. 

Certes,  quoth  he,  I  cannot  well  deny. 
That  you  in  many  things  may  hope  to  pleafe  : 

You  force  a  barbarous  northern  tongue  to  ply. 
And  bend  it  to  your  purpofes  with  eafe ; 
Though  rough  as  Albion's  rocks,  and  hoarfer  than 
her  leas. 

XIII. 

Nor  are  your  tales,  I  wot,  fo  loofely  yok'd, 

As  thofe  which  Colin  Clout  *  did  tell  before  ; 
Nor  with  defcription  crowded  lb,  and  chok'd. 

Which,  thinly   fpread,   will  always  pleafe  the 
more. 

Colin,  I  wot,  was  rich  in  Nature's  ftore  ; 
More  rich  than  you,  had  more  than  he  could  ule  : 

l^ut  mad  Orlando  f  taught  him  had  his  lore  ; 

*  Sfeiifer. 

f  Ariojo,  fo  called fnm  kis  hiro. 


Whofe  flights,  at  random,  oft  mifled  hi»  mufc  : 
To  follow  fuch  a  guide,  few  prudent  men  would 
choofe. 

xlv. 
Me  you  have  follow'd  :   Nature  was  my  guide ; 

To  this  the  merit  of  your  verfc  is  owing  : 
And  know  for  certain,  let  it  check  your  pride. 
That  all  you  boall  of  is  of  my  bellowing. 
The  flow'rs  I  fee,    through  all  your  garden 
blowing, 
Are  mine ;  moft  part,  at  Icaft  :  I  might  demand, 

Might  claim  them,  as  a  crop  of  my  own  fowing, 
And  leave  but  few,  thin  fcatter'd  o'er  the  land: 
A  claim  fo  juft,  1  wot,  you  could  not  well  with- 
ftand. 

XV. 
Certes,  quoth  I,  that  jullice  were  full  hard, 

Which  me  alone  would  fentence  to  reftore  ; 
When  many  a  learned  fage,  and  many  a  bard, 
Are  equally  your  debtors,  or  much  more. 
Let  Tityrus  *  himfelf  produce  his  ftore. 
Take  what  is  thine,  but  Utile  will  remain: 

Little,  I  wot,  and  that  indebted  fore 
To  Afcra's  bard f ,  and  Aiethufo's  fwainf; 
And  others  too  befide ;   who  lent  him  many  a 
ftrain. 

XVI. 

Nor  could  the  modern  bards  afford  to  pay, 

Whofe    fongs    exalt    the    champions    of    the 
Crofs ; 
Take  from  each  hoard  thy  fterling  gold  away,  . 
And  little  will  remain  but  worthlefs  drof'.. 
Not  bards  alone  could  ill  fupport  the  Iris; 
But  fages  too,  whofe  theft  fufpicion  Ihunn'd  : 
Ev'n  that  fly  Greek,  §,  who  fteals  and  hides  fo 
clofe,  "" 

Were  half  a  bankrupt,  if  he  fliould  refund. 
While    thefe   are   all   forbom,    fliall   I    alone   be 
dunu'd. 

XVII, 

He  fmil'd;  and  from  his  wrath,  which  we!!  could 
fpare 
Such  boon,   the  wreath  with  which  his  locks 
were  clad, 
Pluck'd  a  few  leaves  to  hide  my  temples  bare ; 
The  prefent  I  receiv'd  with  heart  full  c,l.id. 
Henceforth,  quoth  I,  I  never  will  be  fad  ; 
For  now  I  fliall  obtain  my  Ihare  of  fame : 

Nor  will  licentious  wit,  or  envy  bad, 
With  bitter  taunts,  my  verfes  dare  to  blame  : 
This   garland  ftiall  proted   them,   and  exalt  m', 
name. 

xviii. 
But  dreams  are  fhort ;  for  as  I  thought  to  lay 
My  lin^bs,  at  eafe,  upon  the  flow'ry  ground, 
And  drink,  with  greedy  ear,  what  he  m  ght  {'liy , 
As  murni'ring  waters  fweet,  or  mufic's  found. 
My  fleep  departed  ;  and  I,  waking,  found 
Myfelf  again  by  Fortha's  pleafant  ftream. 

Homewards  I  ftepp'd,  in  meditation  drown'd, 
Refleding  on  the  meaning  of  my  dream ; 
Which  let  each  wight  interpret  as  him  bell  dot  n 
feem. 


*    V'irgU.  f   Hejwd.  \   Theocritus, 

§  Plato,    recloued  by  Longinus   oni:  of  the  greatiji 
I  imitatoji  rf  Horner^ 
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FAB    L    E    S. 


TO   THE    EARL   OF   LAUDERDALE. 


'      MY  LORD, 

It  is  undoubtedly  an  uncafy  fituation  to  lie  under 
great  obligations,  without  being  aulc  tomak?'  fuit- 
able  returns:  all  that  can  be  done  in  this  cafe,  is, 
to  acknowLdgc  the  debt,  which  (though  it  does 
not  entitle  to  an  ;icquittance)  is  looked  upon  as 
9  kind  ol'  compcnlution,  being  ai!  that  gratitude 
has  in  its  power. 

This  is  in  a  peculiar  manner  my  fituation  with 
refpeiS  to  your  Lordfhip.  What  you  have  done 
!for  me  with  the  mod.  uncommon  lavour  and  con- 
defcenfion.  is  what  1  fball  never  be  able  to  repay; 
and,  therefore,  have  uftd  the  freedom  to  recom- 
mend the  following  performance  to  your  protec- 
tion, that  I  might  have  an  opportunity  of  acknow- 
ledging my  obligations  in  tlic  moft  public  manner. 

It  h  evident,  that  the  world  will  hardly  allow 
my  gratitude  upon  this  occafion  to  be  difintercded. 
Your  diftinguifhed  rank,  the  additional  honours 
derived  from  the  luftrc  of  your  anceflors,  your 


own  uncommon  abilities,  equally  adapted  to  the 
fcrvicc  of  your  country  in  peace  and  in  war,  are 
circumflanccs  fuQicient  to  make  any  author  am- 
bitious of  your  Lordfhip's  patronage.  But  I  muft 
do  myfelf  the  juftice  to  infill,  it  is  upon  the  ac- 
count of  difiiniflions  lefs  fplendid,  though  fr.r  more 
interefting  (thofe,  I  mean,  by  which  you  arc  di- 
ftinguilhed  as  the  friend  of  human  nature,  the 
guide  and  patron  of  unexperienced  youth,  ami  the 
father  of  the  poor),  that  I  am  zealous  of  fubfcnt>-< 
ing  myfelf, 

My  Lord, 

Your  Lordfhip'i 

Moft  humble,  and 


Moft  devoted  Scrvaat* 

WiLLJAM  Wll  Kit. 


FABLE     I. 


THE    YOUNG    I.ADY    ASV    Tilt    i.OOKI  NG-GLASS. 


Ye  deep  philofophers  who  can 
Hxplain  that  various  creature,  man, 
Say,  is  there  any  point  fo  nice, 
As  that  of  offcring  an  advice  ? 
To  bid  your  fri<.nd  his  errors  mend, 
Isalmofl  certain  to  offend  : 
Though  vou  in  foftcll  terms  advife, 
Conlefs  him  good ;  admit  him  wife ; 
In  vain  you  iwcctcn  the  difcourie, 
J^e  thinks  you  call  him  fool,  or  worfc; 
"You  paint  hischara(flcr,  and  try 
If  he  will  own  it,  and  apply. 
"With'jut  a  name  reprove  and  warn  : 
Here  none  are  hurt,  and  all  may  leam; 
Tlii-.    too,  muft  fail,  the  pi(5turc  ftiown, 
Vo  man  will  take  it  for  his  own. 
In  moral  lecftures  treat  the  cafe, 
Say  this  is  honell,  that  is  bafe; 
Jn  converfation  none  will  bear  it  ; 
And  for  the  pulpit,  few  come  near  it. 
.And  is  there  then  no  other  vray 
^*  moral  Icffon  to  convey  ? 


Muft  all  that  (hall  attempt  to  teadi, 
Admonifh,  fatirize,  or  preach  .' 
Yfs,  there  is  one,  an  ancient  art. 
By  fages  found  to  reach  the  heart. 
Ere  fcience  with  diflinftions  nice. 
Had  fiic'd  what  virtue  is  and  vice. 
Inventing  uU  the  various  names 
On  which  the  moralift  declaims: 
They  would  by  lunple  tales  advifc. 
Which  took  the  hearer  by  furprife; 
Alarm'd  his  ronfcience,  unprepared, 
Zrc  pride  had  put  it  on  its  guard  ; 
And  made  him  from  himfelf  receive 
The  leflbns  which  they  meant  to  give. 
That  this  device  will  oft  prevail, 
And  gain  its  end  when  others  fail. 
If  any  fhall  pretend  to  doubt, 
The  tale  which  follows  it  makes  out. 

There  was  a  little  ftubborn  dame 
Whom  no  authority  could  tame, 
Reftivt  by  long  indulgence  grown, 
No  will  Ihe  minded  but  her  own ; 


V  A  B  L  E  S. 
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At  trifles  oft  flie'd  fcold  and  ftet, 
Then  in  a  corner  take  a  feat, 
And  fourly  moping  all  the  day 
Difdain  alike  to  work  or  play. 
Papa  all  fofter  arts  had  try'd. 
And  fharper  remedies  apply 'd;  ■ 
But  both  were  vain,  for  every  courfe 
He  took  ftill  made  her  worfe  and  worfe, 
'Tis  ftrange  to  thiik  how  female  wit. 
So  oft  ftiould  make  a  lucky  hit. 
When  man  with  all  his  high  pretence 
To  deeper  judgment,  founder  fenfe. 
Will  err,  and  meafures  falfe  purfue— 
'Tis  very  ftrange  I  own,  but  true- 
Mama  obferv'd  the  riling  lafs. 
By  Health  retiring  *:o  the  glafs. 
To  pradife  little  airs  unfeen, 
In  the  true  genius  of  thirteen  : 
On  this  a  deep  defign,  Ihe  laid 
To  tamethe  humour  of  the  maid; 
Contriving  like  a  prudent  mother 
To  make  one  folly  cure  another. 
Upon  the  wall  againft  the  feat 
Which  JefTy  us'd  for  her  retreat, 
W^hene'er  by  accident  offended, 
A  looking-glafs  was  ftraight  fufpended. 
That  it  might  fhow  her  how  deform'd 
She  look'd,  and  frightful  when  flie  ftorm'd ; 
And  warn  her  as  fhe  priz'd  her  beauty. 
To  bend  her  humour  to  her  duty. 
All  this  the  looking-glafs  atchiev'd, 
Its  threats  were  mmded  and  believ'd. 

The  maid  who  fpurn'd  at  all  advice. 
Grew  tame  and  gentle  in  a  trice  ; 
So  when  all  other  means  had  fail'd 
The  filent  monitor  prevail'd. 

Thus,  fable  to  the  human  kind 
Prefents  an  image  of  the  mind, 
It  is  a  mirror  where  we  fpy 
At  large  our  own  deformity, 
And  learn  of  courfe  thofe  faults  to  mend 
Which  but  to  mention  would  offend. 

FABLE  II. 

THE  KITE  AND  THE  ROOKS, 

Ycu  fay  'tis  vain  in  verfe  or  profe 

To  tell  what  ev'ry  body  knows, 

And  flretch  invention  to  exprefs 

Plain  truths  which  all  men  will  confefs ; 

Go  on  the  argument  to  mend, 

Prove  that  to  know  is  to  attend, 

And  that  we  ever  keep  in  fight 

What  reafon  tells  us  once  is  right; 

Till  this  is  done  you  muft  excufe 

The  zeal  and  freedom  of  my  mufe 

In  hinting  to  the  human-kind, 

W^hat  few  deny  but  fewer  mind : 

There  is  a  folly  which  we  blame, 

*Tis  ftrange  that  it  ftionld  want  a  name, 

For  fure  no  other  finds  a  place 

So  often  in  the  human  race, 

I  mean  the  tendency  to  fpy 

Our  neighbour's  faults  with  ftiarpen'd  eye, 

And  make  his  lighteft  failings  known, 

3.^'ithout  attending  to  our  own^ 


The  prude  in  daily  ufe  to  vex 
With  groundlefs  cenfure  half  the  fex, 
Of  rigid  virtue  honour  nice. 
And  much  a  foe  to  every  vice. 
Tells  lies  without  remoife  and  fliamc, 
Yet  never  thinks  herfelf  to  blame. 
A  fcriv'ner,  though  afraid  to  kill. 
Yet  fcruples  not  to  forge  a  will ; 
Abhors  the  foldier's  bloody  feats, 
While  he  as  freely  damns  all  cheats  ; 
The  reafon's  plain,  'tis  not  his  way 
To  He,  to  cozen  and  betray. 
But  tell  nie  if  to  take  by  force. 
Is  not  as  bad  at  leaft,  or  worfe. 
I'he  pimp  who  owns  it  as  his  trade 
To  potch  for  letcherj,  and  be  paid. 
Thinks  himfelf  honeft  in  his  ftation. 
But  rails  at  rogues  that  fell  the  nation 
Nor  would  he  ftoop  in  any  cafe. 
And  ftain  his  honour  for  a  place. 
To  mark  this  error  of  mankind 
The  tale  which  follows  is  defign'd, 

A  flight  of  rooks  one  harveft  morn 
Had  ftopt  upon  a  field  of  corn, 
Juft  when  a  kite  as  authors  fay, 
'Was  pafling  on  the  wing  that  way  : 
His  honeft  heart  was  fiU'd  with  pain,, 
To  fee  the  farmer  lofe  his  grain, 
So  lighting  gently  on  a  fhock 
He  thus  the  foragers  befpoke : 
"  Believe  me,  Sirs,  your  much  to  blame, 
'Tis  ftrange  that  neither  fear  nor  fhamc 
Can  keep  you  from  your  ufual  way 
Of  ftealth,  and  pilf'ring  every  day. 
No  fooner  has  the  induftrious  fwain 
His  field  turn'd  up  and  fow'd  the  grain. 
But  ye  come  flocking  on  the  wing, 
Prepar'd  to  Ihatch  it  ere  it  fpring : 
And  after  all  his  toil  and  care 
Leave  every  furrow  fpoil'd  and  bare  : 
If  ought  efcapes  your  greedy  bills, 
Which  nurs'd  by  fummer  grows  and  fills, 
-Tis  ftill  your  prey :  and  though  ye  know 
No  rook  did  ever  till  or  fow, 
Ye  boldly  reap,  without  regard 
To  juftice,  induftry's  reward. 
And  ufe  it  freely  as  your  own. 
Though  men  and  cattle  fhou'd  get  none. 
I  never  did  in  any  cafe 
Defcend  to  pradices  fo  bafe. 
Though  ftung  with  hunger's  fharpeft  paip 
I  ftill  have  fcorn'd  to  touch  a  grain, 
Ev'n  when  I  had  it  in  my  pow'r 
To  do't  with  fafety  every  hour  : 
For,  truft  me,  nought  that  can  be  gain'd 
Is  worth  a  charader  unftain'd." 

Thus  with  a  face  aufterely  grave 
Harangu'd  the  hypocrite  and  knave  ; 
And  anfwering  from  amidft  the  flock 
A  rook  witli  indignation  fpoke. 

"  What  has  been  faid  is  ftri<5tly  true, 
Yet  comes  not  decently  from  you ; 
For  fure  it  indicates  a  mind 
From  felfifti  paflTions  more  than  blind. 
To  mifs  your  greater  crimes,  and  quote 
Our  lighter  failings  thus  by  rote. 


•I'  H  E  T\'  O  R  K  S  OF  \V  I L  K  I  E. 


I  mufl  eonfffs  wc  WT©n)j  the  fwain 
Too  oft  by  pilf 'ring  of  his  grain  : 
But  is  our  guilt  like  yourj,  1  pray, 
Who  rob  and  nurdc-r  every  aay  ? 
Ho  hamlcfs  bird  can  mount  the  (kici 
£ut  you  attack  him  a*  he  flies; 
And  »vhtn  at  tvt  he  lights  to  refl. 
You  ftoop  and  Inatch  him  from  his  ncfl. 
The  hufbaodman  v  ho  fecms  to  fharc 
So  large  a  portion  frrm  your  care, 
Say,  is  he  ever  off  his  guard, 
While  you  arc  hov'ring  o'er  the  yard  ? 
He  knows  too  well  your  ufual  tricks 
Your  ancient  fpite  to  tender  chicks. 
And  that  you  like  a  felon  watch, 
For  fomething  to  furprife  and  fnatch." 

At  this  rebuke  lb  juft,  the  kite 
Surpris'd,  abafh'd,  and  filenc'd  quite, 
And  prov'd  a  villain  to  his  face, 
Straight  foat'd  aloft  and  left  the  phce. 

FABLE  III. 

THE    MUSE    AND    THE    SHEPHERD. 

l.ET  every  bard  who  fceks  applaufe 
£e  true  to  virtue  and  her  caufc, 
l>Ior  ever  try  to  raife  his  fame 
By  praifmg  that  which  merits  blame  ; 
The  vain  attempt  he  needs  mud  rue, 
Fordifappointment  will  enfuc. 
Virtue  with  her  fuperior  charms 
Exalts  the  poet's  foul  and  warms, 
His  taftc  refines,  his  genius  fires, 
i.ike  I'habus  and  the  nine  infpires ; 
"While  vice  though  feemingly  approved 
Is  coldly  flatier'd,  never  lov'd. 

Palemon  once  a  (lory  told. 
Which  by  conjeiflurc  mufl  be  old  : 
I  have  a  kind  of  half  convi<iHon 
That  at  the  beft  'tis  but  a  fidion  ; 
But  taken  right  and  underftood. 
The  moral  certainly  is  good. 

A  fhcpherd  fwain  was  wont  to  fing 
The  infant  beauties  of  the  fpring. 
The  bloom  of  fiimmer,  winter  hoafj 
The  antumn  rich  in  various  llorc; 
And  prais'd  in  numbers  Hrong  and  clear 
The  Ruler  of  the  changeful  year. 
To  human  themes  he'd  next  defcend. 
The  flicphcrd's  harmkfs  life  commend, 
And  prove  him  happier  than  the  great 
"With  all  their  pageantry  and  ftate; 
Who  oft  for  piealure  and  for  wealth. 
Exchange  their  innocence  and  health  5 
I'he  Mufcsliflcn'd  to  bisbys; 
And  crown'd  hiin  at.  he  fung  with  bays. 
Euterpe,  goddefs  of  the  lyre, 
A  harp  beflow'd  with  golden  wire  : 
And  oft  wou'd  teach  him  how  to  fing. 
Or  touch  with  art  the  trembling  ftring. 
His  fame  o'er  all  the  mountains  flew. 
And  to  his  cot  the  Ihcplicrds  drew  ; 
They  heard  his  nii>fic  witk delight, 
)|fholc  rummer  days  fromioorn  lu  night : 


Nor  did  they  ever  think  him  l«nf , 

Such  was  the  magic  of  his  fong  : 

Some  rural  prefint  each  prcpar'd, 

His  Ikill  to  honour  and  reward  ; 

A  flute,  a  fhccp-hookor  alamb. 

Or  kidlingfoUow'd  by  its  dam  : 

For  bards  it  fccms  in  earlier  days, 

(Jot  fomething  more  than  empty  praife. 

All  this  continued  for  a  while. 

But  foon  our  fongllcr  chang'd  his  ftylf , 

Infedcd  with  the  common  itch, 

His  gains  to  double  and  grow  rich  : 

Or  fondly  fecking  new  applaufe. 

Or  this  or  t'other  was  the  caufe; 

One  thing  ig  certain  that  his  rhimes 

Grew  more  obfequious  to  the  times, 

Lefs  ftiffand  formal,  alter'd  quite 

To  what  a  courtier  calls  polite. 

Whoe'er  grew  rich,  by  right  or  wrong. 

Became  the  hero  of  a  fong  : 

No  nymph  or  ftiepherdefs  could  wed, 

But  he  mud  fing  the  nuptial  bed, 

And  (till  was  ready  to  recite 

I  he  fccret  tranfports  of  the  night, 

In  drains  too  lufcious  for  the  ear 

Of  fober  chaftity  to  bear. 

Adonifh'd  at  a  change  fo  great. 

No  more  the  (hcpherds  fought  his  feat, 

But  in  their  place  a  horned  crowd 

Of  fatyrs  flock'd  from  every  wood, 

Drawn  by  the  magic  of  his  lay. 

To  dance,  to  frolic,  fport,  and  play. 

The  goddefs  of  the  lyre  difdain'd 

To  fee  her  facrcd  gift  profan'd. 

And  gliding  fwiftly  to  the  place. 

With  indignation  in  her  face. 

The  trembling  fhtpherd  thus  addrcfs'd. 

In  awful  majedy  confcfs'd. 

"  Thou  wretched  fool,  that  harp  rcCgn^ 
For  know  it  is  no  longer  thine  ; 
It  was  not  given  you  to  infjiirc 
A  herd  Uke  this  with  loofe  defirc, 
Nor  to  alT'd  that  venal  praife 
Which  vice  may  purchafe,  if  it  pays: 
Such  offices  my  lyre  difgracc  ; 
Here  take  this  bagpipe  in  its  place. 
'Tis  fitter  far,  believe  it  true. 
Both  for  tliefc  niifcrcants  and  you." 

The  fwain  difmay'd,  without  a  word, 
Submitted,  and  the  harp  redor'd. 


FABLE  IV. 


THE    GRASHOrPER    AND    THE    GLOWWOR.M. 

When  ignorance  pofTefs'd  the  fchoels. 
And  reign'd  by  Ariftotle's  rules, 
Ere  Vcrulam,  like  dawning  light, 
Rofe  to  dilpcl  the  Gothic  night : 
A  man  was  taught  to  fhut  his  eyes. 
And  grow  abdraded  to  be  wife. 
Nature's  broad  volume  fairly  fprcad, 
Where  all  true  fcience  might  be  read, 
The  wifdoni  of  th'  I-  tcrnal  Mind, 
Dcdar'd  and  publiih'd  to  inunkii:dj 
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Was  quite  negle(fted,  for  the  whims 

Of  mortuls  and  their  airy  dreams ; 

By  narrow  principles  and  few. 

By  hafly  maxims,  oft  untrue, 

By  words  and  phrafes  ill-defin'd, 

livafive truth  they  hop'd  to  bind; 

Which  ftillefcap'd  them,  and  the  elves 

At  lull  caught  nothing  but  thtmfelves. 

Nor  is  this  tolly  modern  quite, 

'Tis  ancient  too  ;  the  Stagyrite 

Improv'd  at  firft,  and  taught  his  fchool 

By  rules  of  art  to  play  the  fool. 

Ev'n  Plato,  from  example  bad, 

Would  oft  turn  fophift,  and  run  mad : 

Makes  Socrates  himi'elf  difcourfe 

Like  Clarke  and  Leibnitz,  oft-times  worfe ; 

'Bout  quirks  and  fubtilties  contending. 

Beyond  all  human  comprehending. 

From  fome  ftrange  bias  men  purfue 

Falfe  knowledge  ftiil  in  place  of  true. 

Build  airy  fyfttms  of  their  own, 

This  moment  rais'd,  the  next  pull'd  down ; 

While  few  attempt  to  catch  thofe  rays 

Of  truth  which  nature  ftill  difplays 

Throughout  the  univerfal  plan, 

From  mofs  and  mufhrooms  up  to  man. 

This  fure  were  better,  but  we  hate 

To  borrow  when  we  can  create ; 

And  therefore  ftupidly  prefer 

Our  own  conceits,  by  which  we  err^ 

To  ail  the  wifdom  to  be  gain'd 

From  nature  and  her  laws  explain'd. 

One  ev'ning,  when  the  fun  was  fet, 
A  gralhopper  and  glowworm  met 
Upon  a  hillock  in  a  dale. 
As  Mab  the  f  jiry  tells  the  tale. 
Vain  and  conceited  of  his  fpark. 
Which  brighten'd  as  the  night  grew  dark, 
The  Ihining  reptile  fwtU'd  with  pride 
To  fee  his  r^ys  on  every  fide, 
Mark'd  by  -.  circle  on  the  ground 
Of  livid  light,  fome  inches  round. 

Quoth  he,  if  glowworms  never  flione, 
To  light  the  earth  when  day  is  gone, 
In  fpite  of  all  the  ftars  that  burn. 
Primeval  darknefs  would  return : 
They're  lefs  and  dimmer,  one  may  fee, 
Befides  much  farther  off  than  we  ; 
And  therefore  through  a  long  defcent 
Their  light  is  fcatter'd  quite  and  fpent : 
While  ours,  comparer  and  at  hand, 
Keeps  night  and  darknefs  at  a  {land, 
DifFus'd  around  in  many  a  ray, 
Whofe  brightnefs  emulates  the  day. 

This  pafs'd  and  more  without  difpute, 
The  patient  gralhopper  was  mute  : 
Butfoon  the  caft  began  to  glow 
"^ith  light  appearing  from  below. 
And  level  from  the  ocean's  ftreams 
The  moon  emerging  Ihot  her  beams, 
To  gild  the  mountains  and  the  woods, 
And  fhake  and  glitter  on  the  floods. 
The  glowworm,  when  he  found  his  light 
Grow  pale,  and  faint,  and  vi>.mlh  quite, 
Before  the  mooa's  prevailing  riiy, 
JBegau  bis  envy  to  oifplay. 


That  globe,  quoth  he,  which  feems  fo  fair, 
Which  brightens  all  the  earth  and  air. 
And  fends  its  beams  fo  far  abroad. 
Is  nought,  believe  me,  but  a  clod  ; 
A  thing,  which,  if  the  fun  were  gone, 
Has  no  more  light  in't  than  a  ftone, 
Subfifling  merely  by  fupplies 
From  Fhcebus  in  the  nether  Ikies: 
IVIy  light,  indeed,  I  muft  confefs. 
On  fome  occafions  will  be  lefs; 
But  fpite  itfelf  will  hardly  fay 
I'm  debtor  for  a  fmgle  I'ay ; 
'Tis  all  my  own,  and  on  the  fcore 
Of  merit  mounts  to  ten  times  more 
Than  any  planet  can  demand 
For  light  difpens'd  at  fecond  hand. 

To  hear  the  paltry  infed:  boaft 
The  gralhopper  all  patience  loft. 

Quoth  he,  my  friend,  it  may  be  fo. 
The  moon  with  borrow'd  light  may  glow  j 
That  your  faint  glimm'ring  is  your  own, 
I  think  is  queftion'd  yet  by  none  : 
But  fure  the  office  to  collcdl 
The  folar  brightnefs  and  reflecSl, 
To  catch  thofe  rays  that  would  be  Ipent 
Quite  ufelefs  in  the  firmament, 
Afld  turn  them  downwards  on  the  (hadc 
Which  abfence  of  the  fun  has  made, 
Amounts  to  more,  in  point  of  merit. 
Than  all  your  tribe  did  e'er  inherit : 
Oft  by  that  planet's  friendly  ray 
The  midnight  traveller  finds  his  way; 
Safe  by  the  favour  of  his  beams 
'Midft  precipices,  lakes,  and  ftreams; 
While  you  miflead  him,  and  your  light, 
Seen  like  a  cottage  lamp  by  night, 
With  hopes  to  find  a  fafe  retreat. 
Allures  and  tempts  him  to  his  fate : 
As  this  is  fo,  I  needs  muft  call 
The  merit  of  your  light  but  fmall : 
You  need  not  boaft  on't  though  your  own; 
'Tis  light,  indeed,  but  worfe  than  nonej 
Unlike  to  what  the  moon  fupplies, 
Which  you  call  borrow'd,  and  defpife. 

FABLE   V. 

THE  ATE,  THE  PARROT,  AND  THE  JACKDAW. 

1  HOLD  it  rafti  at  any  time 

To  deal  with  fools  difpos'd  to  rhime  ; 

Difluafive  arguments  provoke 

Their  utmoii  rage  as  foon  as  fpoke  ; 

Encourage  them,  and  for  a  day 

Or  two  you're  fafe,  by  giving  way : 

But  when  they  find  themfelves  betray'd. 

On  you  at  laft  the  blame  is  laid. 

They  hate  and  fcorn  you  as  a  traitor. 

The  common  lot  of  thofe  who  flatter  : 

But  can  a  fcribbler.  Sir,  be  Ihunn'd  ? 

What  will  you  do  when  teaz'd  and  dunn'd  ? 

When  watch'd,and  caught,  and  clofely  prefs'd, 

When  compUmented  and  addrefs'd : 

When  Bavius  greets  you  with  a  bow, 

"  Sir,  pleafe  to  read  a  line  or  two." 

If  you  approve,  and  fay  they're  clever, 

"  You  make  me  happy,  Sir,  for  ever." 
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■WT^at  can  be  done  ?  thr  cafr  is  p!am, 
No  nuthod*  of  efcap*  remain  : 
You're  fairly  noo!.'d,  and  inuft  confent 
To  bear,  what  noihinR  can  prevent, 
A  coicomb'R  anf!;cr ;  and  your  fate 
AVill  be  to  fuflcr  fxon  cr  laie. 

An  ape,  that  wa-.  the  folr  cltlight 
Of  an  old  woman  day  and  night, 
Indulp'd  at  tabic  and  in  btd, 
Attended  like  a  child,  and  fed  : 
Who  knew  each  trick,  and  twenty  more 
Than  ever  monkey  pby'd  before, 
At  bft  prcw  frantic,  and  would  try, 
In  fpitt  of  nature's  laws,  to  fly. 
Oft  from  the  window  would  he  view 
The  pairing  fwal'ows  as  they  flew, 
Obfcrve  them  fluttering  round  the  walli, 
Or  gliding  o'er  the  fmooth  canals : 
He  too  mufl  fly,  and  cope  with  thcfc: 
For  this  and  nothing  elfe  would  pieafc : 
Oft  thinking  from  the  window's  height, 
Three  llorics  down  to  take  his  flight : 
lie  dill  wasfomcthing  loth  to  venture. 
As  tending  flrongly  to  the  centre  : 
And  knowing  that  the  leaft;  miftake 
Might  coft  a  limb,  perhaps  his  neck: 
The  cafe  you'll  own  was  fometiiing  nice ; 
He  thought  it  bed  to  aflc  advice  ; 
And  to  the  parrot  Uraight  applying, 
Allow'd  to  be  a  judge  of  flying. 
He  thus  began  :  "  \ou'll  think  me  rude, 
Forgive  mc  if  1  do  intrude, 
For  you  alone  my  deubts  can  clear 
In  fomething  that  concerns  mc  ncari 
Do  you  im.gine,  if  1  try. 
That  I  Ihall  e'er  attain  to  fly  ? 
The  projetft's  wliimfical  no  doubt. 
But,  ere  you  ceufurc,  hear  me  out : 
That  liberty's  our  greatcft  blefling 
You'll  grant  me  without  farther  prcfling  ; 
To  live  confln'd,  'tis  plain  and  ckar 
Is  foraethiug  very  Laid  to  bear : 
This  you  niufl  know,  who  for  an  age 
Have  been  kept  oris'ner  in  a  cage, 
Deny'd  the  privilege  to  foar 
With  boundlefs  freedom  as  before. 
I  have,  'tis  true,  much  greater  fcope 
Tlvan  you,  my  friend,  can  ever  hope  ; 
1  travcrfe  all  the  houfc,and  play 
My  tricks  and  gambols  everyday. 
Oft  with  my  miilrcfs  in  a  chair 
I  ride  abroad  to  take  the  air  : 
Make  vifits  with  her,  walk  at  large, 
A  maid  or  footman's  conftant  charge. 
Yet  this  is  nothing,  for  I  find 
Ivlylelf  ftill  hamper'd  and  confin'd; 
A  grov'ling  thing  :  I  fain  would  rife 
Above  the  earth,  and  mount  the  flcics; 
The  meaneft  birds,  and  infeds  too, 
This  feat  with  greateft  cafe  can  do. 
To  that  gay  creature  turn  about 
That's  beating  on  the  pane  without! 
Ten  days  ago,  perhaps  but  five, 
A  worm,  it  fcarcely  feem'd  alive: 
By  threads,  fufpended,  tough  and  fmall, 
^Midll  dully  cobwebs  on  a  wall ; 
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Now  dref»'  1  la  all  the  di/Treirt  dye» 

That  vary  In  tlie  r.f'ciDg  flcics. 

He  foars  at  lar^rc,  ..-a  ofj  the  ^>fmg 

Ilnjoys  with  freedom  all  the  fpring; 

Ski'iu  the  frelh  lakr-,  and  rifing  fcc» 

Beneath  him  far  ihe  loftieft  trees 

-Vnd  when  lie  rcll.-',  he  makes  his  bow'r 

The  cup  of  fomc  dc:!iciou>  flow'r. 

•Shall  cr.  atijr  s  to  obfcurcly  bred. 

On  mere  corruption  nurs'd  and  fed, 

A  glorious  privilege  obtain, 

U'hich  1  can  never  hope  to  gain.' 

.Sh.ill  I,  like  nnn's  imperial  race 

In  manners,  eu.'loms,  fhape,  and  face. 

Expert  in  all  ingenious  tricks, 

lo  tumble,  dance,  and  leap  o'er  flicks; 

Who  know  to  footh  and  coax  my  bcttct*. 

And  match  a  be.<u,  at  leaft  in  letters; 

Shall  i  defpair,  and  never  try 

(WTiat  mcanei'  infe«fts  can)  to  fly? 

Say,  mayn't  I  without  dread  or  cajc 

At  once  commit  me  to  the  air, 

Ar:d  not  fall  do«  n  and  break  my  bones 

Upon  thofj  hard  and  flinty  l^oncs  .' 

Say,  if  to  flir  my  limbs  before 

Will  make  me  glide  along  or  foar  ? 

All  things  they  fay  arc  leam'd  by  trying: 

No  doubt  it  is  the  fame  with  flying. 

I  wait  your  judgnient  with  rcfpecit, 

.A.nd  (ball  pn^ceed  as  you  direft. 

I'oor  poll,  with  gen'rouspity  mov'd. 
The  ape's  fond  rafhnefsthu»  reprov'd; 
For,  though  inftru(5led  by  mankind. 
Her  tongue  to  candour  ftill  inclin'd. 

My  triend,  the  privilege  to  rife 
Above  the  earth,  and  mount  the  fkic^ 
Is  glorious  fure,  and  'tis  my  fate 
To  feel  the  want  on't  with  regret ; 
A  pris'ner  to  a  cage  confin'd. 
Though  '.ving'd  and  of  the  flying  kind. 
With  you  the  cafe  is  not  the  fame. 
You're  quite  terreftrial  by  your  frame. 
And  fbould  be  pcrfecflly  content 
\\'ith  your  peculiar  element : 
You  have  no  w-ings,  I  pray  rcflcd. 
To  lift  you  and  your  courfe  dircd : 
Thofe  arms  of  yours  will  never  do. 
Not  twenty  in  the  place  of  two  ; 
They  ne'er  can  lift  you  from  the  ground, 
For  broad  and  long,  tlicy're  thick  and  roun^ 
And  therefore  if  you  choofc  the  way, 
To  leap  the  window,  as  you  fay, 
' Tis  certain  that  you'll  be  the  jcft 
Of  every  infed,  bird,  and  bta.i ; 
When  you  lie  battcr'd  by  your  fall 
Juft  at  the  bottom  of  the  wall, 
lie  prudent  then,  improve  the  pow'n 
Which  nature  gives  in  place  of  ours. 
You'll  find  them  rcadly  conduce 
At  once  to  pl-afure  and  to  ufc. 
But  airy  whims  and  crotchets  lead 
To  certain  lol's,  and  ne'er  fueceed; 
As  folks,  tliough  inly  vex'd  and  teaz'd. 
Will  oft  feem  fatisfy'd  and  plcas'd. 

The  ape  approv'd  of  every  word 
At  thi*  time  uttcr'd  ky  the  bird: 
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But  notliinj  In  opinion  changM, 

Thousht  only  how  to  he  reveng'd. 
It  happc-n'd  when  the  day  was  fair, 
That  Poll  was  fet  to  take  th-  air, 
Juft  where  the  Monkey  oft  fat  poring 
About  etppjimencs  in  foariug  : 
Difl'cmhling  his  contempt  and  rage, 
He  ttept  up  Ibftly  to  tiie  cage. 
And  with  a  fly  m.tlicious  sjrin, 
Accofted  thus  the  bird  wiihin. 

You  fay,  Fam  not  lorm'd  for  flight ; 
In  this  y-u  certainly  are  right: 
'Tis  very  pLiin  u  :ou  refleftion, 
But  to  yourfelf  there's  no  obje(flion, 
Since  fl)  ing  is  the  very  trade 
For  which  the  winged  race  is  made; 
And  therefore  for  our  mutual  fport, 
I'll  make  you  fly,  you  can't  be  hurt. 
With  that  he  flyly  flipt  the  Itring 
Which  held  the  cage  up  by  the  ringv 
In  vrun  the  Parrot  begg'd  and  pray'd, 
No  word  was  minded  that  llie  laid  : 
Down  went  the  cage,  and  on  the  ground 
Bruis'd  and  half-dead  poor  Poll  was  fovjuj. 
Pug  who  for  foine  time  had  attended 
To  that  alone  which  now  was  enf*.ed 
Again  had  leifure  to  purfue 
The  projedl  he  had  firft  in  v'lew. 

Qiioth  he,  a  perfon,  if  ^^g'^  ^jfg 
Will  only  with  his  fri^Jnds  advife 
They  know  his  temr,er  and  his  parts. 
And  have  his  int'^reft  near  their  hearts. 
In  matters  wb'.ch  he  fhould  forbear, 
They'll  hcl*^  jn^  back  with  prudent  care. 
But  nev«»  r  from  an  cwvlous  fpirit 
Forbir*,  jjinj  Jo  difplay  his  merit ; 
5^r  judging  wrong  from  fpleen  and  hate 
"is  talents  flight  or  underrate  ; 
I  adted  fure  with  fmall  refledlion     - 
In  aflt-ng  counfel  and  diredlion 
From  a  fly  minion  whom  I  know 
To  be  my  rival  and  my  foe  : 
One  who  will  conftantly  endeavour 
To  hurt  me  in  our  lady's  favour, 
And  watch  and  plot  to  keep  me  down, 
From  obvious  intereflrs  of  her  own  : 
But  on  the  top  of  that  old  tow'r 
An  honeft  Daw  has  made  his  bow'r; 
A  faithful  friendvu'hom  one  may  truft. 
My  debtor  too  for  many  a  cruft  ; 
Which  in  the  window  oft  I  lay, 
For  him  to  come  and  take  away  : 
From  gratitude  no  doubt  he'll  give 
Such  counfel  as  I  may  receive  ; 
Well  back'd  with  reafons  ftrong  and  plain 
To  pufli  me  forward  or  reitrain. 

One  morning  when  the  Daw  appear'd, 
The  projedl  was  propos'd  and  heard  : 
And  though  the  bird  was  much  furpris'd 
To  find  friend  Pug  fo  ill  advis'd. 
He  rather  chofe  that  he  fliould  try 
At  his  own  proper  ri(k  to  fly. 
Than  hazard,  in  a  cafe  fo  nice. 
To  (hock  him  by  too  free  advice. 

Quoth  he,  I'm  certain  that  you'll  find 
The  projedl  anfwer  to  your  mind  ; 
Without  fufpicion,  dread  or  care. 
At  once  commit  you  to  the  air ; 


You'll  Ibar  aloft,  or,  if  you  pleafe. 
Proceed  ftraight  forwards  at  your  eafe  : 
The  whole  depends  on  refolution. 
Which  you  pollefs  from  conftitution ; 
And  if  you  follow  as  I  lead, 
'Tis  paft  a  doubt  you  mull  fucceed. 

So  faying,  from  the  turret's  height. 
The  Jackdaw  fliot  x^'ith  downward  flight. 
And  on  the  edge  of  a  canal. 
Some  fifty  paces  from  the  wall, 
'Lighted,  oblequious  to  attend 
The  Monkey  when  he  fliouid  defceadi- 
But  he,  although  he  hafl  believ'd 
The  flatterer  and  w^s  deceiv'd. 
Felt  fome  mifgiv^ngs  at  his  heart 
In  vent'ring  1,^  fo  new  an  art : 
But  yet  ?!  laft  'tween  hope  and  feir 
HinUVif  he  trufted  to  the  air, 
K'r.t  far'd  like  him  whom  poets  mentioo 
With  Dedahis'sold  invention: 
Direftly  downwards  on  his  head 
He  fell,  and  lay  an  hour  for  dead. 
The  various  creatures  in  the  place 
Had  diff'rent  thoughts  upon  the  cafe. 
From  fome  his  fate  compaflion  drew. 
But  thole  I  mult  confefs  were  few : 
The  reft  efteem'd  him  rightly  fery'd. 
And  in  the  manner  he  deferv'd, 
For  playing  tricks  beyond  his  fphere. 
Nor  thought  the  punilhment  fevere. 
They  gather'd  round  him  as  he  lay, 
And  jeer'd  him  when  he  lirap'd  away. 

Pug  difappointed  thus  and  hurt, 
And  grown  befides  the  public  fport. 
Found  all  his  different  paflions  change 
At  once  to  fury  and  revenge  : 
The  Daw  'twas  ufelefs  to  purfue, 
His  helplefs  brood  as  next  in  view. 
With  unrelenting  paws  he  feiz'd, 
One's  neck  he  wrung,  another  fqueez'dj 
Till  of  the  number  four  or  five, 
No  lingle  bird  was  left  alive. 

Thus  counfellors,  in  all  regards 
Though  different,  meet  with  like  rewards: 
The  (tory  fhows  the  certain  fate 
Of  every  mortal  foon  or  late, 
Whofe  evil  genius  for  his  crimes 
Conne(fis  with  any  fop  that  rhimes. 

FABLE  VI. 

THE  BOY  AND  THE  RAINBOW. 

Declare,  ye  fages.  If  ye  find 
'Mongft  animals  of  ev'ry  kind, 
Of  each  condition  fort  and  fize, 
From  whales  and  elephants  to  flies, 
A  creature  that  miftakes  his  plan, 
And  errsfo  conftantly  as  man. 
Each  kind  purfues  his  proper  good, 
Andfeeks  for  pleafure,  rell  and  food, 
As  nature  points,  and  never  errs 
In  what  it  choofes  and  prefers  ; 
Man  only  blunders,  though  pofleft 
Of  talents  far  above  the  reft. 

Defcend  to  inftances  and  try  ; 
An  ox  will  fcarce  attempt  to  fly, 
Or  leave  his  pafture  in  the  wood 
With  fillies  to  explore  the  flood, 
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Man  only  a<fls  of  every  creature. 
In  oppofition  to  his  nature. 
The  happinefs  of  human-kind 
Confifts  in  rertitudc  of  mind, 
A  will  fubdu'd  to  reafon's  fway. 
And  piflions  praftis'd  to  obey  ; 
An  open  »nd  a  gen'rous  heart, 
Refin'd  from  felfillinefs  and  art; 
Patience  wliich  mocks  at  fortune's  pow'r, 
And  wifdom  never  fad  nor  four  : 
In  thefe  confift  our  proper  blifs; 
Elfe  Plato  rcafons  much  amifs: 
But  foolKh  mortals  It  ill  purfue 
Falfe  happincfs  in  place  of  true; 
Ambition  fcrvcs  us  for  a  guide. 
Or  luft,  or  avarice,  or  pride  ; 
While  reafon  no  affent  can  gain. 
And  revelation  warns  in  vain. 
Hence  through  our  lives  in  cv'ry  ftage, 
From  infancy  itfelf  to  aj;c, 
A  happinefs  we  toil  to  Hud, 
Which  ftill  avoids  us  like  the  wind  ; 
Ev'n  when  we  think  the  prize  our  own, 
At  once  'tis  vanilh'd,  loft  and  gone. 
You'll  afk  me  why  I  thus  rehearfe, 
All  Epidletus  in  my  verfe, 
And  if  I  fondly  hope  to  pleafe 
With  dry  refledions,  fuch  as  thefe. 
So  trite,  fo  hackny'd,  and  fo  ftale  ? 
1*11  take  the  hint  and  tell  a  tale. 
One  ev'ning  as  a  fimple  fwain 
His  flock  attended  on  the  plain. 
The  fliining  bow  he  chanc'd  to  fpy, 
Wliich  warns  us  when  a  (how'r  is  nigh ; 
With  brighteft  rays  it  feein'd  to  glow. 
Its  diftance  eighty  yards  or  fo. 
This  bumpkin  had  it  frems  been  told 
The  (lory  of  the  cup  of  gold, 
Which  fame  reports  is  to  be  found 
Jufl  where  the  rainbow  meets  the  ground  ; 
He  therefore  felt  a  fudden  itch 
To  feize  the  goblet  and  be  rich  ; 
Hoping,  yet  hopes  are  oft  but  vain. 
No  more  to  toil  through  wind  and  rain, 
"But  (it  indulging  by  the  fire, 
^Midfteafe  and  plenty,  like  a  'fquire: 
He  mark'd  the  very  fpot  of  land 
On  which  the  rainbow  feem'd  to  ftand, 
And  ftepping  forwards  at  his  leilure 
Experted  to  have  found  the  treafure. 
But  as  he  mov'd,  the  colour'd  ray 
Stiil  chang'd  its  place  and  dipt  away, 
As  feeming  his  approach  to  lliun; 
From  walking  he  began  to  run. 
But  all  in  vain,  it  ftill  withdrew 
As  nimbly  as  he  could  purfue  ; 
At  laft  through  many  a  bog  and  lake. 
Rough  craggy  rock  and  thorny  brake, 
It  led  the  eafy  fool,  till  night 
Approach'd,  then  vanifli'd  in  his  fight. 
And  left  him  to  compute  his  gains, 
With  nought  but  labour  for  his  pain^ 

FABLE  Vri. 

CEHA  AND  HER   MIRROR. 

As  there  are  varioirt  forts  of  minds. 
So  fricndllups  arc  of  dilT'icut  kinds; 
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Some,  conftant  when  the  objeifl's  ncir. 

Soon  vanilh  if  it  difappear. 

Another  fort,  with  equal  flame, 

In  abfcnce  will  be  ftill  the  fame  : 

Some  folks  a  trifle  will  provoke. 

Their  weak  attachment  foon  is  broke  ; 

Some  great  oftences  only  move 

To  change  in  friendlhip  or  in  love, 

Aflcdlion  when  it  has  its  fource 

In  things  that  fliift  and  change  of  courfe. 

As  thefe  diminifli  and  decay, 

Muft  likewife  fade  and  mrlt  away. 

But  when  'tis  of  a  nobler  kind, 

Infpir'd  by  redlitudc  of  mind, 

Whatever  accident  arrives. 

It  live?,  and  death  itfelf  fur  vives; 

Thofe  different  kinds  reduc'd  to  two, 

Falfc  friendftiip  may  be  call'd  and  true. 

In  Celia's  drawing-room  of  late 
Some  female  fmends  were  met  to  chat; 
Where  after  much  difcourfe  had  paft, 
A  portrait  grew  the  theme  at  laft  : 
' Twas  Ct-lia's  you  muft  underftand. 
And  by  a  celebrated  hand. 
Says  one,  that  pidlure  fure  muft  ftrike. 
In  all  refpe£ls  it  is  fo  like  : 
Your  very  features,  ftiape  and  air 
Exprefs'd,  believe  me,  to  a  hair  : 
The  price  I'm  fure  could  not  be  fmall— 
Juft  fifty  guineas  frame  and  ail- 
That  Mirror  there  is  wond'rous  fine 
I  own  the  bauble  coft  me  nine ; 
I'm  fairly  cheated  you  may  fwear, 
For  never  was  a  thing  fo  dear  : 
Dear — quoth  the  Looking-glafs — and  fpoke, 
Madam,  it  would  a  faint  provoke  : 
Muft  that  fame  gaudy  thing  be  own'd 
A  pennyworth  at  fifty  pound  ; 
While  I  at  nine  am  reckon'd  dear, 
'Tis  what  I  never  thought  to  hear. 
Let  both  our  merits  now  be  try'd, 
This  fair  afiembly  fliall  decide  ; 
And  I  will  prove  it  to  your  face. 
That  you  are  partial  in  the  cafe. 
I  give  a  likenefs  far  more  true 
Than  any  artift  ever  drew  : 
And  \ehat  is  vaftly  more,  cxprefs 
Your  whole  variety  of  drefs: 
From  morn  to  noon,  from  noon  to  night, 
I  watch  each  change  and  paint  it  right; 
Befidcs  I'm  miftrefs  of  the  art, 
Which  conquers  and  fecures  a  heart, 
I  teach  you  how  to  ufe  thofe  arms. 
That  vary  and  afllft  your  charms. 
And  in  the  triumphs  of  the  fair. 
Claim  half  the  merit  for  my  fliare : 
So  when  the  truth  is  fairly  told, 
I'm  worth  at  leaft  my  weight  in  gold  : 
But  that  vain  thing  of  which  you  fpeak 
Becomes  quite  ufelefs  in  a  week. 
For,  though  it  had  no  other  vice, 
'Vis  out  ol  falliion  in  a  trice. 
The  cap  h  chang'd,  the  cloak,  the  gown  ; 
It  muft  no  longer  ftay  in  town  ? 
But  goes  in  courfe  to  hide  a  wall 
With  others  in  our  country-hall. 

The  Mirror  thus: — the  nymph  reply 'd^ 
Your  merit  cannot  be  denj'd  ; 
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The  portrait  too,  I  muft  confeis, 

In  fome  refpe<fls  has  valtly  lefs. 

But  you  yourfelf  will  freely  grant 

That  it  has  virtues  which  you  want. 

*Tis  certain  that  you  can  exprefs 

My  fliape,  my  features,  and  my  drefs. 

Not  juft  as  well,  but  better  too 

Than  Kneller  once  or  Ramfay  now. 

But  that  fame  image  in  your  heart 

Which  thus  excels  the  painter's  art. 

The  Ihorteft  abfence  can  deface, 

And  put  a  monkey's  in  its  place  : 

That  other  which  the  canvafs  bears, 

Unchang'd  and  conftant,  lafts  for  years^, 

Would  keep  its  luftre  and  its  bloom 

Though  it  were  here  and  I  at  Rome. 

When  age  and  ficknefs  fliall  invade 

Thofe  youthful  charms  and  make  them  fade, 

You'll  foon  perceive  it,  and  reveal 

What  partial  friendfhip  fliould  conceal : 

You'll  tell  me,  in  your  ufual  way. 

Of  furrow'd  cheeks  and  locks  grown  gray ; 

Your  gen'rous  rival,  not  lb  cold, 

Will  ne'er  fuggeft  that  I  am  old  ; 

Nor  mark  when  time  and  flow  difeafc 

Has  ftol'n  the  graces  won't  pleafe ; 

But  keep  my  image  to  be  feen 

In  the  full  bloflbm  of  fixteen  : 

Bellowing  freely  all  the  praife 

I  merited  in  better  days. 

You  will  (when  I  am  turn'd  to  duft. 

For  beauties  die,  as  all  things  muft, 

And  you  remember  but  by  feeing) 

Forget  that  e'er  I  had  a  being ; 

But  in  that  pidurc  I  fliall  live. 

My  charms  (hall  death  itfelf  furvive, 

Attd  figur'd  by  the  pencil  there 

Tell  that  your  miftrefs  once  was  fair. 

Weigh  each  advantage  and  dcfedl. 

The  portrait  merits  moll  lefpedl : 

Your  qualities  would  recommend 

A  fervant  rather  than  a  fri;end ; 

But  fervice  fure  in  ev'ry  cafe^ 

To  friendfliip  yields  the  higher  place. 

FABLE  Viyi.. 

THE  FISHERMEN. 

Imitated  from  Theocrituio 

By  all  the  fages  'tis  confeft 
That  hope  when  moderate  is  bed  : 
But  when  indulg'd  beyond  due  meafura 
It  yields  a  vain  deceitful  pleafiire. 
Which  cheats  the  fimple,  and  betrays 
To  mifchief  in  a  thoufand  ways  ; 
Juft  hope  affifts  in  all  our  toils. 
The  wheels  of  induftry  it  oils  ; 
In  great  attempts  the  bofom  fires. 
And  zeal  and  conftancy  infpires. 
Falfe  hope,  like  a  deceitful  dream, 
Refts  on  fome  vifionary  fcheme. 
And  keeps  us  idle  to  our  lofs, 
Euchanted  with  our  hands  acrofs. 
A  Yale  an  ancient  bard  has  told 
Of  two  poot  filhermen  of  old, 
Their  names  were  (left  I  Iheuld  forget 
And  put  the  readet  in  a  pet^ 


.  Left  critics  too  fhould  make  a  pother) 
The  one  Afphelio,  Gripus  t'  other. 
The  men  were  very  poor,  their  trade 
Could  fcarce  afford  them  daily  bread  z 
Though  ply'd  with  induftry  and  care 
Through  the  whole  feafon,  foul  and  fair. 
Upon  a  rock  their  cottage  ftood. 
On  all  fides  bounded  by  the  flood  : 
It  was  a  miferable  feat. 
Like  cold  and  hunger's  worft  retreat ; 
And  yet  it  ferv'd  them  both  for  life. 
As  neither  could  maintain  a  wife ; 
Two  walls  were  rock,  and  two  were  izni, 
Ramm'd  up  with  flakes  and  made  to  ftancL 
A  roof  hung  threat'ning  o'er  their  heads 
Of  boards  half-rotten,  thatch'd  with  reeds. 
And  as  no  thief  e'er  touch  their  ftore, 
A  hurdle  ferv'd  them  for  a  door. 
Their  beds  were  leaves ;  againft  the  wall 
A  fail  hung  drying,  yard  and  all. 
On  one  fide  lay  an  old  patch'd  wherry, 
Like  Charon's  on  the  Stygian  ferry  : 
On  t'  other,  balkets  and  a  net. 
With  fea-weed  foul  and  always  wet. 
Thefe  forty  inftruments  of  trade 
Were  all  the  furniture  they  had  : 
For  they  had  neither  fpit  nor  pot, 
Unlefs  my  author  has  forgot. 

Once  fome  few  hours  ere  break  of  day. 
As  in  their  hut  our  fifliers  lay, 
The  one  awak'd,  and  wak'd  his  neighbour. 
That  both  might  ply  their  daily  laboiar; 
For  cold  and  hunger  are  confeft 
No  friends  to  indolence  or  reft. 

Friend,  quoth  the  drowfy  fwain,  and  fwore, 
What  you  have  done  has  hurt  me  more 
Than  all  your  fervice  can  repay 
For  years  to  come  by  ni'ght  and  day  ;  - 

You've  broke — the  thought  on't  makes  me  mail— 
The  fineft  dream  that  e'er  I  had. 

Quoth  Cripus :  friend  your  fpeech  wmild  pro'TO 
You  mad  indeed,  or  elfe  in  love ; 
For  dreams  fhould  weigh  but  light  with  thofe 
Who  feel  the  want  of  food  and  clothes  : 
I  guefs,  though  fimple  and  untaught, 
You  dream'd  about  a  lucky  draught. 
Or  money  found  by  chance  :  they  fay 
That  "  hungry  foxes  dream  of  prey." 

You're  wond'rous  (hrewd,  upon  my  troth, 
Afphelio  cry'd,  and  right  in  both  : 
My  dream  had  gold  in't,  as  you  faid, 
And  filhing  too.  our  conftant  trade  ; 
And  fince  your  guefs  has  hit  fo  near. 
In  fliort,  the  whole  on't  you  fliall  hear. 
"  Upon  the  fhore  I  feem'd  to  ftand» 
My  rod  and  tackle  in  my  hand ; 
The  baited  hook  full  oft  I  threw, 
Biit  ftill  in  vain, -I  nothing  drew  : 
A  filh  at  laft  appeared  to  bite. 
The  cork  div'd  quickly  out  of  fight. 
And  foon  the  dipping  rod  I  found 
With  fomething  weighty  bent  half  round  J 
Quoth  I,  good  luck  has  come  at  laft, 
I've  furcly  made  a  happy  caft : 
This  fifti,  when  in  the  market  fold, 
In  place  af  btafs  will  fell  for  gold  ; 
To  bring  it  J'^fe  vi^ithin  my  reacb^. 
J  drew  it  ioiY^i  1»  the  beach ;  ^ 
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But  long  ere  it  had  come  fo  near 

The  water  gleam'd  with  fomething  clear; 

Each  pafling  biiiow  cau);ht  the  blaze, 

And  glitt'ring,  ftione  with  j(oIdcn  rays. 

Of  hope  and  expe(nation  full 

Impatient,  yet  afraid  to  pull, 

To  Ihorc  I  flowly  broii^'ht  my  prize, 

A  golden  fifli  of  largeft  fi/e  : 

' Twas  metal  all  from  head  to  tail,  , 

Quite  ftiffaiid  glitt'ring  er'ry  fcale. 

Thought  I.  my  fortune  now  is  made  ; 

'Tis  time  to  quit  the  fiftiing  trade, 

And  choofe  fome  other,  where  the  gains 

Are  fure,  and  come  for  half  the  pains. 

like  creatures  of  amphibious  nature 

One  hour  on  land,  and  three  on  water; 

We  live  'midlt  danger,  toil,  and  care. 

Yet  never  have  a  groat  to  fpare ; 

"While  others  not  expos'd  to  harm, 

Grow  rich  though  always  dry  and  warm  ; 

This  treafure  will  fuffice,  and  more, 

To  place  me  handfomely  on  fliore. 

In  fome  fnug  manor  ;  now  a  fwain. 

My  (leers  (hall  turn  the  furrow'd  plain, 

"While  on  a  mountain's  graffy  fide 

My  flocks  are  paft'ringfar  and  wide  : 

Befide  all  this,  I'll  hare  a  feat 

Convenient,  elegant,  and  neat, 

A  houfe  not  over  great  nor  fmall. 

Three  rooms,  a  kitchen,  and  a  hall. 

The  offices  contriv'd  with  care. 

And  fitted  to  complete  a  fquare  ; 

A  garden  well  laid  out ;  a  wife. 

To  double  all  the  joys  of  life  ; 

"With  children  prattling  at  my  knees, 

Such  trifles  as  are  fure  to  pleafe. 

Thofe  gay  defigns,  and  twenty  more, 

1  in  my  dream  was  running  o'er, 

While  you,  as  if  you  ow'd  me  fpite. 

Broke  in  and  put  them  all  to  flight, 

Blew  the  whole  vifion  into  air, 

And  left  me  waking  in  defpair. 

Of  late  we  have  been  poorly  fed, 

Laft  night  went  fupperlefs  to  bed  : 

Yet,  if  I  had  it  in  my  pow'r 

My  dream  to  lengthen  for  an  hour, 

Tue  pleafute  mounts  to  fuch  a  fum, 

IM  fad  for  fifty  yet  to  come. 

Tiierefore  to  bid  me  rife  is  vain, 

I'll  wink  and  try  to  dream  again. 

If  this,  quoth  Gri|)us,  is  the  way 
You  choofe,  I've  nothing  more  to  fay  ; 
'Tib  plain  that  dreams  of  wealth  will  ferve 
A  perfon  who  refolves  to  ftarve  ; 
But  fure  to  hug  a  fancy *d  cafe. 
That  never  did  nor  can  take  place. 
And  for  the  pleafures  it  can  give 
Neglect  the  trade  by  which  we  live. 
Is  madnels  in  its  greatcll  height, 
Or  I  miftake  the  matter  quite  :     ' 
Leave  fuch  vain  fancies  to  the  great, 
For  folly  fuits  a  large  cllate  : 
T  he  rich  may  fafely  deal  in  dreams, 
Romantic  hopes  and  airy  fchemes  ; 
But  you  and  I,  upon  my  word, 
Such  pa(\ime  cannot  well  afTord  ; 
And  therefore  if  you  would  be  wife, 
Take  m/  advice,  lor  oncc,  and  rife. 


FABLE  IX. 

CUPLD  AS'O  THE  SHC(a£KO/ 

Who  fets  his  heart  on  things  below 
But  little  hap|iinef?  fliall  know  ; 
For  every  objert  he  purlues 
Will  vex,  deci  ivc  him.  nnd  abufe  : 
While  he  on  hopes  and  wifties  rife 
To  endlefs  blifs  above  the  Ikies, 
A  true  fe-licity  fliall  gain. 
With  freedom  from  both  cafe  and  pain- 
He  feeks  what  yields  him  peace  and  reft. 
Both  when  inprofpe(fl  andpofTeft. 

A  fwain  whofe  flock  had  gone  aftray. 
Was  wand'ring  far  out  of  his  way 
Through  deferts  wild,  and  chanc'd  to  fee 
A  ftripling  leaning  on  a  tree, 
In  all  things  like  the  humankind, 
I  But  that  upon  his  back  behind 
Two  wings  were  from  his  flioulders  fprcad 
Of  gold  and  azure,  ting'd  with  red  ; 
Their  colour  like  the  ev'ning  Iky  : 
A  golden  quiver  grac'd  his  thigh  : 
His  bow  unbended  in  his  hand 
He  held,  and  wrote  with  on  the  fand  ; 
As  one  whom  an.xious  cares  purfue, 
In  mufing  oft  is  wont  to  do. 
He  flatted  flill  with  fudden  fear, 
As  if  fome  danger  had  been  near» 
And  turn'd  on  every  fide  to  view 
A  flight  of  birds  that  round  him  fle\^, 
Whofe  prefence  fcem'd  to  make  him  fac^ 
For  all  were  ominous  and  bad  ; 
The  hawk  was  there,  the  type  of  fpite, 
The  jealous  owl  that  fhuns  the  light. 
The  raven,  whofe  prophetic  bill 
Denounces  woe  and  mifchief  Hill; 
rhe  vulture  hungry  to  devour, 
Though  gorg'd  and  glutted  ev'ry  hour; 
With  thefe  confus'd  an  ugly  crew 
Of  harpies,  bats,  and  dragons  flew. 
With  talons  arnl'd,  and  teeth,  and  flings, 
The  air  was  darken'd  with  their  wings. 
The  fwain,  though  frighten'd,  yet  drew  near^ 
Companion  rofe  in  place  of  fear, 
He  to  the  winged  youth  began, 
"  Say,  are  you  mortal  and  of  man. 
Or  fomething  of  celeflial  birth, 
From  heaven  defccnded  to  the  earth  ? 
I  am  not  of  terreftrial  kind, 
Q^ioth  Cupid,  nor  to  earth  confin'd  : 
Heav'n  is  my  true  and  proper  fphere. 
My  reft  and  happinefs  are  there  : 
Through  all  the  boundlefs  realms  of  light 
rhe  phoenix  waits  upon  my  flight, 
With  other  birds  whofe  names  arc  known 
In  that  delightful  place  algne. 
But  when  to  earth  my  conrfe  I  bend. 
At  once  they  leave  me  and  afcend  ; 
And  for  companions  in  their  flead, 
Thofe  winged  monfters  there  fucceed. 
Who  hov'ring  round  me  night  and  daj', 
Expecfl  and  claim  me  as  their  prey. 

Sir,  quoth  the  fliepherd,  if  you'll  try. 
Your  arrows  foon  will  wake  them  fly  j 
Or  if  they  brave  them  and  refift, 
My  dins  is  rcadj  to  aflift* 
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IncapaWe  of  vvouiuls  and  pain, 
Jteply'd  the  winged  youth  a;pin, 
Thcfe  foes  our  weapons  will  defy  ; 
Immortal  made,  they  never  die  ; 
But  live  to  haunt  mc.  every  where. 
While  I  remain  withm  their  Iphere. 

Sir,  quoth  the  Iwai'.),  might  1  advife, 
You  ftraight  fliould  get  above  the  Ikies: 
It  feems  indeed  your  only  way, 
For  nothing  here  is  worth  your  flay ; 
Befide,  when  foes  I'ke  thcfe  molelf, 
You'll  find  but  little  peace  or  reil. 

FABLE  X. 

THE  SWAN  AND  THE  OTHER  BIRDS. 

Facu  candidate  for  public  fame 

Engages  in  a  delp'rate  game  : 

His  labour  he  will  find  but  lofl. 

Or  lefs  than  half  repaid  at  mod  : 

To  prove  this  point  1  fhall  not  choofe 

The  arguments  which  otoics  ufe  ; 

That  human  life  is  but  a  dream. 

And  few  things  in  it  what  they  feem  ; 

That  praife  is  vain  and  little  worth, 

An  empty  bauble,  and  fo  forth. 

I'll  offer  one,  but  of  u  kind 

Not  half  fo  fubile  and  refin'd  ; 

Wliich,  when  the  refl  arc  out  of  fight, 

May  fonietimes  chance  to  have  its  weight. 

The  man  who  fets  his  merits  high, 

To  glitter  in  the  public  eye. 

Should  have  defedj  but  very  fmall, 

Or  ftriiSly  fpeaking,  none  at  all : 

For  that  fuccefs  which  fpreads  his  fame, 

Provokes  each  envious  tongue  to  blame, 

And  makes  his  faults  and  failings  knovv'n 

Where'er  his  better  parts  are  fnown. 

Upon  a  time,  as  poets  fing. 
The  birds  all  waited  on  tlieir  king, 
His  hymeneal  rites  to  grace  ; 
A  flow'ry  meadow  was  the  place ; 
They  all  were  frolickfome  and  gay 
Aniidft  the  pleafures  of  the  day, 
And  ere  the  feftival  was  clos'd, 
A  match  at  finging  was  propos'd  ; 
The  queen  herfelf  a  wreath  prepar'd. 
To  be  the  conqueror's  reward ; 
With  flore  of  pinks  and  daifiesin  it, 
And  many  a  fongfter  try'd  to  win  it ; 
But  all  the  judges  foon  confeft 
The  f^van  fuperior  to  the  reft ; 
He  got  the  garland  from  the  bride, 
With  honour  and  applaufe  befide : 
A  tattling  goofe,  with  envy  flung. 
Although  herfelf  {he  ne'er  had  fung, 
Took  this  occafion  to  reveal 
What  fwans  feem  ftudious  to  conceal. 
And,  fkill'd  in  fatire's  artful  ways, 
Invedlive  introduc'd  with  praife. 

The  fwan,  quoth  fhe,  upon  my  word, 
Deferves  applaufe  from  ev'ry  bird  : 
By  proof  his  charming  voice  you  know. 
His  feathers  loft  and  white  as  fnow  ; 
A  nd  if  you  faw  him  when  he  fwims 
Alajeftic  on  the  filver  ftreams, 
He'd  feem  complete  in  all  refpeiSs: 
But  nothing  is  without  deftds ; 
Vol.  XI, 


for  that  is  true,  which  few  would  think, 
His  legs  and  feet  are  black  as  ink — 

As  black  as  ink — if  this  be  true. 
To  me  'tis  wonderful  and  new, 
The  fov'reign  of  the  birds  reply'd  ; 
But  fdon  tli,;  truth  on't  ihail  be  try'd. 
.Sir,  ihow  your  limbs,  and  for  my  fake, 
Confute  at  once  this  foul  miilake. 
For  I'll  maintain,  and  I  am  right. 
That,  like  your  feathers,  they  are  white. 

Sir,  quoth  the  fwan,  it  would  be  vain 
For  me  a  falfehood  to  maintain  ; 
My  legs  are  black,  and  proof  will  fhow 
Beyond  dil'j>utc  that  they  are  fo  ; 
But  if  I  hud  not  got  a  prize 
Which  glitters  much  in  fome  folk's  eyes. 
Not  half  the  birds  had  ever  known 
What  ti-utli  now  forces  me  to  own. 

FABLE  XL 

THE     LOVER    AND     UIS     FRIENO« 
To  d>,f  Foils, 

'Tis  not  the  point  in  works  of  art 
With  care  to  furnifh  every  part. 
That  each  to  high  perfection  rais'J, 
May  draw  attention  and  be  prais'd. 
An  objed;  by  itlelf  refpefted. 
Though  all  the  others  were  negkcfled ; 
Not  mailers  only  this  can  do. 
But  many  a  vulgar  artift  too: 
We  know  diftinguifh'd  merit  mofl. 
When  in  the  whole  the  parts  are  loll, 
When  nothing  rifes  up  to  fhine. 
Or  draw  us  from  the  chief  defign. 
When  one  united  full  effedl 
Is  felt,  before  we  can  rcfleCl 
And  mark  th«  caufes  that  confpire 
To  charm  and  force  us  to  admire. 
This  is  indeed  a  mafter's  part, 
The  very  fummit  of  his  art; 
And,  therefore,  when  ye  fhall  rehearfe 
To  friends  for  trial  of  your  verfe, 
Mark  their  behaviour  and  their  way. 
As  much,  at  kill,  as  what  they  fay ; 
If  they  feem'd  plcas'd,  and  yet  are  mute, 
The  poem's  good  beyond  difpute ; 
But  when  they  babble  all  the  while. 
Now  praife  the  fenfe,  and  now  the  llyle, 
'Tis  plain  that  fomething  muft  be  wrong, 
This  too  weak  or  that  too  flrong. 
The  art  is  wanting  which  conveys 
Impreffions  in  niyiierious  ways. 
And  makes  us  from  a  whole  receive 
What  no  divided  parts  can  give: 
Fine  writing,  therefore,  feems  of  courfe, 
Lefs  fit  to  pleafe  at  firft  than  worfe. 
A  language  fitted  to  the  fenfe 
Will  hardly  pafs  for  eloquence. 

One  feels  its  force,  before  he  fees 
The  cliarm  which  gives  it  pow'r  to  pleafe, 
And  ere  inftrudled  to  admire. 
Will  read  and  read,  and  never  tire. 
But  when  the  flyle  is  of  a  kind 
Which  foars  and  leaves  the  fenfe  behind, 
'Tis  fomething  by  itfelf,  and  draws 
From  vulgar  judges  dull  applaufe ; 
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They'll  yawn,  and  tell  you  as  you  read, 
"  'Ihol't  lines  arc  mij^hty  fine  indeed;" 
But  ncvtr  will  your  works  pcriifc 
Af  any  time,  if  thry  can  cho<-jfc. 
"I'ls  not  the  thinj^  which  men  call  wit, 
Nor  chatadtcrs,  though  truly  hit, 
Nor  flowing  nuinberi.  loft  or  flrong. 
That  hears  the  raptur'd  loul  alonp; 
'Tis  fo;v.tthinj;  of  a  diir'rcnt  kind, 
"lis  all  tliol'c  ikilfuUy  con.bin'd, 
To  niakc  what  critics  call  a  whole, 
Vhich ravifhis  and  charms  the  foul. 

Alexis  hy  fair  Celia's  fcorn 
To  grief  abandon'd  and  forlorn, 
Had  lought  in  folitudc  to  cover 
His  anguifh,  like  a  l^opelcfs  lover  : 
AVith  his  fond  puflion  to  debate. 
Gay  Strcphon  fought  his  rural  feat. 
And  found  him  with  the  fhepherds  plac'd 
Far  in  a  folltary  wallc. —    ' 

My  frit"nd,  quoth  he,  you're  much  to  blame  ; 
Tliisfoolifli  foftncfs  quit  for  Ihrjme  ; 
Nor  fondly  doat  upon  a  woman, 
"W'hofc  charms  arc  nothing  more  than  common. 
'rhat  Ccli^i's  handfomc  I  agree, 
liut  Clara's  handfonuT  than  (he  : 
^uanthc's  wit,  whivh  all  conimt-nd. 
Does  Celia's  certainly  tranfci.nd: 
Nor  can  you  find  the  kaft  pretence 
With  Phebe's  to  compare  her  fenfe; 
With  better  tafte  Belinda  drelTcs, 
With  tiuer  ilcp  the  floor  fhc  prclTcs; 
And  for  behaviour  foft  aud  kind, 
ATclifT.!  leaves  her  far  beiiind  : 
Wliat  witchcraft  tlicn  can  fix  the  chain 
"Whicli  maV:ts  you  fufier  her  difdain, 
Aud  not  attempt  the  manly  part 
To  let  at  liberty  your  heart  ? 
Alake  but  one  ftruggle,  and  you'll  fee 
'iTiat  in  a  moment  you  11  be  free. 

This  Strcphon  urg'd,  and  ten  times  morCj 
From  topics  often  touch'd  before  : 
In  vain  his  eloquence  he  try'd; 
Alexis  fighing,  tliusrepl/'d: 

If  Ck'.ra''!)  handlonic  and  a  toaft, 
'Tis  all  the  merit  ilie  can  boafl : 
Some  fame  Euanthe's  wit  hasgain'd, 
Becaufe  by  prudeiicc  not  reftrain'd. 
I'hebe  1  own  is  wondrous  wife, 
She  never  atfls  but  in  difguife: 
Belinda's  merit  all  eonfcfs 
\V''ho  know  the  mylfery  of  drcfs  : 
But  poor  Melifla  on  the  fcote 
Of  mere  good-nature  pleafes  more  ; 
In  thole  the  reigning  charm  appears 
Alone,  to  draw  our  eyes  and  ears, 
No  riiher  rifes  by  its  fulc 
And  fhines,  atten;.ion  lo  divide; 
'J'hui  feci)  alone  it  flrikes  the  eye, 
As  fomething  exquifitc  and  high  : 
But  in  my  C't  lia  you  will  find 
Perfci'^ion  of  another  kind  ; 
Faeh  charm  fo  artf  lly  exprtll 
As  ftill  to  mingle  with  the  reft  : 
Averic  and  fliumiing  to  be  known. 
An  objcdby  itfttf  alone, 
But  thus  conibin'd  tlioy  miltt-afpcll 
Whofe  force  no  human  tongue  c;m  tcl] ; 


A  pow'rful  magic  which  my  hreaft 
Will  ne'er  be  able  to  refill : 
For  as  (he  flights  me  or  complies, 
Her  conltant  lover  lives  or  dies. 

FABLE  XM. 

THE    HAKH    AND    THE    UERMIT, 

A  YOUTH,  a  pupil  of  the  town, 
l'hilofoj)her  and  ath^'ift  grown. 
Benighted  once  upon  the  roud. 
Found  cut  a  herniit's  lone  abode, 
V^'hofe  holpitality  in  need 
Reliev'il  the  irav'ler  and  his  fiecd, 
lor  both  fufiiciently  were  tir'd. 
Well  drench'd  in  ditches  and  bcmir'd. 
Hunger  the  lirft  attention  claims; 
I'pon  the  coals  a  rafher  flames, 
J^ry  crufts,  and  liquor  fomething  (laic, 
Were  added  to  make  up  a  meal; 
At  which  our  trav'lcr  as  he  fat 
By  intervals  began  to  chat.— 

"Fis  odd,  quoth  he,  to  think  what  (Iraiiii 
Of  folly  govern  fomt  folk's  brains  I 
\\'hat  makes  you  choofc  this  wild  abode  ? 
You'll  fay,  'tis  to  converfc  with  God  : 
Alas,  I  fear,  'tis  all  a  whim  : 
You  never  faw  or  fpoke  with  him. 
They  talk  of  Providence'^  pow'r. 
And  fay  it  rules  us  cvei^  hour  ; 
To  me  all  nature  feems  confufion. 
And  fuch  weak  fancies  mere  delufion. 
Say,  if  it  ruld  and  govern'd  right, 
Could  there  be  fucii  a  thing  as  night ; 
Which,  when  the  fnn  has  left  the  fkies, 
Futh  all  things  in  u  deep  difguife-? 
If  then  a  trav'lcr  chance  to  ftray 
'I'he  leall  ftep  from  the  public  way. 
He's  foon  in  eiidlefs  mazes  loft. 
As  I  have  found  it  to  my  coft. 
Befides,  the  gloom  which  uature  wears 
Aflifts  imaginary  fears 
Of  ghofts  and  goblins  from  the  waves 
Of  iulph'rous  la'cef,  and  yawning  graves; 
All  fprung  from  fuperftiticus  feed. 
Like  other  maxims  of  the  creed. 
1-or  my  part,  I  rejecfl  the  tales 
Which  faith  fuggcfts  when  reafon  falls: 
And  reafon  nothing  undcrftands, 
Unwarranted  hy  eyes  and  hands. 
I'hcfe  fubtle  effences,  like  wind. 
Which  Ibmc  have  dreamt  of,  and  call  mind, 
It  ne'er  admits;  nor  joins  the  lie 
Which  fays  men  rot,  but  never  die. 
It  holds  ail  future  things  in  doubt, 
And  thcr-efore  wifely  leaves  them  out: 
Stiggefting  what  is  wortliour  care, 
'I'o  take  things  prefcnt  as  they  arc. 
Our  wifeft  courfe  :  the  reft  is  folly, 
'Fl-.e  fruit  of  fpleen  and  melancholy.— 

Sir,  quoth  the  hermit,  i  agree 
That  icifnn  ftill  our  guide  (hould  be  : 
And  will  admit  her  as  the  tcft. 
Of  V,  hat  is  trut ,  and  what  is  beft  : 
Cut  reafon  fure  woul<lbluf!i  for  (hamc 
At  what  you  mention  in  her  name  ; 
Her  dii5latcsare  fubliine  and  holy  ; 
Impiety's  the  child  of  (oily  ; 
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Kcafon  with  meafur'd  fteps  and  flow, 

To  things  above  from  things  below 

Afcends,  and  guides  us  through  her  fpherc 

With  caution,  vigilance,  ahu  care. 

Faith  in  the  ntmoft  frontier  ftands, 

And  reafon  puts  her  in  her  hands, 

But  not  till  her  commiffion  giv'n 

Is  found  authentic,  and  from  heav'n. 

'Tis  ftrange  that  man,  a  reas'ning  creature, 

Should  mifs  a  god  in  viewing  nature  : 

Whofe  high  perfedlions  are  difplay'd 

In  ev'ry  thing  his  hands  have  made  : 

Ev'n  when  we  think  their  traces  loft. 

When  found  agam,  we  fee  them  mort  j 

The  night  itielf  which  you  would  blame 

As  fomething  wrong  in  nature's  frame, 

Is  but  a  curtain  to  invell 

Her  weary  children,  when  at  reft  : 

Like  that  which  moti-.ers  draw  to  keep 

The  light  oft' from  a  child  afleep. 

Eefide,  the  tear?  which  ddrkncfs  breeds 

At  lea(t  a-jgments  in  vulgp.r  heads. 

Are  far  from  uiL-lefs,  when  the  mind 

Is  narrow   and  to  earth  confin'd  ; 

They  mAe  the  worldling  thmk  with  pain 

Oil  frauds  and  oaihs,  and  iU-giU  gain  ; 

Force  from  the  ruffian's  hand  the  knife 

Juft  rais'd  againft  his  neighbour's  life; 

And  in  defence  of  virtue's  caufe 

Affift  each  fancftion  of  the  laws. 

Eut  fouls  ferene,  where  wifdom  dwells, 

And  luperftitious  dread  expellsj 

The  fdent  majefty  of  night 

Excites  to  take  a  nobler  flight : 

With  faints  and  angels  to  explore 

The  wonders  of  creating  pow'r; 

And  lit'ts  on  contemplation's  wings 

Above  the  fphere  of  moital  things  : 

Walk  forth  and  tread  tliofe  dewy  plains 

Where  night  in  awful  liltnv.e  reigns; 

The  Iky's  ferene,  the  air  is  ftill. 

The  woods  ftand  lift'ning  on  each  hill, 

To  catch  the  founds  that  fink  and  iVr^ 

Wide-fioating  from  the  ev'ning  hell, 

While  foxes  howl  and  beetles  hum, 

Sounds  which  make  filence  llill  more  dumb : 

And  try  if  folly  rafli  and  rude 

Dares  on  the  facred  hour  intrude. 

Then  turn  your  eyes  to  heav'n's  broad  frame, 

Attempt  to  quote  thcfe  lights  by  name. 

Which  lliine  lb  thick  and  fpread  fo  far  ; 

Conceive  a  fun  in  every  liar, 

Round  which  unnumber'd  planets  roll, 

While  comets  dioot  athwait  the  whole. 

From  fyftem  ftill  to  fyftem  ranging. 

Their  various  benefits  exchi.nging. 

And  fliaking  from  their  flaming  hair 

The  things  moft  needed  every  where. 

Explore  this  glorious  Icene,  and  lay 

That  night  diicovers  lefs  than  day  ;. 

That  'tis  quite  ufsiefs,  and  a  li'^n 

That  chance  difpoles,  not  Jeiini  : 

Whoe'er  maintains  it,  I'll  pronounce 

Him  eiiiier  mad  or  elie  a  dunce. 

Fur  reatbn,  though  'tis  far  from  ftrong, 

^^  ill  loon  find  out  that'nothing's  wron'o-, 

From  figns  and  evidences  clear 

Of  v.iie  contrivance  every  where. 


The  hermit  ended  ;   and  the  youtii 
Became  a  convert  to-the  truth; 
At  leaft  he  yielded,  and  confett 
'Ihat  all  was  order'd  for  the  beft. 

FABLE  XIIL 

PHOEBUS  AND  THE  SHEPHERD. 

I  CANNOT  think  but  more  or  led 

True  merit  always  gains  fuccefs; 

That  envy,  prejudice,  and  Ipitc, 

Will  never  fink  a  genius  quite. 

Experience  fliows  beyond  a  doubt, 

That  worth,  though  clouded,  will  flijne  out. 

The  fecond  name  tor  epic  fong, 

Firft  claflic  of  the  Enghlli  tongue, 

Great  Milton,  when  he  firft  appear'd, 

Was  ill  receiv'd  and  coldly  heard  : 

In  vain  did  fa(f>ion  damn  thofe  lays. 

Which  all  pofterity  fliall  praile  : 

I^  Diyden  or  his  works  forgot, 

Fot  all  that  Buckingham  has  \^'rote  ? 

The  peer's  iliarp  f.ttirc,  cliarg'd  with  fenfe, 

Give's  pleafure  at  no  one's  expence  : 

The  biird  and  critic  both  ii;fpir'd 

By  Phoebus,  fliall  be  ftiil  admir'd  : 

'  i'is  true  that  cenfure,  right  or  wronf, 

iVTay  hurt  at  firft  tlie  nobleft  fong. 

And  for  a  while  defeat  the  claim 

Which  any  writer  has  to  fame  : 

A  mere  book-merchant  with  his  tooh 

Can  fway  with  eafe  the  herd  of  fools  : 

Who  on  a  moderate  computation 

Are  ten  to  one*in  every  nation — 

Your  ftyle  is  ftiiT — youi"  periods  halt-— 

In  every  line  appears  a  fault — 

The  plot  and  incidents  ill-forted— - 

No  fingle  charaifler  I'upported--- 

Your  limites  will  fcarce  apply  ; 

The  wliole  misfiiapen,  dark,  and  dsy. 

All  this  will  pals,  and  gain  its  end 

On  the  belt  poem  ^''er  was  pcnn'd  : 

But  when  the  firft  affauitsare  o'er. 

When  tops  and  witlings  prate  no  more. 

And  whe-n  your  uorks  are  quite  forgot 

By  all  who  praile  or  blame  by  rote  : 

Without  lelt'-intereft,  fpleen,  or  hate. 

The  men  of  fenfe  deci(le  y(>ur  fate  : 

Their  judgment  ftands,  and  what  they  lay 

Gains  greater  credit  ev'ry  day  j 

fill  gronr.dlcfs  prejudices  paif, 

True  merit  has  its  due  at  lalh 

The  hackney  Icrihblersof  rhe  town, 

V.'!)0  were  the  firft  to  wjite  you  down, 

'I'heir  malice  cliang'd  to  adtuiration. 

Promote  your  growing  reinitation. 

And  to  excels  of  praile  proceed  ; 

But  this  fcarce  happeiis  till  you're  dead, 

When  fame  for  genius,  wit,  and  ikiil, 

Can  do  you  neither  good  nor  ill ; 

Yet,  if  you  would  not  be  forgot, 

Thtry'll  help  to  keep  yunr  name  nftoat. 

An  aged  fwain  that  us'd  to  feed 
His  flock  upon  a  mountain's  head, 
Drew  crowds  of  Ihepherds  from  each  hiU, 
To  hear  and  profit  by  his  ikill ; 
For  ev'ry  fimple  of  the  rock, 
Tiiat  can  off'end  or  cure  a  liock, 
Eij 
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He  u^'(^  to  m.irk,  and  kr.c-.v  its  jjow'r 

In  ftcni  and  foliage,  root  aid  flow'r. 

Befidc  alt  this,  he  rould  torcttl 

Both  rain  and  fuoftiine  palling  well ; 

By  deep  fagacity  he'd  tir.d, 

The  futurt  Ihiiiingsof  tlit-  wind; 

And  f,ue\\  mod  Ihrewdly  cv'ry  year 

It"  mutton  would  he  cheap  or  dear. 

To  tell  his  ikiU  in  t-v'ry  art, 

Of  which  Ik-  undcrllood  a  part. 

Hisfagc  advice  was  wrapt  in  tale*. 

Which  oft  jjcrfuade  when  rca'.on  tails; 

To  do  hiin  jultice  every  where, 

\Voulil  take  more  time  than  I  can  fpare, 

And  thercf-ue  now  Ihall  only  touch 

Upon  a  fai't  which  authors  vouch  ; 

Tint  Pha-.bus  oft  would  coiulcfcciid 

To  treat  this  ihcpherd  like  a  friend  : 

Oft  when  the  folar  chariot  palt, 

Providi-d  iic  was  not  in  halte, 

He'd  leave  iiis  deeds  to  take  frclli  breath, 

And  crop  tii-'  licrbage  of  theheath; 

While  with  tlie  fwain  a  turn  or  two 

}Ic'd  takt-,  as  landlonls  iife  lodo, 
Whtii  (ick  of  fiuiT  tolk^  ill  t'jivn, 
They  tind  ainuiVmcnt  in  a  clown. 
One  morning  wluii  the  god  alighted, 

His  winced  Iteedi  lii'.ik'd  wild  anil  frighted  ; 

The  whip  It  fecnis  had  not  been  idie, 
June's  traces  br<;kc,  another's  bridle: 
A!]  four  V. ere  fwitcli'd  in  every  pjrt, 
Like  coinnion  jades  that  draw  a  cart, 
Whofe  lidts  and  haunc!ie>  all  alonj^ 
Shovv  the  ju(t  ir.tai'ure  of  the  thon;;. 

V\  hy,  what's  the  matter,  q^ioth  the  fwajn, 
My  lord,  it  jives  your  fcrvant  pain; 
Sure  foine  offence  is  in  the  cate, 
I  read  it  plainly  in  your  face. — 

OfTciicc,  qiicth  Tha-bus,  ve.x'd  and  heated  ; 
'  lis  one  indeed    and  oft  repeated  : 
Sincc^tirrt  I  drove  through  hea.'n's  high-way, 
That's  before  yefterday,  you'll  .'.ly, 
The  envious  cloud?  in  leajjue  with  night 
Confpire  to  iiUercepi  my  li-^ht;    , 
Kaii't  vapours  Vreath'd  from  putrid  lakes, 
The  iteams  of  common  few'rs  and  jakes, 
Which  un.Ier  ground  fliould  be  ccnfiii'd, 
Kor  fut^cr'd  to  pollute  the  wiiid  ; 
E^'cap'd  in  air  by  various  ways, 
Lxtui^uiih  or  divert  my  ra\s. 
(^ft  in  tl)»-  morinng.  when  my  fteeds 
Above  tl»e  iC^-an  l;fr  their  he  (is, 
And  when  I  hupe  to  fee  my  beams 
Far  glittering  on  tlic  woods  am:  ftrcams; 
A  rijj;e  of  la/y  clouds  thai  l1eei> 
Upon  liie  Uii fa; c  of  the  iliep, 
Receivr  at  once,  and  wrap  me  round 
In  fugs  exfiiijjuifli'd  '-.alf  and  drown'd. 
But  mar'ic  my  piirpotr*,  and  by  Styx 
I'm  ilht  foon  alter'ii  a-hen  I  ti.\  ; 
If  t!un;;s  are  fuffcr'tl  at  this  pafs, 
•       I'll  fairlv  turn  my  naps  to  grafs  : 
No  ni  're  ihij  idle  round  rUd.ince, 
But  let  all  nature  take  its  chance. 

If,  quot!)  i!ie  fliepherd,  it  were  lit 
To  arj;ue  >vith  th.-  erod  of  wit, 
I  could  a  ( ircumihnce  fn;;;;cft 
'iliil  would  alleviate  things  at  Icaft. 


That  clouds  oppofe  your  rifing  light 

Full  olt,  and  len^^tht-n  out  the  night. 

Is  plain  ;  but  foon  they  difappear, 

And  leave  the  iky  ferene  and  clear  ; 

Wc  ne'er  expect  a  finer  day. 

Than  when  tlie  morning  has  been  gray  ; 

Fi  lide'i,  thofe  vapours  which  confine 

You  ilVuinj;  from  your  eaffern  (lirine, 

By  heat  lublim'd,  and  thinly  fprcad. 

Streak  all  the  ev'ninj;  lUy  with  red: 

And  when  )our  radiant  orb  in  vain 

Wouhl  glow  beneath  the  well<rpmaip, 

Atid  not  a  ray  coulil  reach  our  eyes, 

Uiiltis  redeemed  from  the  Ikies, 

I'hofc  wat'ry  mirrors  fend  your  light 

III  (Ireams  ainidd  the  Hiadcs  of  night  : 

Thus  Ifiigth'niiig  out  y-iur  re.{;n  much  more 

Than  they  had  Ihorten'd  it  before. 

As  this  is  to,  1  muft  maintain 

You've  little  rtafon  to  cc^mplain : 

For  when  the  matter's  underflood. 

The  ill  fcenes  balinc'd  by  the  good ; 

The  only  difi'ience  in  the  cafe 

Is  that  the  mifchief  firll  talcrs  place, 

'I'he  compcnfatioii  when  you're  gone 

Is  rather  fomev.hat  I  ite,  [  own  : 

But  fince  'tis  fo,  you'll  own  'lis  fit 

To  make  the  belt  on't,  and  fubmit. 


FABLE  XTV. 

TUZ    3REEZS    AND    THE    TLMfEST. 

That  nation  boads  a  happy  fate, 
Whofe  prince  is  good,  as  well  as  great  ; 
Calm  peace  at  home  with  plenty  reigns, 
'I'he  law  its  proper  courfe  obtains; 
Abroad  the  public  is  refpecled. 
And  all  its  int'refts  aie  protected  : 
But  when  hi^  genius,  v/eak  or  llrong. 
Is  by  ambition  pointed  wrong. 
When  private  greatnefs  has  poflefk'd. 
In  |)iace  of  public  good,  hisbrcaft, 
•  lis  certain,  and  I'll  prove  it  true, 
Thi'.t  ev'ry  mifchief  muft  cnfue. 
On  fonie  pretence  a  war  is  made. 
The  citizen  muft  change  liis  trade  ; 
His  Iteers  the  hufbandman  unyoke-, 
L"l:e  diepherd  too  mul^quit  his  flocks, 
flis  harmltrslife  ?.ud  h'ji'elt  gain. 
To  rob.  to  murder,  and  be  flain  : 
The  fields  once  fruitful,  yield  no  more 
Their  ye  iriy  produce  as  before  : 
Each  ufeful  plant  negleclcd  dies, 
Uhile  idle  weeds  licei.tious  rue   ' 
Unnumucr'd,  to  uiurp  the  land 
Where  yellow  harvefts  us'd  to  ftand> 
Lean  famine  foon  in  courfe  fuccceds ; 
Difcafe»  follow  as  llie  leads. 
No  infant  bards  at  dole  of  day 
In  ev'ry  village  fport  and  play. 
The  ftreet*  are  throng'd  with  orphans  dyin^ 
F<)r  war.t  of  bread,  and  widows  crying; 
Fierce  rapine  walks  abroad  unchain'd, 
By  civil  order  not  reftrain'd  : 
Without  regard  to  right  and  wrong, 
The  weak  are  injur'd  by  the  ftrong. 
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The  hungry  mouth  but  rarely  taftes 
The  fatt'iiing  food  which,  riot  waftes  5 
All  ties  of  confcience  lofe  their  force, 
Kv'n  facred  oaths  grow  words  of  courfe. 
By  what  ftrange  caufe  are  kings  inclin'd 
To  heap  fuch  mifchief  on  mankind  ? 
What  pow'rful  arguments  controiit 
The  native  di<ftates  of  the  foul  ? 
The  love  of  glory  and  a  name 
Loud-founded  by  the  trump  of  fame  : 
Nor  fhall  they  mifs  their  end,  unlefs 
Their  guilty  projects  want  fuccefs. 
Let  one  poffelVd  of  fov'reign  Iway 
Invade,  and  murder,  and  betray, 
I^et  war  and  rapine  fierce  be  hurl'd 
Through  half  the  nations  of  the  world  ; 
And  prove  fuccefsful  in  a  courfe 
Of  bad  defigns,  and  actions  worfe. 
At  once  a  demigod  he  grows, 
And  incens'd  both  in  verfe  and  profe, 
Becomes  the  idol  ot  mankind-, 
Though  to  what's  good  he's  weak  and  blind  ; 
Approv'd,  applauded,  and  refpedled. 
While  better  rulers  are  neglcdied. 
Where  Shott's  airy  tops  divide 
Fair  Lothian  from  the  vale  of  Clyde, 
A  tempeft  from  the  eail  and  north 
F.aught  with  the  vapours  of  the  Forth, 
£n  paffing  to  the  Irifli  feas, 
Ones  chanc'd  to  meet  the  weftern  breeze. 
The  tempeft  hail'd  him  with  a  roar, 
<'   Make  hafle  and  clear  the  way  before  ; 
No  paltry  zephyr  mull  pretend 
To  {land  before  me,  or  contend  : 
Begone,  or  in  a  whirlwind  toft 
Your  weak  esiftence  will  be  loft." 

The  tempeft  thus; — The  breeze  reply'd 
"  If  both  our  merits  fhould  be  try'd. 
Impartial  juftice  would  decree 
'i  hat  you  jlhould  yield  the  way  to  me." 

At  this  the  tempeft  rav'd  and  ftorm'd. 
Grew  black  and  ten  times  more  detorm'd. 
What  qualities,  quoth  he,  of  thine, 
Vain  flatt'ring  wind,  can  equal  mine  ? 
Ereath'd  from  fome  river,  lake  or  bog, 
Your  rife  at  firft  is  in  a  fog; 
And  creeping  flowly  o'er  the  meads 
Scarce  ftir  tlie  willows  or  the  reeds; 
■W'hile  thofe  that  feel  you  hardly  know 
The  certain  point  from  which  you  blow. 
From  earth's  deep  womb,  the  child  of  fire. 
Fierce,  adlive,  vigorous,  like  my  fire, 
1  rufti  to  light ;  the  mountains  quake 
With  dread,  and  all  their  forefts  fhake  ; 
The  globe  itfelf  convuls'd  and  torn, 
Feels  pangs  unufual  when  I'm  born  : 
Now  free  in  air  with  fov'reign  fway, 
1  rule,  and  all  the  clouds  obey  : 
From  eaft  to  weft  my  pow'r  extends, 
"Where  day  begins,  and  where  it  ende  : 
Aiid  from  Bootes  downwards  far, 
Athwart  the  track  of  ev'ry  ftar. 
Through  me  the  polar  deep  difdains 
To  fleep  in  winter's  frofty  chains  ; 
But  rous'd  to  rage  indignant  heaves 
Huge  recks  of  ice  upon  its  waves  •. 


While  dread  tornados  lift  on  high 
The  broad  Atlantic  to  the  fky. 
I  rule  the  elemental  roar, 
And  ftrew  with  fhipwrecks  ev'ry  fhore  : 
Nor  lefs  at  land  my  pow'r  is  known 
From  Zembla  to  the  burning  zone. 
I  bring  Tartarian  frofts  to  kill 
The  bloom  of  fummer ;  when  I  will 
Wide  delblation  doth  appear 
To  mingle  and  confound  the  year : 
From  cloudy  Atlas  wrapt  in  night, 
On  Barka's  fultry  plains  I  light, 
And  make  at  once  the  defert  rill- 
In  dufty  whirlwinds  to  the  Ikies  ; 
In  vain  the  traveller  turns  his  ftecd. 
And  Iliuns  mc  with  his  utmoft  fpeed ; 
I  overtake  him  as  he  flies, 
O'erblown  he  ftrugglcs,  pants,  and  dies. 
Where  fome  proud  city  lifts  in  air 
Its  fpires,  I  make  a  deiart  bare  ; 
And  when  I  choofe,  for  paftimes  fakf. 
Can  with  a  mountain  Ihift  a  lake  ; 
The  Nile  himfelf,  at  my  command. 
Oft  hides  his  head  beneath  the  fand, 
And  'midft  dry  defarts  blown  and  toft, 
For  many  a  fultry  league  is  loft.. 
All  this  I  do  with  perfed  eafc, 
And  can  repeat  whene'er  I  pleafe  : 
What  merit  makes  you  then  pretend 
With  me  to  argue  and  contend, 
When  all  you  boaft  of  force  or  flciU 
Is  fcarce  enough  to  turn  a  mill, 
Or  help  the  fwain  to  clear  his  corn, 
The  Lrvile  taflcs  for  which  you're  born  ? 

Sir,  quoth  the  breeze,  if  force  alone 
Muft  pafs  for  merit,  I  have  none; 
At  leaft  I'll  readily  confefs 
That  your's  is  greater,  mine  is  lefs. 
But  merit  rightly  underftood 
Confifcs  alone  in  doing  good ; 
And  therefore  you  yourfelf  muft  fee 
That  preference  is  due  to  me  : 
I  cannot  boaft  to  rule  the  fkies 
Like  you,  and  malte  the  ocean  rife, 
Nor  e'er  with  fliipwreck's  ftrew  the  ftiore, 
For  wives  and  orphans  to  (Jeplorc. 
Mine  is  the  happier  talk,  to  pleafe 
The  mariner,  and  fmooth  the  feas, 
And  waft  him  fafe  from  foreign  harms 
To  blefs  his  confort's  longing  arms. 
With  you  I  boaft  not  to  confound 
The  feafons  in  their  annual  round. 
And  mar  that  harmony  in  nature 
That  comforts  ev'ry  living  creature. 
But  oft  from  warmer  climes  I  bring 
Soft  airs  to  introduce  the  fpring ; 
With  genial  heat  unlock  the  foil, 
And  urge  the  ploughman  to  his  toil : 
I  bid  the  op'ning  blooms  unfold 
Their  ftreaks  of  purple,  blue,  and  gold. 
And  waft  their  fragrance  to  impart 
That  new  delight  to  ev'ry  heart. 
Which  makes  the  ftiepherd  all  day  long 
To  carol  fweet  his  vernal  fong  : 
The  fummer's  fultry  heat  to  cool, 
From  ev'ry  river,  lake  and  pool, 
E  iij 
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I  Ikim  IVcfh  airs.     The  tawny  fwair 
\\'\\n  turns  at  noon  the  furrow  'd  plain, 
Rffrcfti'd  and  truftin^  in  my  aid, 
Hi»  talk  pud'ufs  and  icoi-n^  the  fhade  : 
-AiKiev'non  Afric's  fultry  coafl, 
Where  I'ucli  immcnfe  cxpioics  you  boafl, 
1  blow  to  cool  tlic  panting  tiocks 
'Alidft  dcf.irts  brown  and  fun-burnt  rocks. 
Ana  liealth  and  vip;oiir  oit  fupply 
'i'o  luth  aslanguifli,  faint  and  die  : 
'Jhoft:  hunibitr  offices  you  nani'd, 
'J'o  own  I'll  nevir  be  alham'd, 
Viitli  twenty  others  that  vonducc 
To  public  good  or  private  ufe, 
'I'hc  mcaneft  of  them  far  outweighs 
'J'hc  whole  amount  of  allyour  praifc  ; 
If  to  give  happinefs  and  joy, 
L;;cels  the  talent  to  ddhoy. 

'I  he  tempelt,  that  till  now  iiad  lent 
Attention  to  the  argument. 
Again  began  (his  patience  loft) 
'J'o  rage,  to  threaten,  hufiFand  boaft  : 
Since  reafoiis  fail'd,  rcfolv'd  in  couifc 
'I'hc  qucflion  to  decide  by  force, 
And  liis  weak  ippofite  to  brave — 
'I'he  brccac  retreated  to  a  cave 
To  flicker,  till  the  ragingf  blail 
Had  fpent  its  fury  and  was  paft, 

FABLE     XV. 

THE  CROW  AND  THE  OTHER  BIRDS. 

Contiiiniag  an  ufeful  hint  to  the  CrilLs.    . 

In  ancient  times,  tradition  fays, 

ANHien  l)!rds  like  men  would  flrive  for  praifc; 

Thebulfinch,  nightingale,  and  thr\i(li, 

"With  all  that  chant  from  tree  or  bufh, 

Would  often  meet  in  fong  to  vie  ; 

The  kinds  that  ling  not,  iitting  by. 

A  koavilh  crow,  it  feems,  had  got 

The  nack  to  criticife  by  rote  : 

He  underRood  each  learned  phrafe, 

A.5  well  as  critics  now-a-days: 

Some  fav,  he  learn'd  them  from  an  owl. 

By  lift'nir.g  where  he  taught  a  fchool. 

"lis  flrange  to  tell,  this  lubtle  creature, 

Though  nothing  mufical  by  nature. 

Had  iearn'd  fo  v.ell  to  pUy  hU  part, 

'W'ith  r.onfenfe  couch'd  in  term*  of  ar«, 

As  to  be  ovvii'd  by  all  at  lafl 

Dircftor  of  the  public  laftc. 

Then  puft''d  with  infolcnce  and  pride. 

And  fure  of  numbers  on  hi>  fide, 

Each  long  he  freely  criti»>i»'d  ; 

What  he  approv'd  not,  Avas  defpls'd ; 

But  onefnll'c  dep  in  evil  hour 

Tor  ever  fttipt  him  of  his  pow'r. 

Once  when  the  birds  afi'cmbled  fat, 

All  lift'ning  to  his  formal  chat ; 

By  inilinA  nice  he  chanc'd  tu  find 

A  cloud  approaching  in  the  wiud, 

And  ravens  hardly  can  - ';fiaip 

From  croaking  when  they  tliink  of  rain ; 

His  wonted  l«ng  he  fynjf :   the  blunder 

Aiiiaz'd  and  fcar'd  them  worle  Ihan  thunder; 


!  For  no  one  thought  fo  lurfli  a  note 

I  Ciuld  ever  found  from  any  throat: 
Ihty  all  at  firft  with  mute  lurprife 
lia.-h  on  liis  ntiglibour  turn  d  luseycS: 
tut  fcorn  fuccecding  foon  took  pLice, 
And  might  be  read  in  ev'ry  face. 
All  tlii^  lIk-  raven  favv  witji  pain, 
And  (Iro/e  hi',  credit  to  regain. 

Q^ioth  he,  Th    'olo  which  ye  heard 
In  public  fhould  not  have  appear'd : 
The  trifle  of  an  idle  hour, 
To  plcale  my  miilrcfs  once  when  four: 
My  voice,  that's  fomewhat  rough  and  llrong, 
Might  chance  cJie  melody  to  wTong, 
But,  tr)''d  by  rules,  you'll  find  the  grounds 
Moft  perfecl  and  harmonious  founds. 
He  reafon'd  thus;  but  to  his  trouble. 
At  every  word  the  laugh  grew  double  : 
At  lad  o'ercomc  with  fname  and  fpite. 
He  flew  away  quite  out  of  fight. 

FABLE  XVI. 

THE    H.IRS    AND    THE    PARTAN  (j). 

The  chief  defign  of  this  fable  is  to  give  a  true 
i'pccimen  of  the  Scotch  dialefl,  where  it  may 
be  fuppofed  to  be  moft  perfeifb,  namely,  in 
Mid-Lothian,  the  feat  of  the  capital.  The 
ftyle  is  prccifcly  that  of  the  vulgar  Scotcli ; 
and  that  the  mattter  might  be  fuitable  to  it, 
I  chofe  for  the  fubjcft  a  little  ftory  adapted 
to  the  ideas  of  peafants.  It  is  a  talc  com- 
monly told  in  Scotland  among  the  country 
people  ;  and  may  be  looked  upon  as  of  the  kind 
of  thofe  An'Jes  Fahell^,  in  which  Horace  ob- 
ferves  his  country  neighbours  were  accuftomed 
to  convey  their  ruftic  philofophy. 

A  CAKNv  man  [i)  will  fcarce  provoke 

Ae  (c)  creature  liviu,  for  a  joke  ; 

For  be  they  weak  or  be  iliey  ftrang  (</) 

A  jibe  \e)  leaves  after  it  a  ftang  (/) 

To  m.ik  them  tliink  on't ;  and  a  laird  {g) 

A'lay  find  a  beggar  fae  prepair'd, 

\Ci  pawks  (/'•)  and  wiles,  wharpith  (j)  is  wantin, 

A3  foon  will  mak  him  rue  his  tauntin. 

Ye  hae  my  moral,  if  am  able 
All  fit  it  nicely  wi  a  fable. 

(j)  A  crab. 

[b)  A  canny  mnnfign'ijies  nearly  the  fume  thing  as  « 
prudent  man:  but  -zi'hcn  the  Scotch /ay  that  a  pcrfon  it 
not  cjrinw  'they  mean  not  that  they  are  imprudent,  but 
niifihir-.cus  and  dangerous.  If  the  term  not  canny  is 
appiied  to  perfons  iuithont  being  explainedy  it  charges 
Ihijn  ivitoforcery  and  'witchcraft. 

(  )    0„e. 

[J)  The  Scotch  always  turn  O  in  the  fylLib!:  ong, 
into  a.  In  place  of  \oxig,  they  fay  lang;  in  piacc  of  tonj^Si 
tangs,  iit/'^rir  ftrang, yi/r  llrong. 

(e)    A fdliricaljeji. 

(/)   St'ng. 

Cf )  A  gentleman  of  an  tflalt  in  land. 

(/[>)    Stratagems, 

(/')   Strength. 
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A  hare,  ac  morning,  chanc'd  to  fee 
A  parcan  creepin  on  a  lee  (i), 
A  fifhwife  (/)  wha  was  early  oot 
Had  draft- (ot)  the  creature  thereaboot. 
Mawkin  (n)  biunbas'd  (o)  and  frighted  fair  (/>) 
To  fee  a  thing  but  hide  and  hair  (-7), 
Which  if  it  ftur'cl  not  might  be  ta'en  (r) 
For  naething  ither  than  a  ftane  (j), 
A  fquunt-wife  (/)  wambling  («),  fair  befet 
Wi  gerfe  and  rafhes  (■zc)  like  a  net, 
Firft  thought  to  rin  (x)  for't;  for  bi  kind 
A  hare's  nae  fetcher  [y),  ye-maun  mind  (2). 
But  feeing  that  wi  (a)  aw  its  flrength 
It  fcarcc  could  creep  a  tether  length  (b), 
The  hare  grew  baulder  (t)  and  cam  near, 
Turn'd  playfonie,  and  forgat  her  fear. 
Quoth  Mawkin,  Was  there  ere  in  nature 
Sae  fecklefs  (d)  and  fae  poor  a  creature  ? 
It  fcareely  kens  fe),  or  am  miftaen 
The  way  to  gang  (/)  or  ftand  its  lane  [g). 

(/')   A  piece  of  ground  let  run  into  grafs  for  fajlure, 

(/)  A  ivuman  that  fells  ffi.  It  is  to  be  cLfetved, 
ih.it  the  Scotch  alivays  ife  th;  'word  ivifs  luhere  the 
EngUlh  ivould  ife  the  ivord  ivoman. 

\m')  Br  opt. 

(«)  A  cant  name  for  a  Hare,  like  that  af  Reynard 
for  a  Fox,  or  Grimalkin  for  a  Cat,   IS^c. 

(0)   AJlonifh'd. 

[p)  Sore.  I  fhall  ohferve,  once  for  all,  that  the 
Scotch  avoid  the  voiuels  O  and  U  ;  and  have  in  in- 
vumerahle  inflanccs  fuppHtd  their  plates  luitb  a  and 
e,  or  -diphthongs  in  ijuhich  thefe  letters  are  predoym- 
»ant. 

(?)    J'^ithouf  hide  and  hair. 

{r)    Taken. 

(j)    Nothing  ether  than  aflone. 

(t)    Obliquely  or  afquat. 

(«)  A  feeble  7notion  like  that  of  a  ivorm  or  fer- 
ftnt. 

(w)  Grafs  and  rifles,  The  Kioicel  e  ivhich  comes 
in  place  of  Z,  is  by  a  metalhefts  put  betzveen  the  confo- 
natits  g  and  r,  to  fvfien  the  fuund. 

(.-«)   Run. 

(  z)  You  mi/fl  remember. 

\a)   V/ith  all. 

(i)  The  length  of  a  rope  ifed  to  confne  cattle  ivhen 
they  pafure,  to  a  particular  fpot. 

(c)   Bolder. 

{d)  Feeble.  TezMuX  and  itcMek  fgiiifyf.rong  and 
ti-eak,  J fuppofe  from  the  verb  to  efFedl. 

(c)   K'lotvs,  or  I  am  in  a  miflahe. 

(it)   Alcr.i,  tr  ivHh9Ut afpflance^ 


See  how  it  fleittcrs  (/j)  ;  all  be  bund  [i) 

To  rin  a  mile  of  up-hill  grund 

Before  it  gets  a  rig-braid  frae  (i) 

The  place  its  in,  though  doon  tl\e  brae  (/). 

Mav/kin  wi  this  began  to  frifk, 
And  thinkin  (?;?)  there  was  little  rilk, 
Clapt  baitli  lier  feet  on  Partan's  back. 
And  turn'd  him  awald  («)  in  a  crack, 
i'o  fee  the  creature  fprawl,  her  fport 
Grew  twice  as  good,  yet  prov'd  but  fliort. 
For  parting  wi  her  fit  (0),  ia  play, 
Juft  whar  the  partan's  nippers  lay. 
He  gript  it  fall,  which  made  her  fqueel, 
And  think  fhe  bourded  (/)  wi  the  deil. 
She  ftrave  to  rin,  and  made  a  fiftle  : 
The  tither  catch'd  a  tough  bur  thriftle  (y)  ; 
Which  held  ihem  baich,  till  o'er  a  dyke 
A  herd  cam  {lending  (r)  wi  his  tyke  (f), 
And  fell'd  poor  mawkin,  fairly  ruein 
Whan  forcd  to  drink  of  her  ain  brewin  (/^, 


(i)    H^alls  in  a  lueakflumUing  'way. 

(/)   /  -zvil'  be  bound. 

{k^  The  breadth  of  a  ridge  from.  In  Scoflaftd  alotii 
four  fathoms.  ' 

( /  )  An  ofett  or  dcfcent.  It  is  -zvorth  ohfer-Otng, 
that  the  Scotch  nvhen  ihcy  mention  a  '[fing  g'^ounJ 
luith  refpeSi  to  the  ivhole  of  it,  they  tall  it  a  kllau, 
if  f mall,  and  a  hill,  if  great ;  but  if  they  refpeii  only 
one  fide  of  either,  they  cull  it  a  htie,  ivhich  is  probably 
a  corruption  of  fhe  Englifh  •word  brow,  according  to  ih: 
analogy  I  maniidned  before .      • 

(?-'2;  Thinking.  When  polvfyllables  terminate  in  Vngy 
the  Scotch  ahnofl  alivays  hegleii  the  g,  luhich  foftens  ibt 
found. 

{n)    Topfytvrvy. 

{(')   Foot. 

{p^  To  hourd  ivith  any  perfon  is  to  attack  him  In 
the  "zuay  of  Jell. 

(y)  Thiflle.  The  Scotch,  though  they  commonly  af- 
feci  fft  founds,  and  thrav  out  toifonjnfs  and  take  in 
voivcls,  in  order  to  obtain  them,  yet  in  f'lme  cafes,  of 
luhich  this  is  an  example,  they  do  the  very  reverfe  ;  and 
bring  in  fiiperjluous  confonahts  to  roughen  the  found, 
■when  fuch  founds  are  more  agreeable  to  the  rov.ghi;efs  of 
the  thinrr  reprefentcd. 

(')  Le..ping. 

(0  i^«g-  .  ,       .     „ 

[t")   Breiving.     "   To  drink  of  one  s  oiun  bretvittg, 
is  a  proverbial  exprejjion,  for  fi:ffering   the   effeBs  of 
one^s    oii-'n    mifconduH.       The    Englifb  fay.,  "    As   they 
bake,  fa  1st  thtm  brewT 

E  jiij 
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A       DIALOGUE. 

THE  AUTHOR  AND  A  FPjrND. 


HcRF.  takr  your  papers. — Have  yon  lofjk'd  thcin 
Yes,  half  ;i  dozen  times,  I  think,  or  niorc.    [o'tr  ? 
And  will  they  piifs  ?— They'll  fcrvc  but  (or  a  day  ; 
Few  Ijooks  can  now  do  more  :  You  know  the  way ; 
A  trifle's  puff  "d  till  one  edition's  fold, 
In  half  a  week  at  moll  a  book'prows  old. 
The  penny  turn'd's  the  only  point  in  view; 
So  ev'ry  thing  willpafs  if  'tib  but  new. — 

By  what  you  fay  I  eufily  can  puefs 
You  rank  m-'  with  the  drudges  for  the  prcfs ; 
Who  from  their  garrets  fliow'r  Pindarics  down, 
Or  plaintive  elegies  to  lull  the  town. 
•    You  take  me  wrong  :  I  only  meant  to  fay, 
That  cv'ry  book  that's  new  ■will  have  its  day ; 
The  bell  no  more  :   for  books  arc  feldom  read  : 
The  world's  grown  dull,  and  jjublifhing  a  trade. 
Were  this  not  fo,  could  Oflian's  deathk-fs  llrains, 
Of  high  heroic  times  the  fole  remains, 
Strains  which  difphiy  p;rfe<5lions  to  our  view, 
Which  polilh'd  Greece  and  Italy  ne'er  knew, 
With  n;odcrn  epics  fharc  one  common  lot. 
This  day  applauded,  and  the  next  forgot '. 

r.nough  of  this;  to  put  the  quelHon  phin. 
Will  men  of  feiife  and  tafle  approve  my  Itrain  ? 
\\"\\\  my  old-fafhion'd  fcnfe  and  comic  eafc 
With  better  judges  have  a  chance  to  picafc .' 

The  queftion's  plain,  but  hard  to  be  refolv'd; 
One  little  lefs  important  can  bo  folv'd  : 
The  men  of  fenfe  and  t:ilk-  believe  it  true, 
Will  ne'er  to  living  autliors  give  their  (hie. 
They're  candidates  ftr  fanie  in  ilifl  rent  ways; 
One  writes  romances,  ant!  another  plays, 
A  third  ))refcribcs  you  rules  Itir  writing  well, 
Yet  burils  with  envy  if  you  ftiould  excel. 
Through  all  fame's  walks,  the  college    and    the 

court. 
The  field  of  ronibat  ard  the  field  of  fport ; 
The  flage,  the  pulpit,  i'cnate-houJe  and  bar, 
-Merit  with  merit  lives  at  conftant  war. 

All  who  can  judge,  afTed  not  pulilic  fame; 
Of  thofe  that  do  0.,c  paths  are  not  the  fame  ; 
A  grave  hiftorian  hardjy  needs  to  fear 
The  rival  glory  of  a  'l'oi;neteer  : 
The  deep  jihilofoplier  who  turns  mankind 
CJuitc  infidc  outwards,  and  diffedls  the  mind, 
Would  look  but  ■wliiniiual  and  flrangeiy  out, 
To  grudge  fonic  quack  his  treatile  (j.i  the  gout. — 

liold,  hold,   my   fiiind,  all  this  1   know,  and 
more ; 
An  ancient  bard  *  has  tnld  us  long  before  ; 
.And  by  examples  eufily  decided. 
That  folk.s  of  the  fame  trades  aie  mofl  divided. 
But  folks  of  dift'reiit  trades  that  hunt  for  fame, 
Are  conftant  rivals,  and  their  ends  the  f.;nie . 


Hc/kJ. 


It  needs  no  proof,  you'll  readily  confefs, 

riiat  merit  envies  merit  more  or  lefs : 

The  p.iflion  rules  alike  in  thofe  who  fiiarc 

Of  public  reputation,  or  defpair. 

Varru  .has  knowledge,  humour,  taflc  and  fenfe, 

Could  purchafe  laurels  at  a  fmall  cxpcnce  ; 

IJut  wifij  and  learn'd,  and  eloquent  in  vain, 

.Me  flceps  at  eafe  in  pleafurc's  filk.  n  chain  : 

Will  V'airus  help  you  to  the  mufe's  crown. 

Which,  but  for  indolence  might  be  his  own  .' 

Timon  with  art  and  induftry  afpircs 

To  fame  ;  the  world  applauds  huii,  and  admires: 

Timon  has  fenfe,  and  will  not  blame  a  line 

He  knows  is  good,  from  envy  or  defign  : 

Some  general  praffe  he'll  carelefslycxprefs, 

w'hirh  juft  amounts  to  none,  and  fometimes  lefs  • 

But  if  his  penetrating  fenfe  fhould  fpy 

!5uch  be.iutics  as  cfcape  a  vulgar  eye, 

So  finely  couca'd,  their  value  to  enhance. 

That  all  arc  pleas'd,  yet  think  they're  pleas'd  by 

chance ; 
Rather  than  hliib  furh  fccrets  to  the  throng, 
He'd  lofe  a  finger  or  bite  off  his  tongue. 
Isarciflus  is  a  bcau.butnot  an  afs, 
He  likes  your  works  but  moft  his  looking-glafa; 
Will  he  to  ferve  you  quit  his  favourite  care, 
Turn  a  bool:-pedar.t  and  offend  the  fair.' 
Clelia  to  tafli  and  judgnient  may  pretend 
She  v.'ill  not  blame  your  vcrfe,  nor  dares  com- 
mend ; 
A  modeft  virgin  always  fhuns  difpute; 
Soft  .itrcphon  lilces  you  nor,  and  fhe  is  mute. 
Stern  Ariilirchtis,  who  (•xpc(iLS  renown 
From  ancient  merit  rais'd,  and  new  kuock'd  dowi;, 
for  faulrs  in  every  fyllable  will  pry, 
Whate'er  he  finds  is  good  he'll  oafs  it  by. 

Hold,  hold,  enough  !  All  ad  Irom  private  ends  ; 
Authors  and  witb  were  ever  flipp'ry  friends: 

But  fay,  will  vnlgar  readers  like  my  lays .' 
When  fuch  approve  a  work,  they  always  praifc. 

To  fpeak  my  fentiments,  your  talcs  1  fear 
Are  but  ill  luitcd  to  a  vulgar  car.     . 
Will  city  readers,  us'd  to  better  fport, 
Ti:e  politics  and  icandals  of  a  court. 
Well  vouch'd  from  Orub-llreet,  on  your  pngesporc, 
For  what  they  ne'er  can  know,  or  knew  before  ? 
Many  have  thought,  and  I  among  the  reft, 
That  fables  are  but  ufelcfs  things  at  beft  : 
Plain  word.s  without  a  metaphor  may  ferve 
To  tell  us  that  the  poor  mulf  work  or  ftarve. 
We  need  no  (lories  of  a  cock  and  bull 
'l"o  prove  that  gracelcfs  fcribblers  mufl  be  dull. 
'I'hat  hope  deceives;  that  never  to  excel, 
'Gainfl  I'pite  and  envy  is  the  only  fptll. — 
All  this,  w  itbont  an  emblem,  I  luppofc 
Might  pafslor  ilerling  truth  in  verle  or  profe.— 
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Sir,  take  a  feat,  my  anfwer  will  be  long ; 
Yet  weigh  the  reafons  and  you'll  find  them  ftrong. 
At  firft  *  when  favage  men  in  queft  of  food, 
Like  lions,  wolves  and  tigers,  rang'd  the  wood. 
They  had  but  juft  what  fimple  nature  craves, 
Their  garments  (kins  of  beafts,  their  houfes  caves. 
When  prey  abounded,  from  its  bleeding  dam 
Pity  would  fpare  a  kidling  or  a  lamb, 
Which,  witli   their   children  nurs'd   and  fed   at 

home, 
Soon  grevi^  domeftic  and  forgot  to  roam  : 
From  fuch  beginnings  flocks  and  herds  were  feen 
To  fpread  and  thicken  on  the  woodland  gteen : 
With  property,  injuftice  foon  began. 
And  they  that  prey'd  on  beafts  now  prey'd  on  man. 
Communities  were  fram'd,  and  laws  to  bind 
In  focial  intercourfe  the  human  kind. 
Thefe  things  were  new,  they  had  not  got  their 

names, 
And  right  and  wrong  were  yet  uncommon  themes : 
The  raftic  lenator,  untaught  to  dra%v 
Conclufion  in  morality  or  law, 
Of  every  term  of  art  and  fcience  bare. 
Wanted  plain  words  his  fentence  to  declare  ; 
Much  more  at  length  to  manage  a  difpute. 
To  clear,  enforce,  illuftrate,  and  confute  ; 
Fable  was  then  found  out,  'tis  worth  your  heeding. 
And  anfwer'd  all  the  purpofes  of  pleading. 
It  won  the  head  with  unfulpefted  art, 
And  touch'd  the   fecret    fprings  that  move   the 

heart : 
V/ith  this  premised,  I  add,  that  men  delight 
To  have  their  firft  condition  ftill  in  fight. 
Long  fince  the  fires  of  Brunfwick's  line  forfook 
The   hunter's   bow,  and   dropp'd  the   Ihepherd's 

crook : 
Yet,  'midft  the  charms  of  royalty,  their  race 
Still  loves  the  foreft,  and  frequents  the  chafe. 
The  high-born  maid,  whofe  gay  apartments  fliine 
With  the  rich  produce  of  each  Indian  mine, 
Sighs  for  the  open  fields,  the  paft'ral  hook, 
To  fleep  delightful  near  a  warbling  brook ; 
And  loves  to  read  the  ancient  tales  that  tell 
How  qutens  themfelves  fetch'd  water  from  the 

well. 
If  this  is  true,  and  all  affedl  the  ways 
Of  patriarchal  life  in  former  days, 

i       Fable  muft  pleafe  the  ftupid,  the  refin'd, 

Wifdom's  firft  drefs  to  court  the  op'ning  mind. 

You  reafon  well,  could  nature  hold  her  courfe. 
Where  vice  exerts  her  tyranny  by  force  : 
Are  natural  pleafures  fuited  to  a  tafte, 
Where  nature's  laws  are  alter'd  and  defac'd  ? 
The  healthful  fwain  who  treads  the  dewy  mead," 
Enjoys  the  mufic  warbl'd  o'er  his  head  : 
Feels  gladnefs  at  his  heart  while  he  inhales 
The  fragrance  wafted  in  the  balmy  gales. 
Not  fo  Silenus  from  his  night's  debauch, 
Fatigu'd  and  fick,  he  looks  upon  his  watch 
With  rheumy  eyes  and  forehead  aching  fore, 

■       And  ftaggers  home  to  bed  to  bellli  and  fnore  ; 

r  *  The  author/peaks  of  thofe  only,  luho,  upon  the 

difpetfion  of  mankind,  fell  into  perfeB  harbarifm, 
and.  eii:etged  frojn  it  again  in  the  luay  nvhlch  he 
dtfciibes,  mid  not  of  thofe  who  had  laws  and  arts 
from  the  beginning  by  divine  tradition. 


For  fuch  a  wretch  in  vain  the  motning  glows. 
For  him  in  vain  the  vernal  zephyr  blows : 
Grofs  pleafures  are  his  tafte,  his  life  a  chain 
Of  feverifh  joys,  of  laflitude  and  pain. 
Truft  not  to  nature  in  fuch  times  as  thefe, 
When  all  is  off  the  hinge,  can  nature  pleafe  ? 
Difcard  all  ufelefs  fcruples,  be  not  nice  ; 
Like  feme  folks  laugh  at  virtue,  flatter  vice, 
Boldly  attack  the  mitre  or  the  crawn  ; 
Religion  fliakes  already,  pufli  it  down  : 
Do  every   thing  to    pleafe  ?— You    fhake    your 

head: 
Why  then  'tis  certain  that  you'll  ne'er  fucceed  :■ 
Difmifs  your  mufe,  and  take  your  full  repofe  ; 
What  none  will  read  'tis  ufelefs  to  compofe.— 

A  good  advice  1  to  follow  it  is  hard. — 
Quote  one  example,  name  me  but  a  bard 
Who  ever  hop'd  ParnaiTus'  heights  to  climb. 
That  dropp'd  his  mufe,  till  flie  deferted  him. 
A  cold  is  caught,  this  med'cine  can  expel. 
The  dofe  is  thrice  repeated,  and  you're  well. 
In  man's  whole  frame  there  is  no  crack  or  flaw 
But  yields  to  Bath,  to  Briftol,  or  to  Spa : 
No  drug  poetic  frenzy  can  reftrain, 
Ev'n  hellebore  itfelf  is  try'd  in  vain  ; 
'Tis  quite  incurable  by  human  fkiil; 
\  And  though  it  does  but  little  good  gr  ill, 
I  Yet  ftill  it  meets  the  edge  of  reformation, 
j  Like  the  chief  vice  and  nuifance  of  the  nation. 
I  The  formal  quack,  who  kills  his  man  each  day, 
Pafles  uncenfur'd,  and  receives  his  pay. 
Old  Aulus,  nodding  'midft  the  lawyers  ilrife, 
Wakes  to  decide  on  property  and  life. 
Yet  not  a  foul  will  blame  him,  and  infifi: 
That  he  fliould  judge  to  purpofe,  or  defift. 
At  this  addrefs  how  would  the  courtiers  laugh  I 
My   lord,  you're  always  blundering ;  quit  youf 

ftafl': 
You've  loft  fome  reputation,  and  'tis  belt 
To  ftiift  before  you  grow  a  public  jeft. 
This  none    will    think   of,   though    'tis    more   a 

crime 
To  mangle  ftate-affairs,  than  murder  rhyme. 
The  quack,  you'll  fay,  has  reafon  for  his  killing, 
He  cannot  eat  unlefs  he  earns  his  fhilling. 
The  worn-out  lawyer  clambers  to  the  bench 
That  he  may  live  at  eafe,  and  keep  his  wench  ; 
The  courtier-toils  for  fomething  higher  far. 
And  hopes  for  wealth,  new  titles  and  a  ftar ; 
While  moon-ftruck  poets  in  a  wild-goofe  chafe 
Purftie  contempt,  and  begg'ry,  and  difgrace. 

Be't  fo  :  I  claim'd  by  precedent  and  rule 
A  free-born  Briton's  right,  to  play  the  fool : 
My  refolution's  fix'd,  my  courfe  I'll  hold. 
In  fpite  of  all  your  arguments  when  told  : 
Whether  I'm  well  and  up,  or  keep  my  bed. 
Am  warm  and  full,  or  neither  cloth'd  nor  fed, 
Whether  my  fortune's  kind,  or  in  a  pet 
Am  bani(h*d  by  the  laws,  or  fled  for  debt ; 
Whether  in  Newgate,  Bedlam,  or  the  Mint, 
I'll  write  as  long  as  publiftiers  will  print. 

Unhappy  lad,  who  will  not  fpend  your  time 
To  better  purpofe  than  in  ufeleis  rhyme  : 
Of  but  one  remedy  your  cafe  admits. 
The  king  is  gracious,  and  a  friend  to  wits  ; 
Pray  write  for  him,  nor  think  your  labour  loft, 
Your  verfe  may  gain  a  penfion  or  a  poft. 
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May  Ileav'n  fuibid  that  this  aufpicious  reign 
Should  furiiifh  matter  for  a  poei'^  (Irain  ; 
The  prailc  ofccnidud^  ftcady.  wife,  and  good, 
In  profe  is  beft  pxpr<-iVd  and  nnderftood. 
Kor  arc  thofe  fov'rcigns  bleflings  to  their  age 
AVhofc   deeds  arc  fung,  whofc   aclioiis  grace  the 

A  pcac':fiii  river,  whofe  foft  current  feeds 
The  conltai.t  ycrJiire  of  a  tlioufand  meads, 
Whoff  tliadcd  i>ai(k'.  afl'oid  a  fafe  retreat 
~From  winter's  blafts  and  fumnaer's  fultry  heat, 
I'riin  whofc  pure  wave  the  thirty  peafant  drains 
^Laic  tides  of  health  that  flow  within  his  veins, 


Pafl'es  unnotic'd  ;  wliilc  the  torrent  ftrong 
Which  bears  the  Ihepherds  and  their  flocks  alonj, 
Arm'd  with  the  vtr.j;eance  of  the  angry  ikits. 
Is  view'd  u'ith  admiration  and  furpriie  ; 
Employs  the  painter's  hand,  the  poci'j  quill, 
And  rifes  to  renown  by  doing  ill.   , 
Verfc  form'<l  for  falfehcod  m^kes  amhitiun  fliine. 
Dubs  it  immortal,  and  almoft  divine; 
But  qualities  which  fidion  ne'er  c^n  raife 
It  always  lell'ens  when  it  drives  to  praife. 

Then  t:ike  your  ivay,  'tis  foHy  to  contend 
Willi  ihofc  who  i^mow  tijeir  faulty,  but  will  not 
nicnd. 
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Of  culture,  and  the  various  fruits  of  earth. 
The  Mufe,  difdaining  idle  themes,  attempts 

To  Cng 

O  native  Sherwood !  happy  were  thy  bard. 
Might  thefe  his  rural  notes,  to  future  time 
Boaft  of  tall  groves,  that,  nodding  o'er  thy  plain, 
Rofe  to  their  tuneful  melody.     But  ah  I 
Beneath  the  feeble  efforts  of  a  mufe, 
Untutor'd  by  the  lore  of  Greece  or  Rome, 
A  flranger  to  the  fair  Caflalian  fprings. 
Whence  happier  poets  infpiration  draw. 
And  the  fwect  magic  of  perlualive  fong. 
The  weak  prefumption,  the  fond  hope  expires-  ' 

AGRICULTURE,  CANTO   J.  II- 


EDINBURGH: 
^.im-ED  ey"  munbell  and  so2^,  royal  bank  close. 
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xvoBERT  DoDSLEY  was  bom  at  Mansfield,  in  Nottinghamfhire,  in  1703.  The  humble  fituation 
and  circumftances  of  his  parents  precluded  him  from  the  advantages  of  a  liberal  education  ;  and  his 
firfl  fetting  out  in  life  was  in  the  (lation  of  a  footman  to  the  Honourable  A'Irs.  Lowther,  in  which  his 
good  condu<5l  and  abilities  foon  brought  him  into  notice. 

In  this  humble  fphere  of  life  he  wrote  fevtral  poems,  which  excited  fo  much  attention,  that  he  was 
encouraged  to  publilli  them  under  the  title  of  The  Mufe  in  Livery.  The  colledtion  is  very  little 
known  ;  but  it  was  printed  in  i2mo.  had  a  very  handfome  lift  of  fubfcribers  prefixed  to  it,  and  was 
dedicated  to  Mrs.  Lowther. 

He  was  for  fome  time  footman  to  Dartineuf,  the  luxurious  voluptuary,  and  intimate  friend  of  Pope; 
and  it  is  greatly  to  his  honour,  that  he  was  not  unwilling  that  his  low  flation  in  the  family  of  that 
epicure  fliould  be  recolle6led,  when  he  had  raifed  himfelf  to  competency  and  affluence. 

"  When  Lord  Lyttleton's  "  Dialogues  of  the  Dead"  came  out,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  as  reported  by 
Mr.  Bofwell,  "  one  of  which  is  between  Apicius,  an  ancient  epicure  and  Dartineuf,  a  modern  epi- 
cure, Dodfley  fald  to  me,  "  I  knew  Dartineuf  weH,  for  I  was  once  his  footman." 

What  contributed  ftill  more  to  his  reputation,  was  his  writing  a  dramatic  piece,  called  The  Toy- 
shop, built  on  Randolph's  celebrated  comedy,  called  "  The  Mufes  Looking-Glafs,"  4to,  1638  ; 
which  being  fhown  in  manufcript  to  Pope,  he  was  fo  well  pleafed  with  the  delicacy  of  its  fatire,  and 
the  Cmplicity  of  its  defign,  that  he  took  the  author  under  his  protedlion ;  and  though  he  had  no  con- 
nedlion  with  the  theatres,  procured  him  fuch  an  intereft  as  enfured  its  being  immediately  brought  on 
the  ftage. 

It  was  adled  at  Covent  Garden  theatre,  in  1735,  with  very  great  fuccefs,  and  when  printed,  was 
received  with  much  applaufe  by  the  public.  The  hint  of  it  is  taken  from  Randolph's  play; 
but  he  has  fo  perfedly  modernized  it,  that  he  has  made  it  perfectly  his  own,  and  rendered 
it  one  of  the  jufteft,  and  at  the  fame  time  the  befl  natured  rebukes  that  faihionable  abfurdity  per- 
haps ever  met  with.  It  contains  many  lively,  pointed,  and  fatiiical  ftrokes  on  the  vices  and  follies  of 
the  age  ;  the  charadlers  are  diftindl  and  appropriate  ;  and  though  it  is  better  calculated  for  the  clofet 
than  the  ftage,  it  is  ftill  received  with  no  fmall  applaufe. 

Pope's  warm  and  zealous  patronage  of  Dodfley  is  noticed  in  a  malignant  epiftle  from  Curll,  to  that 

celebrated  poet,  in  1737. 

'Tis  kind  a  Livery  Mi.fc  to  aid. 

Who  fcribbles  farces  to  augment  his  trade. 

When  you,  and  Spence,  and  Glover  drive  the  nail. 

The  devil's  in  it,  if  the  plot  fliould  fail. 

The  world  has  long  been  ruled  by  an  opinion  which  is  not  yet  entirely  removed,  that  talents  and 
prudence  are  incompatible  qualities  ;  that  it  is  not  eafy  for  a  man  to  be  a  wit  without  mortgaging 
his  eftate  ;  and  that  a  poet  muft  neceflarily  be  in  debt,  and  live  in  a  garret. 

It  was  Dodfley's  good  fortune  to  prove,  if  any  proof  were  wanting,  that  a  man's  cultivating  hi* 
underftanding  is  no  impediment  to  improving  his  fortune,  and  that  it  is  very  poflible  for  a  man  to 
be  an  author,  without  negleifting  bufmefs. 

The  pecuniary  advantages  which  Dodfley  had  derived  from  his  firft  publication,  and  from  the 
fuccefs  of  his  Toy-Shop,  were  applied  by  him  to  a  very  wife  and  ufeful  purpofc.  Inftead  of  adopting 
the  precarious  fituation  of  a  town  writer,  he  determined  to  engage  in  fome  profitable  bufinefs;  and 
the  bufinefs  he  fixed  upon  was  happily  fuited  to  his  literary  tafte,  and  favourable  to  his  connedlioH 
with  men  of  learning. 

^"17355  be  opened  a  booltfellcr's  fliop  in  Pall- Mall ;  and  fuch  was  the  effedl  of  Pope's  recom- 
mendation and  afliftancc,  and  of  his  own  good  character  and  behaviour,  that  he  foon  obtained  not 
only  the  countenance  of  perfons  of  the  firft  abilities,  but  alfo  of  thofe  of  the  firft  rank ;  and  in  a  few 
years  he  rofe  tg  great  eminence  in  his  profeflion. 

His  fliop  became  the  fafhionable  refort  of  perfons  of  literature  and  rank  ;  and  he  reckoned  Chefter- 
field,  Lyttleton,  Spence,  Glover,  Shcnftor.e,  Dr.  Johnfon,  and  other  diftinguiftied  characfters,  in  the 
fiumber  of  his  friends. 
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His  employment  as  a  bookfrller  did  Hot  prevent  hi»>purfuin((  tht  bent  of  liis  genin*  as  an  antKor. 
In  1757.  f^c  brought  on  the  ftagc  at  Drury-Lanc  theatre,  a  farce  called  T/x-  Ki«^,  ar.J  :be  MilUr  «f 
Mansfeld,  which  met  with  very'  preat  fucccfs.  The  plot  of  the  piece  it  {banded  on  a  traditionaJ 
ftory  in  the  reign  of  Henry  II. ;  of  this  ftory  he  has  made  a  very  plcafing  ufc,  and  wrought  it  out  into 
a  truly  dramatic  condufion.  The  dialogue  is  natural,  yet  elegant  ;  the  fatire  poignant,  yet  genteel ; 
the  I'entimenn  are  fuch  as  do  honour  to  both  his  head  and  heart ;  and  the  cataftrophc,  though  Gm- 
plc,  yet  affedling  and  perfcSly  juft.  The  fccnc  lies  in  and  near  the  I\,IilUr's  houfe  in  Sherwood 
Foreft,  near  Nottingham  ;  and  he  had  probably  an  additional  pkafurc  in  the  choice  of  his  fubjcA 
from  the  conncclion  of  it  with  his  native  place. 

O  native  ^kertvod!  happy  were  thy  bard, 
Might  thcfc  his  rural  notes  to  future  times, 
Boall  of  tall  grove*  that  nodding  o'er  thy  plain, 
Rofc  to  their  tuneful  melody. 

The  year  foIloTving,  his  5/>  John  Codle  at  Court,  a  farce,  was  adcd  at  Drur^'-Lanc.  It  is  a  fe- 
quel  to  the  JCin^  and  Miller  of  ManfelJ,  in  which,  the  miller  newly  made  a  knight,  comes  up  tu 
London  with  his  family,  to  pay  his  compliments  to  the  king.  It  is  not,  however,  equal  in  merit  to 
the  firft  part ;  for  though  the  king's  difguifing  himfelf,  in  order  to  put  Sir  fohn't  integrity  to  the 
teft,  and  the  lattcr's  rcfifting  every  temptation,  not  only  of  bribery,  but  of  flattery,  is  ingenious, 
and  gives  an  opportunity  for  many  admirable  flrokes  of  fatire,  yet  there  is  a  fimpliciiy  and  fitncfs 
for  the  drama  in  the  turn  of  the  former  produ<Sion,  which  it  is  lirarcely  pofliblc  to  come  up  to  iu  the 
circumftances  that  arife  from  the  condud  of  Sir  John  Codle  at  Court. 

The  Miller  of  MansfeU,  and  hi fejuel,  exhibitis  an  interefliug  contrail  between  the  unadorned 
folidity  of  country  manners,  and  the  fplcndid  vices  of  a  court ;  the  blunt  honefty  of  a  miller,  and  the 
flender  i.Tiportancc  of  a  monarch  without  his  attendants,  in  a  fcqueftratcd  fpot,  .-vnd-in  midnight 
darknefs.  It  has  fcveral  pleafing  fongs,  which  from  fomc  of  them  continuing  ftili  to  be  popidar, 
muft  have  merit. 

His  next  dramatic  performance  was  The  BUnJ  Beggar  of  Eelhnal  Green,  a  ballad  farce,  which,  ac- 
cording to  Mr.  ViiTtorjWas  aiScd  at  Drury-Lane,  in  1739-4C,  but  Mr.  Reed  Jays  in  1741;  but  with- 
out much  fucccfs.  It  is  on  the  fame  ftory  with  Day's  comedy  of  "  The  Blind  Beggar  of  Bethnal 
Green,"  410,  1659. 

In  1744,  he  publiflied  A  CdlcBion  of  Pia-a,  by  old  Authors,  in  12  vols.  Hmo%,  which  was  a  va- 
luable acquiCtion  to  the  literary  world.  It  has  been  highly  improved  in  the  fccond  edition,  pub- 
liflied by  Mr.  Reed,  In  1780;  in  which,  befides  an  exceli-jnt  piefjce,  and  very  ufcful  notes,  fomc 
plays  before  infertcil  arc  rcjeiSed,  and  others  of  greater  merit  are  introduced  in  their  room. 

In  1745,  he  produced  a  dramatic  piec,  called  Rix  ct  Por.tfx,  8vo.,  being  an  attempt  to  Intro- 
duce upon  the  ftage  a  new  fpccies  of  pantomirr.c.  It  docs  not,  however,  appear  to  have  been  rcprc- 
fented  at  any  of  our  theatres. 

In  1746,  he  publlfhed  'the  Mufum,  or  Literary  and  JTi/lori.al  Rc^ifer,  in  3  vols.  8vo,  to  which 
Dr.  Johnl'on,  and  other  men  of  genius,  were  contributors. 

.  In  1748,  he  colltclcd  his  fcveral  dramatic  pieces,  which  had  been  fcparately  printed,  and  pub- 
lilhed  them  in  one  volume  Svo.,.  under  she  modell  title  of  Tiiftes. 

On  the  occafion  of  the  figning  &■■  treaty  of  peace,  at  Ai.\-la-Chapclle,  he  wrote  The  TrU.irf!.'  ef 
Pcaie,  a  mafquc,  which  was  ftt  to  mufic  by  Dr.  Arnc,  and  performed  at  the  theatre  in  Drury-Lane, 
in  1748-9. 

In  1749,  he  publifhed  that  eminently  ufeful  fchool-book,  The  Preeepior,  in  2  vols.  8vo.  The  dc- 
fign  of  this  work  was  framed  by  Dodfley,  and  the  execution  of  it  was  kccompliflitd  by  fcveral  of  ihj 
ditlinguiihed  writers  of  the  age. 

in  1750,  he  publifhtd  a  fmall  work,  which,  for  a  fljort  time  had  a  very  great  celebrity,  under  the 
title,  of  The  Eionomy  of  Huniun  Lifc^  trarf.jitid  from  an  Indian  iiutnufcrift,  ivritttn  ly  an  andtnt 
Bramin ;  to  tvLicb  ii  frrfxid,  an  auoLiit  nf  the  manner  in  ivbic'o  the  fjid  natrnfript  'xvas  difcxtred, 
in  a  Letter  from  an  Engtifh  Gertlewjn  r.oii-  rcfding  in  CMn.:^  to  tie  Earl  tf  *  *  *.  Befldes  the 
apocryphal  introduAion  of  this  work  into  the  world,  it  derived  a  temporary  popularity  from  its 
btiing  univerfaliy  afqibcd  to  tb?  Earl  of  Chcfttrficld.    This  fuppolition  was  flrc.ijthcacd  by  a  lettw 
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that  had  been  addreflid  to  his  LordOiip,  by  Mrs.  Tercfa  Conftantia  Philips,  in  whicfi  (he  hadcom- 
plimented  him  on  being  author  of  "  The  Whole  Duty  of  Man."  She  had  probably  heard  an  ac- 
count of  the  Earl's  letters  to  his  fon.  However  this  may  have  been,  the  power  of  literary  fajhic*. 
procured  Ike  Economy  of  Human  Life  a  rapidity  and  extcnnvenefs  of  lale,  and  a  height  of  ap- 
piaufe  which  it  would  not  have  obtained  if  it  had  been  known  to  be  the  produclion  of  a  bookUUer. 
The  work,  upon  the  whole,  is  not  without  a  conllderable  (liare  of  merit.  The  fubjeds  are  well 
chofen,  the  advice  is  good,  the  ftyle  is  fuccinfc  and  frequently  nervous  ;  but  it  is  deficient  in  that 
ftrength  and  energy^  that  vividnefs  of  imagination,  and  that  luminoufnefs  of  metaphor,  which 
pervade  thofe  parts  of  fcripture  that  were  intended  to  be  imitated,  and  ivhich  occur  in  the  genuine 
oriental  writings. 

The  popularity  of  Dodfley's  performance  produced  a  immber  of  imitations:  "  The  fecond  part  of 
the  Economy  of  Human  Life,"  "  Appendix,"  "  I  he  Economy  of  a  Winter  Day,"  "  The  Economy 
of  Female  Life,"  "  The  Economy  of  the  Sexes,"  "  Complete  Economy  for  the  Female  Sex,"  I73r, 
and  '*  The  Economy  of  the  Mind,"  1767. 

In  1752,  he  obliged  the  lovers  of  poetry,  by  the  publication  oi  A  Colleciion  of  Poe?ns,  hy  Eminent 
Hands,  vol.  ift,  2d,  and  3d,  i2mo.  Several  of  his  own  little  pieces  are  inferted  at  the  clofe  of  the 
3d  volume.  The  4th  volume  of  this  elegant  and  valuable  mifcellany  appeared  in  1755,  and  the 
5fh  and  6th  volumes,  which  completed  the  colleciion,  in  1758.  The  pieces  of  which  it  confifts  arc 
not  all  equally  valuable  ;  but  perhaps  a  more  excellent  mifcellany  is  not  to.be  found  in  any  language. 
By  this  colle(5lion  he  performed  a  very  acceptable  fervice  to  the  caufe  of  genius  and  tafte,  as  it  ha5 
been  the  means  of  preferving  feveral  protluclions  of  merit,  which  might  otherwife  have  funk  into 
oblivion.  A  judicious  feleftion  of  pieces  omitted  by  Dodfley,  was  given  to  the  world  by  the  editor 
of  "  A  colledlion  of  the  moft  efteemed  pieces  of  poetry  that  have  appeared  for  feveral  years:  with 
variety  of  originals,  by  the  late  Mofes  Mendez,  Efq.,  and  other  contributors  to  Dodfley's  colleilioiu 
To  which  this  is  defigned  as  a  fupplement,"  printed  for  Richardfon  and  Urquhart,  in  1  vol.  i2mo, 
1767,  1770.  The  world  is  indebted  for  a  more  exterifive  fupplement  to  Doufiey,  to  the  valuable 
•'  Colleeflions"  of  Mr.  Pearch,  in  4  vols,  i2mo.  176S,  1770  ;  and  of  Mr.  Nichols,  with  biographical 
and  hiftoiical  notes,  in  S  vols,  17S0,  1782.  The  coUedtion  printed  for  Urquhart  and  Richardfoti 
is  commonly,  but  erroneoufly  alcribed  to  Mendez,  who  died  in  1753.  His  imitations  of  Spen- 
fer,  and  other  poems,  are  highly  dcferving  of  republication,  and  were  originally  recommended  by  the 
prefent  writer  to  be  inferted  in  this  colleciion  of  claffical  English  poetry. 

The  fubjeifb  of  his  next  publication  was  Public  Virtue,  a  dida<fi:ic  poem,  which  was  intended  to 
be  comprifed  in  three  books,  including  jji,  Agricultiire,  zJ,  Commerce,  3d,  Arts  ;  of  this  truly  ufefuJ 
and  valuable  undertaking,  the  firit  book  on  Agriculture,  was  publiflied  in  1754,  4ta,  and  was  all 
that  was  arcoropliflied  by  Dodlley,  It  is  probable  that  the  reception  and  fale  of  the  poem  did  not 
encourage  him  to  complete  his  defign. 

In  173S,  he  publillied  Melpomene  ;  or,  the  Regions  of  Terror  and  Pity,  an  Ode,  4to.  This  ode  was 
eagerly  read  on  its  firft  appearance,  and  is  juftly  regarded  as  one  of  the  happieft  efforts  of  his  mufe. 

His  next  publication  was  The  Annual  Regijler,  or  a  View  of  the  Hijlory,  Politics,  and  Literature 
of  the  year  175S ;  a  very  valuable  work,  which  has  been  continued  to  the  prefent  time. 

The  fame  year  his  Cleone,  a  tragedy,  was  acfled  at  the  theatre  in  Covent  Garden  ;  and  met  with 
very  great  fuccefs.  An  imperfect  hint  towards  the  fable  of  this  tragedy  was  taken  from  the  "  Le- 
gend of  St.  Genevieve,"  written  originally  in  French,  and  tranflated  into  Engli^  in  the  lait  cen- 
tury, by  Sir  William  Lower.  The  firil  flietch  of  it,  confifting  then  of  three  a-fls  only,  was  (howti 
to  Pope  two  or  three  years  before  his  death,  who  informed  Dodlley,  that  in  his  very  early  youth  he 
had  attempted  a  tragedy  on  the  fame  fubjecfl,  which  he  afterwards  deflroyed,  and  he  adv'ifed  hirii 
to  extend  his  plan  to  five  adls.  It  was  firft  offered  to  Garrick,  but  he  refuied  it ;  principally,  as  it 
fliould  feem,  becaufe  it  contained  no  chara(fter  in  which  he  could  have  figured  himfelf.  To  prevent 
its  fuccefs,  he  appeared  in  a  new  part  on  the  firft  night  of  its  appearance.  This  fcheme  had  no 
cffedl ;  for  the  play  rofe  above  all  oppofition,  and  had  a  long  and  crowded  run  ;  the  character  of 
Cleone  received  every  poQibie  advantaj^e  from  the  esqulfite  performance  of  Mrs.  Bellainy,  whofe 
peculiar  merit,  in  this  part,  contributed,  in  a  great  degree,  to  promote  the  run  of  the  piece.  The 
prologue  was  written  by  Mj.  ;*-Ielnicth,  and  the  epilogue  by  Mr.  Shezutuce. 
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The  intrinfic  merit  of  C/fon^,  ai  a  moral  and  interefting  drama,  is  aniverfaUy  acknowleJgtd- 
*•  When  I  hcaxd  you  read  it,"  laid  Ur.  Johnl'on  lo  Mr.  Langton,  as  reported  by  Mr.  Bofwell,  "  1 
thouglit  hij;her  ol  its  power  of  language.  When  I  read  il  niyiclt,  I  was  more  fenfible  of  its  pathetic 
effect.  If  Otway  had  written  this  play,  no  other  of  his  pieces  would  have  beenremcmbered."  Dodf- 
ley  himfelf,  upon  this  being  repeated  to  him,  faid,  "  It  was  too  much." 

It  will  not,  indeed,  (land  in  competition  with  the  tragcdiesof  Otway  or  Southerne ;  but  it  is  not,  upon 
the  whole,  inferior  to  any  that  have  been  brought  upon  either  ftage  for  the  laft  liliy  years,  except 
"  Douglas."  It  is  equally  free  from  the  bombaft  and  rant  of  a  "  BarbarofTa,"  and  from  the  flowery 
whine  and  romantic  foftnefs  of  "  Philoclea ;"  but  at  the  fame  time  it  wants  the  majefty  of  diclion, 
and  high  reach  of  thought,  eflential  to  the  dignity  of  a  perfc(fl  tragedy.  The  plot  is  too  thin  ;  the 
fcenes  are  too  barren  of  incidents,  at  lead  of  important  ones),  and  the  language,  in  general,  too 
much,  though  not  altogether  dertitute  of  poetry.  It  contains,  however,  fome  happy  expreflions  and 
ftiiking  fcntiments.  Tiie  circumllance  of  Siffrcy' s  giving  his  friend  directions  concerning  his  wife, 
has  fome  degree  of  fnniiarity  to  i'odhumus's  orders  in  "  Cymbeline."  In  the  two  laft  afts,  he 
appears  to  the  greatell  advantage  :  Cleone'j  madnefs,  in  particular,  over  her  murdered  infant,  be- 
irg  highly  putlietit. 

'I'his  tragedy  has  lately  been  revived  by  Mrs.  Siddons;  but  fo  ftrong  were  the  feelings  which  her 
•  xquifue  performance  of  Cleone  excited  on  the  firlt  night  of  adling,  that  the  houfe  %vas  thin  on  the 
fpcond  night,  and  the  play  was  dropped. 

In  \-]^z,  he  publiflied  his  laft  feparate  work,  the  SdUH  Fables  of  JEfop,  and  other  FahuHJls,  in 
three  Looks,  -zuith  the  Life  of  JEfop,  and  an  EjJ'ny  on  Fable,  8vo.  This  work  added  greatly  to  his  re- 
putation. It  ii  indeed  a  tiaflical  pmformance,  both  in  regard  to  the  elegant  fimplicity  of  the 
ftyle,  and  the  propriety  of  the  fentiments  and  cliara<5lers.  The  tirft  bock  contains  ancient,  the 
fecoud  modern,  and  the  third  original  fables;  the  ftories  in  the  third  book  are  wholly  invented  by 
Dodfley  and  his  friends.  The  Life  of  JEfop,  by  M.  Mczcriac,  Is  the  only  Life  of  XSo^  that  is  confift- 
ent  with  common  lenle  ;  that  of  Plaimdes  being  a  ridiculous  medley  of  abfurd  traditions,  or  equal- 
ly abfurd  inventions.  The  FJfay  confiders  the  fable  regularly  ;  firft,  with  relation  to  the  moral  ;  fe- 
condly,  the  acflions  and  incidents  ;  thirdly,  the  perfons,  i.hara(f>er,  and  lentim«-nts ;  and,  laftly,  the 
language.  This  is  one  of  the  firft  pieces  of  criticifm,  in  which  rules  are  delivered  for  tliis  fpeciesof  com- 
pofuion  dra^"n  from  nature,  and  by  which  thefe  fmall  and  pleafing  kind  of  produdlions  that  were 
thought  to  liave  little  other  ftandard  than  the  fancy,  are  brought  under  the  jurifdiotion  of  the  judg- 
mcjit.  Dodfley  has  been  fo  eminently  lucccfsful  in  his  defign,  that  the  propriety  of  his  remarks  cannot 
be  difputed,  ei^cept  only  in  a  fingle  inftance;  in  which,  alluding  to  the  well-known  fable  of  the  "  Fox 
and  the  Grapes,"  he  fays,  "  a  fox  ihould  not  be  faid  to  long  for  grapes;"  bccaufe  the  appetite  is 
not  confiftent  with  its  known  characflcr.  It  is  not  fo  in  the  caft.  Dr.  Hallelquift,  in  his  "  Travels," 
obferves,  that  the  fox  is  an  animal  common  in  Paleftine  ;  and  that  it  deftroys  the  vines,  unlefs  it  is 
flriiftly  watched.  Solomon  alfo  fays,  in  "  Canticles"  ii.  15.  "  Take  us  the  foxes,  the  little  foxes  that 
fpoil  the  vines,  for  our  vines  have  tender  grapes."  Before  he  committed  the  EjJ'ay  to  the  prcfs,  he 
fubjec^led  it  to  the  revif.il  of  his  literary  friends,  and  efpecially  of  Shenftone. 

In  1761,  he  publiihcd  a  colledlion  of  Fugitive  Pieces,  by  Spence,  Cooper,  Lord  Whitworth,  Mr. 
Burke,  Mr.  Clubbe,  Dr.  Lancafter,  Dr.  Hill,  and  other  elegant  writers,  in  a  vols,  Svo. 

In  1763,  he  publiflied  the  works  of  his  amiable  and  ingenious  friend  Shenftone,  in  a  vols,  i  imo  ; 
to  which  he  prefixed  a  iliort  account  of  his  life  and  writings,  and  added  a  defcription  of  the  Lea- 
I'owes. 

ihs"  Drfaip'io/2  of  Perfifeld,"  in  a  letter  to  Shenftone,  is  preferved  in  Hull's  "  Seletfl  Let- 
ter," between  the  Duchcfs  of  Somerfct,  Lady  Luxborough,  Mr.  Whiftler,  Mifs  Dolman,  Shenftone, 
Dodfley,  &c   in   2  vols,  1778. 

In  the  courfe  of  his  profcflion,  Dodfley  acquired  a  very  handfome  fortune,  which  enabled  him  to 
retire  from  the  atflivc  part  of  bufincfs,  which  devolved  on  his  brother  and  partner,  Mr.  James  Dodf- 
ley, the  prcfcnt  refpectable  bookfcllrr  in  Pall-Mall.  During  the  latter  years  of  his  life  he  was  much 
troubled  with  the  gout,  to  which,  at  length,  he  fell  a  martyr,  while  he  was  upon  a  vifit  to  his  friend 
Spence,  at  Durham,  Sept.  5.  1764,  in  the  fi.ity-firft  year  of  his  age.    Spence  paid  the  laft  kind  office 
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to  his  remains.     He  was  buried  in  the  Abbey  church-yard  of  Durham,  and  the  following  infcription 

was  engraved  on  his  tomb-ftone. 

If  you  have  any  refpeifl: 

For  uncommon  indnrtrv  and  merit, 

Regard  this  place 

In  which  are  deptifued,  the  remains  of 

Mr.  Robert  Dodsley; 

Who,  as  an  author,  railed  himfelf 

Much  above  what  could  have  been  expedled  ■■ 

From  one  in  his  rank  of  life, 

And  without  a  learned  education  ; 

And  who,  as  a  man,  was  fcarce 

ExceeJed  by  any  in  integrity  of  he.irtj 

And  purity  of  manners  and  converfation. 

He  left  this  life  tor  a  better, 

Sept.  25.  1764, 
In  the  6ift  ysar  of  his  age. 

A  fecondvolu  i  of  his  Mifcellanies  was  publifhed  in  8vo,  1772.  The  volume  contains  Cleone^ 
Melpomene,  Agricidiure,  and  tne  Economy  of  Human  Life.  The  editions  of  the  Ecoriomy  of 
Human  Life  are  too  numerous  to  be  f;;ecified.  His  Agriculture,  Melpomene,  and  other  poems, 
are  now,  for  the  firil  time  received  into  a  colieeH:!  "i  of  ciaffical  Englifli  poetry. 

His  charadler  was  very  amiable  aiul  refpecftable.  x\s  a  tradefman,  he  preferved  the  greateft  in- 
tegrity ;  as  a  writer,  the  moil  bc'oi~!f\g  humility.  Mii.dful  of  the  early  encouragement  which  his 
own  talents  met  with,  he  was  eve r  re  id y  to  give  t!ie  fame  opportunity  of  advancement  to  thofe 
of  others;  and  on  many  occafions  he  was  not  only  the  publifher,  but  the  patron  of  genius.  There 
was  no  circumltance  by  which  he  was  more  diftinguirtied,  than  by  the  grateful  remembrance  which 
he  retained,  and  always  exprefled  towards  the  memory  of  thofe  to  whom  he  owed  the  obligation  of 
being  lirlt  taken  notice  of  in  life.  Modeft,  fenfible,  and  humane;  he  retained  the  virtues  which 
firfi;  brought  him  into  notice,  after  he  had  obtained  wealth  fufiicient  to  fatisfy  every  wifli  which 
could  arife  from  the  poffeffion  of  it.  He  was  a  g  ner<jus  fiiend,  an  encourager  of  men  of  genius, 
and  acquired  the  efleem  and  refpecl  of  all  who  were  a.  quaii.ted  with  him.  It  was  his  happinefs  to 
pafs  the  greateft  part  of  his  life  in  an  intimacy  with  men  of  the  brighteft  abilities,  whofe  names  will 
be  revered  by  pofterity  ;  by  moft  of  whom  he  was  loved  as  much  for  the  virtues  of  his  heart,  as  he 
was  admired  on  account  of  his  writings. 

As  an  author,  he  is  entitled  to  confiderable  praife.  His  works  are  recommended  by  an  eafe  and 
elegance,  which  are  ibmetimes  more  pleafing  than  a  more  laboured  and  ornamented  manner  of 
writing.  His  prole  is  familiar,  and  yet  chafte.  His  Ejfay  on  Fable  will  be  a  durable  monument 
of  his  ingenuity.  In  his  dramas  he  has  always  ke;.t  in  view  the  one  great  principle,  deleSiando 
pariterque  moneado,  fome  general  moral  is  conftantly  conveyed  in  each  of  his  plans,  and  particular 
inftru(n'ions  are  difplayed  in  the  particular  ftrokes  of  fatire.  The  dialogue,  at  the  fame  time,  is  eafy  ; 
the  plots  fimple  ;  and  the  cataftrophe  intereftingand  pathetic.  In  verfe,  his  compofitions  fufficiently 
fliow  what  genius  alone,  unaffifted  by  learning,  is  capable  of  executing.  His  fubje(!l;s  are  well 
chofen  and  entertaining;  the  dicLTiion  is  chafte  and  elegant;  the  fentiments,  if  not  fublime  are 
manly  and  pleafing  ;  and  the  numbers,  if  not  exquifuely  polilhed,  are  eafy  and  flowing. 

Of  his  poetical  produflions,  his  Agriculture,  a  Georgic  in  three  cantos,  is  the  moft  confiderable. 
The  fubjedl  is  inch  as  muft  be  grateful  and  entertaining  to  every  Briton  ;  and  though,  in  the  ex- 
ecution, there  are  imperfecflions  impoflible  to  be  overIooke<l  by  a  critical  eye,  yet  there  are  a  num- 
ber of  beauties  in  it  deferving  of  applaufe  ;  and  thofe  who  may  have  reafon  to  condemn  the  poet, 
will  find  ample  caufe  to  commend  the  patriot.  Indeed,  to  write  a  truly  excellent  Georgic,  is  one  of 
the  greateft  efforts  of  the  human  mind.  Perfectly  to  fucceed  in  this  fpecies  of  poetry,  requires  a  Vir- 
gil's genius,  judgment,  exquifitenefs  of  tafte,  and  power  of  harmony.  The  general  economy  of  this 
Georgic  is  judicious:  it  contains  feveral  exalted  fentiments  ;  and  the  defcriptions  are  often  dehcate 
and  well  exprefled.  But,  at  the  fame  time,  the  didlion  is  frequently  too  profaic,  many  of  the  epi- 
thets are  inadequate,  and  in  fome  places,  fufficient  attention  is  not  paid  to  the  powers  of  the.  verfifi- 
cation. 

Vol.  XI.  r 
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1)1  \'hejirft  canto,  afier  having  generally  propofed  his  iutcntion,  aildrtlTcd  it  to  tlio  Piiucc  of  Wale, 
ami  invoked  the  Cenlui  of  Britain,  he  proceeds  to  confiJcr  hulbandry  as  the  lource  tf  wealth  and 
plenty  ;  and  therefore  recomniemls  it  to  I.ukU  rdj  not  to  opprds  the  farmer,  and  to  the  farmer  that 
he  (hould  he  frugal,  temperate,  ami  indoftrions.  After  piviig  an  account  of  the  inlUumcnts  of 
hufbandry,  he  defuibcs  ;i  country  ft.ilute,  and  introduces  the  epiiode  of /'.v/^j',  the  fair  m:lk-maid. 
Th«  next  objc(5tJ  offered  to  view  arc  the  f;'.rnii.r's  poultry,  kine.  hogs  &<:•  ^''">'h  ll.cir  enemies,  the 
kite,  the  fox,  the  bndger,  and  fucli  other  animals  as  prey  upon  the  produce  of  the  farm,  or  impede 
the  induftrious  labours  of  the  hufbandman  ;  and  we  arc  fliown  how  the  cultivation  of  the  former,  and 
the  deflru(flion  of  the  latter  contrilnite  alternately  to  provide  him  xvith  bufinefs  or  amufemt-nt : 
whence  we  are  led  to  contemplate  the  happinefsof  a  runil  life  ;  to  which  fucceeds  an  addrefs  to  the 
great  to  engage  them  in  tlie  ftudy  of  agriculture.  An  allegorical  explanation  of  nature's  operations 
on  the  vegetable  world,  with  a  philofopliical  fyilem,  built  on  the  experimental  fourdaiion  laid  by 
Dr.  H;iles,  concludts  the  canto.  The  addrcG  to  the  Ccnius  of  Britain  is  pleating,  and  the  defcrip- 
tion  of  the  Fair  Milk-maiil  is  exqulCtcly  beautiful. 

The  fecond  canto  begins  with  inftrudlions  for  meliorating  foils,  according  to  their  diverfity,  whe- 
ther they  confill  of  fand,  loam,  or  clay.  Mr.  Tuli's  principles  and  practice  are  particularly  taken 
notice  of,  and  ihofe  of  the  Middlefex  gardeners.  Direcflions  arc  alfo  given  for  various  manures,  and 
other  methods  are  j.ointed  out  for  the  improvement  and  tndofure  of  lands ;  the  refpc<5live  ufesof  the 
feveral  foreft  trees  are  dillinguiflied  ;  the  advantages  arifing  from  plantations  pointed  out;  and  rules 
are  prcfcnted  for  their  fuccef^fnl  cultivation.  To  thefe  fuccced  fome  oijfervationi  on  gTidc-ning, 
•wherein  the  tafte  for  ftrait  lines,  regular  [ilatforms,  and  dipt  tiec^,  imported  from  Holland  at  the 
Revolution,  is  exploded.  Thefe  are  fucceeded  by  a  few  compliments  to  fome  modern  gardens, 
Chifwick  Richmond,  Oatlands,  Eflier,  Woburn,  and  Hjglcy;  a  defcription  of  ihofc  of  £y.;V//ra/, 
and  a  celebration  of  his  morals.  The  apoftrophe  to  the  Geniut  of  GaiiUm  is  happiiy  introduced  j 
and  the  defcription  of  the  Gardens  ofEpininis  is  rich  and  luxuriant. 

In  the  third  canto  are  defcribed  hay-ir>aking,  harveft,  and  the  harveft-honie ;  a  method  is  pre- 
fcribed  for  preventing  the  hay  from  being  nio^v-burnt,  or  taking  fire.  Other  vegetable,  folM,  and 
mineral  produflions  peculiar  to  England  are  praifed.  Fiom  the  culture  and  produce  of  the  earth,  we 
have  a  tranfition  to  the  breeding  and  ninnagemnt  of  Iheej),  cov.s,  and  liorfes;  ofrhe  latter  there  are 
defcriptions  according  to  their  refpedive  ulVi  ;  whether  for  draught,  the  n.'ad,  the  field,  the  race, 
or  for  war.     The  portraits  of  the  two  la(f,  which  are  eminently  beautiful,  conclude  the  poem. 

Of  his  other  poems,  his  McJpomene  may  be  confiiiered  as  the  grcatelt  effort  oi  his  poetical  genias. 
It  cannot  indeed  vie  in  fublimity  and  enthufiafm  with  the  lyric  compofitions  of  Dr)den,  -kenfide, 
Collins,  Gtay,  and  Mafon.  It  has  a  more  moderate  degree  of  elevation,  and  poetic  fire.  It  is  ani- 
mated without  being  rhapfcdical,  and  joins  ardent  fenlimcnt  and  piclurefque  dcicription,  to  cor- 
re(flncfs  harmony,  and  hajijiy  exjjrcflTion.  His  picture  of  Drfpair,  in  the  kegiun  ^f  Terror,  is  finely 
drawn  and  only  inferior  to  that  of  Speofcr.  The  portrait  of  Knge  is  equally  happy  in  the  defigning, 
and  the  cxprtfTion.  In  the  Region  of  Pity,  the  image  of  a  beautiful  maid  expiring  on  the  corfe  of  a 
brave  lover,  who  has  been  killed  in  vindicating  her  honour,  is  aftedinj^ly  pitfltirefquc.  That  of  a  too 
credulous  and  injured  beauty,  is  equally  (biking  and  beautiful,  and  pregnant  with  a  necelVavy  moral 
caution. 

Of  his  Art  of  Freaching,  in  imitation  of  Horace's  "  Art  of  Poetry,"  the  rules  src  well 
adapted,  and  exemplified,  and  the  verfification  is  fmcoth  and  elegant.  His  Sorgs.  in  point  of 
tendernef;  delicacy,    and  fimplicity,  are  not  inferior  to  any  comi)ofition  of  that  kind  in  the  EngHlh 

language. 

Moft  of  his  fmallcr  pieces  may  be  read  with  plcafure.  His  jofl  retort  on  Burnet,  for  calling 
fiior  in  his  "  Hillory  of  his  Own  Times,"  one  Prior,  is  probably  remembered  by  moft  readers  of 
poetry. 
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THE  TVORKS  OF  DODSLET. 


AGRICULTURE  :  A  POEM, 


PREFACE, 
If  the  writer  of  the  following  piece  could  liope  to 
produce  any  thing  in  poetry,  worihy  the  public 
attention,  it  would  give  him  jjarticular  pleaUire  to 
lay  the  foundation  of  his  claim  to  furh  a  diftinc- 
tion  in  the  happy  execution  of  this  v\ork.  But  he 
fears  it  will  be  thought,  that  the  projei.'led  build- 
ing is  too  great  for  the  abilities  of  the  architedl; 
and  that  he  is  not  furniflied  with  a  variety  of  ma- 
terials fufficient  for  the  proper  finifhing  atid  em- 
bell  ifliraent  of  fuch  a  flructare.  And  when  it  is 
farther  confrlfed,  that  he  hath  entered  on  this  de- 
lign  without  the  affiltance  of  learning,  and  that 
his  time  for  the  e::erution  of  it  was  either  fnatched 
from  the  hours  of  bufinefs,  or  itolfn  from  thofe  of 
veft  (the  mind  in  either  cal'e  not  likely  to  be  in  the 
happiefl  difpofition  for  poetry),  his  profpedls  of 
fuccefs  will  grow  lliil  more  clouded,  and  the  pre- 
fumption  againft  him  muft  gather  additional 
ftrength. 

Under  thefe,  and  many  other  difadvantages, 
•which  he  feels  and  laments;  confcious  of  all  his 
deficiencies,  and  how  unequal  he  is  to  the  talk  of 
executing  this  plan,  even  up  to  his  own  ideas; 
what  fliall  he  plead  in  excufe  for  his  temerity  in 
perfifting  thus  far  to  profccute  the  attemsit?  All 
he  can  fay  is,  that  he  hath  taken  iome  pains  to 
fr.rnilh  himfelfwith  materials  for  the  virork  ,  that 
3ie  hath  conUdted  men  as  well  as  book?,  for  the 
knowledge  of  his  fuhjecTis,  in  which  he  hopes  he 
hath  not  been  guilty  of  many  miftakes;  that  it 
hath  not  been  an  hafly  performance;  nor  is  it  at 
lad  obtruded  on  the  public,  without  the  approba- 
tion of  fevc-ral  perfuns,  whofe  judgments,  were 
it  not  probable  they  may  have  received  a  bias  from 
the  partiality  of  friendfiiip,  he  could  have  no  rea- 
fon  to  doubt.  But  that  he  may  know  with  cer- 
tainty whether  this  is  not  the  cafe,  to  the  public 
ae  fubmits  it ;  willing  to  receive  from  thence  his 
determination  to  profecute  or  fupprefs  the  remain- 
der of  his  plan  *.  If  he  here  receives  a  check,  he 
will  quietly  acquiefce  in  the  general  opinion,  and 
mull  fubmit  to  be  included  among  thofe  who  have 
miftaken  their  talent.  But  as  the  difficulties  he 
kad  to  ilruggle  with  would,  in  cafe  of  fuccefs, 
Jvave  increafed  his  reputation,  he  hopes,  if  he 
hath  failed,  they  will  foften  his  difgrace. 

*  The  author's  origiTial  dcfxgn  luas  ta  have  'writ- 
ieii  a  poem,  intituled,  "  Fublic  F//'7/e,"  in  three 
iooks  ;  1/?,  Agriculture  ;  2d,  Commerc  ,•  ^dy  Arts- 
''*XbeJlrJt  look  in'osall he  tver  executtd. 


CANTO  I. 

THE    ARGliMENT. 

The  ptopofition.  Addrefs  to  the  Prince  of  Wale^ 
Invocation  to  the  genius  of  Britain.  Hufbandry 
to  be  eticouraged,  as  it  is  the  foilrce  of  wealth, 
and  plenty.  Advice  to  landlords,  not  to  opprefs 
the  fiirmer.  I  he  farmer's  three  great  virtues. 
His  inftruments  of  hufbandry.  Hi«  fervants. 
Defcnption  of  a  country  ftatute.  Epifode  of  the 
fair  miik-maid  The  farm-yard  defcribed.  The 
pleafures  of  a  rural  life.  Aildrefs  to  the  great, 
to  (ludy  agriculture.  An  allegory,  attempting 
to  explain  the  theory  of  vegetation. 

Of  culture,  and  the  various  fruits  of  earth. 
Of  focial  commerce,  of  the  nobler  arts, 
Which  polifh  and  adorn  the  life  cf  tnan  ; 
Objedls  demandinf.'  the  fupreme  regard 
Of  that  exalted  monarch,  who  fullains 
The  fceptre  of  command  o'er  Britain's  fons  | 
The  mufe,  difdaining  idle  themes,  attempts 
To  fing.   O  thou.  Britannia's  rifii'g  hope  I 
The  favourite  of  her  wiflie.>- 1  Thou,  O  prince  I 
On  Vi?hom  her  fondetl  expectations  wait, 
Accept  the  verle  :   and,  to  tiie  humbleft  voice 
That  fings  of  public  virtue,  lend  an  ear. 

Genius  of  Britain  !   pure  intelligence  '. 
Guardian,  appointed  by  the  One  Supreme, 
With  influential  energy  benign 
To  guide  the  weal  of  this  diilingulfli'd  ifle; 
O  ;  wake  the  breait  cf  her  afpirirtg  fon. 
Inform  his  numbers,  aid  his  bold  defign, 
Who,  in  a  daring  flight,  ))refames  to  mark 
The  glorious  track  her  monarchs  fhould  purfue. 

From  cultivation,  from  the  ufeful  toils 
Of  the. laborious  hind,  the  ftteams  of  wealth 
And  plenty  flow.   Deign  then,  illuftrious  youth  1 
To  bring  th'  obferving  eye,  the  libeiral  hand. 
And,  with  a  fpirit  congenial  to  your  birth. 
Regard  his  various  labours  through  the  years 
So  (hall  the  labourer  fmile.  and  you  improve 
The  happy  coaniry  you  are  born  to  rule. 

The  year  declining,  new  hath  left  the  field? 
Diverted  of  their  honours  :   the  ftrong  glebe 
Exhaufted,  waits  tlie  culture  of  the  ploug'n» 
To  renovate  her  powers.  ' Tis  nov/,  intent 
On  honeft  gaioj  the  calitious  hufbandraaa 
Surveys  the  country  round,  folicitous 
lo  fix  his  hab  tation  on  a  foil 
Propitious  to  his  hopes  and  tp  his  cares. 

O  ye,  whom  fortune  in  her  filken  robe 
i  £nwraf  s  benign;  whom  plenty's  bounteous hani 
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Hath  favour'd  with  diftinJlion  !  O  lojk  clown. 

With  fmiles  indulgent,  on  )ii>  new  defi;»i)S  I 

^dilt  hiiufeful  works,  I'acilitate 

His  honeft  aims;    iior  in  exiJlion's  gripe         [toils 

Enthral  th' endeavouring  fw.iin.     Think  not  his 

M'ere  meant  alone  ^J  tofler  you  in  cafe 

And  pamper'd  iiiclolcnce;  nur  j;ruiij;e  the  meed. 

Which  Heaven  in  mercy  givfs  to  cheer  the  hand, 

The  labouring  haml  of  iifeful  inditftry. 

Be  your^  the  joy  to  propagate  content; 

With  bounteous  Hf-aven  co-oi>rr.ite,  and  reward 

The  poor  man's  loiJ,  whence  ail  your  riches  t'pring. 

As  in  a  garden,  the  enlivening  air 

Is  fill'd  with  odours,  drawn  from  thofe  fair  flowers 

Which  by  its  intliicncc  rife ;  fo  in  bis  breaft 

Benevolent,  wlio  gives  the  fwains  to  thrive, 

Retiecled  live  the  joys  his  virtues  lent. 

But  come,  young  farmer,  thouj^h  by  fortune  fix'd 
On  fields  luxuriant,  wh'.re  the  fruitful  foil 
Gives  labour  hope  ;   where  (heltenng  fliades  arife, 
Thuk  fences  guard,  and  bubbling  fountains  flow  ; 
Where  arable  and  palture  duly  mi.\  ; 
Yet.  ere  tliy  toils  begin,  attend  the  nuife. 
And  catch  the  moral  lelFons  of  her  fong. 
Ijc  frugal  and  be  blell ;   frugality 
Will  give  thee  competence  ;  thy  gains  are  fmall. 
Too  fmall  to  bear  profufion's  waftefiil  hand. 
Make  teiaptrance  thy  companion;   fo  lliall  health 
Sit  on  thy  brnw,  iiivigoratiag  thy  frame 
To  every  ufeful  work.  And  if  to  tlufe 
Thou  happily  Ihall  join  one  virtue  more, 
'J'hc  love  of  induitry,  the  glowing  joy 
Felt  from  each  new  improvement ,  then  fair  peace, 
With  modei't  neatnefs  in  her  decent  garb. 
Shall  walk  around  thy  dwelling;  while  the  great, 
Tir'd  with  the  vaft  fatigue  of  indolence, 
Fili'd  with  difeafe  by  luxury  and  floth, 
Impatient  curfe  the  dilatory  day. 
And  look  with  envy  on  thy  happier  ftate. 

Prepar'd  with  thefe  plain  virtues,  now  the  fvvain 
With  courage  enters  on  his  rural  works. 
Firft  he  provides  the  needful  implements. 
Of  thefe,  the  honour'd  plough  claims  chief  regard. 
Hence  bread  to  man,  who  heretofore  on  ma(t. 
Fed  with  his  fellow  brute  in  woods  and  wilds, 
llimlelf  uncultur'd  as  the  foil  he  trod. 
The  fpiked  harrow  next,  to  break  the  cIod«, 
And  ipread  the  furface  ot  the  new-plongh'd  field  : 
Nor  is  the  roller's  friemlly  aid  unfought. 
Hnes  he  provides,  with  various  arm<  prepar'd, 
T'  encounter  all  the  numerous  holt  of  weeds, 
■IVhich  rifs  malignant,  menacing  his  hopes. 
The  fweeping  fcythe's  keen  edge  he  whets  for 

grals, 
And  turns  the  crooked  fickle  for  his  corn. 
The  fork  to  fprf^ad,  the  gathering  rake  to  fave, 
With  providential  care  he  treafiiresup. 
His  Itrong  capacious  wain,  the  dull  flow  ot 
JJrags  on,  deep  loaden.  grinding  the  rough  ruts; 
While  with  his  lighter  team,  the  fprightly  horfe 
Moves  to  the  mufic  of  his  tinkling  bells. 
Nor  will  his  forefight  lack  the  whiiting  flail. 
Whole  battering  Itrokes  torce  from  the  loofcn'd 

Iheavcs 
Their  hidden  (lores  profufe  ;  which  now  dcma.id 
'J  he  quick  rotation  of  the  winnowing  fan, 
With  blafh  fucceflivc,  waf'i'ig  far  a--!- 
The  worthlefi thaff,  to  tlear  the  golden  griin. 
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And  now  compeil'd  to  hire  aflltlant  ftrcnftft. 
Away  he  haftens  to  fomc  neighbouring  town. 
Where  willing  fervitude,  for  mutual  wants 
Of  hind  and  fanner,  holds  her  *  animal  feaft. 
'Tis  here  the  toiling  hand  of  induftry 
F-midoyment  frrks  The  fkitlul  ploughman,  lord 
And  leader  of  tiic  rustic  band  ;  who  claims 
His  boy  attrnclant,  ^onfcious  of  his  worth 
.\nd  di_^niiy  fiiptrior  ;  boalting  (kill 
To  guide  with  fleadincfs  the  Hiding  fl>are, 
To  fcattcr  with  an  equal  hand  the  Iced, 
And  V  ith  a  marterftythc  to  head  the  train, 
W'iien  the  ripe  meadow  alks  the  mower's  hand. 
Here  too,  the  thraflier,  braridifhing  his  flail, 
Brfpeaks  a  mnfter,  wh6fc  fuli  barns  demand 
A  l.ujouring  arm,  now  ready  to  give  up 
i'hcir  treafure,  and  exchange  tlieir  hoarded  grain 
For  heaps  of  gold,  the  meed  of  honeft  toil. 
The  fun-burnt  fhcpherd  too,  his  douching  hat 
Diftin'^uinrd  well  with  fleecy  locks,  expeL^s 
Obfervance  ;  fkill'd  in  wool,  and  leiron'd  deep 
In  all  difeafes  of  the  bleating  flock. 
Mis'd  with  the  ruftic  throng,  fee  ruddy  maids. 
Some  taught   with   dext'rous  band  to  twirl  the 

wheel, 
Or  ftroak  the  fwelling  udder ;  fome  expert 
To  raife  from  leaven'd  wheat  the  kneaded  loaf; 
To  inafli  the  melted  barley,  and  extract 
Its  flavoirr'd  ftrength  ;  or,  with  a  houfewife'scare, 
Fo  keep  the  decent  habitation  neat. 
But  now  let  loofe  to  revelry  and  fport. 
In  clamorous  mirth  indelicate  and  rude,        [voke 
The  boilterous  fwains,  and  hoyden  nymphs,   pro- 
Outragtous  meniinent. — Yet  not  alike 
Is  every  twain,  nor  every  fylvan  maid  ; 
As  Ventlam  the  plcafmg  tale  record*. 
VV'heii  Patty,  lovely  Fatly,  grac'd  the  crowd. 
Pride  of  the  neighbouring  plains.     Who  hath  not 

heard 
Of  Patty,  the  fair  miPi-maid  ?  Beautiful 
As  an  Arcadian  njmph  ;  upon  her  brow 
Sat  virgin  modefty,  while  in  her  eyes 
Young  U-nfibility  began  to  play 
With  innocence.   Her  waving  locks  fell  down' 
On  eitiier  fide  her  face  in  careJefs  curls. 
Shading  the  tender  bliiflie.s  in  her  cheek. 
Her  breath  was  fweeter  than  the  morning  galf, 
Stolen  from  the  rofe  or  violet's  dewy  leaves. 
Her  ivory  teeth  appear'd  in  even  rows, 
'Fhrough  lips  of  living  coral.    When  flie  t'poke, 
Her  featnres  wore  intelligence  ;   her  words 
Were  foft,  with  fuch  a  fmile  r.ccompanyM, 
As  lighted  in  her  face  refiftlcfs  charms. 
Her  polilh'd  nerk  rofe  rounding  from  her  bread 
With  pleafing  elegance  : — Fhat  lovely  breaft  I — 
Ah  I   fancy,  dwell  not  there,  left  gay  defire, 
Who,  finding,  hovers  o'er  th'  enchanting  place> 
Fcmpt  thy  wild  thoughts  to  dangerous  ecftafy. 
Her  Ihape  was  moulded  by  the  hand  of  eafc, 
Exadl  proportion  harmoniz'd  her  frame; 
•Vhile  giace,  following  her  rtcps,  with  fecrct  art 
Stole  into  all  her  motions.    Thus  ihe  walk'd 
In  fvveet  limi>licity  ;  a  fnow-whitc  pail 

*  This  is  railed  in  the  country  ajlat'.ite,  and  is 
held  (itin'ialiy  at  rnoji  mat  kct-towns  in  Enj^lartd, 
lukcn  fervants  of  all  kinds  t  efort  ^fi  quc^  oj  ^-latts 
and  employment. 
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Hung; on  her  arm,  the  fymbol  •£  her  (kill 
5n  that  fair  province  of  the  rural  ftute, 
I'he  dairy  ;  fource  of  more  delicious  bowls 
Than  Bacchus  from  his  choiceft  vintap^e  boafts. 
How  great  the  power  of  beauty  !    The  rude 

fwains 
Grew  civil  at  her  fight ;  and  gapinp;  crowds, 
Wrapt  in  aftonifhment,  with  tranfport  gaze, 
Whifpering  her  praifes  in  each  other's  ear. 
As  when  a  gentle  breeze,  borne  through  the  grove, 
With  quick  vibration  fliakes  the  trembling  leaves, 
Aud  hulhing  murmurs  run  from  tree  to  tree  ; 
So  ran  a  fpreading  whifper  through  the  crowd. 
Young  Thyrfis  hearing,  turn'd  afide  his  head. 
And  foon  the  pleafing  wonder  caught  his  eye. 
Full  in  the  prime  of  youth,  the  joyfnl  heir 
Of  numerous  acres,  a  large  freehold  farm, 
Thyrlis  as  yet  from  beauty  felt  no  pain. 
Had  fecn  no  virgin  he  could  wifh  to  make 
His  wedded  partner.  Now  his  beating  heart 
Peels  new  emotion  ;  now  his  fixed  eye, 
With  fervent  rapture  dwelling  on  her  charms, 
Drinks  in  delicious  d'-aughts  of  new-born  love. 
No  refl  the  night,  no  peace  the  following  day 
Brought  to  his  ftruggling   heart :  her  beauteous 

form. 
Her  fair  perfe(?lions  playing  on  his  mind, 
With  pleafing  anguilh  torture  him.  In  vain 
He  ftrivcs  to  tear  her  image  from  his  breafl  ; 
Each  little  grace,  each  dear  bewitching  look, 
Returns  triumphant,  breaking  his  refolvcs, 
And  binding  ail  his  foul  a  ilave  to  love. 

Ah  !  little  did  he  knov/,  alas  !  the  while 
Poor  Patty's  tender  heart,  in  mutual  pain. 
Long,  long  for  him  had  heav'd  the  fecret  figh. 
For  him  Ihe  dreli,  for  hun  the  pleating  arts 
She  fludy'd,  and  for  him  fhe  wiih'd  to  live. 
But  her  low  fortunes,  narfingfad  defpair, 
Check'd  the  young  hope;  nor  durfl  her  modelt  eyes 
Indulge  the  fmalleft  glances  of  her  flame, 
Left  curious  malice,  like  a  watchful  i'py. 
Should  catch  the  fecret,  and  with  taunts  reveal. 
Judge  then  the  I'weet   furprife,  when   ihe  at 

length 
Beheld  him,  all  irrefolute,  approach  ; 
Aijd  gently  taking  her  fair  trembling  hand. 
Breathe  thefe  foft  words  into  her  Ufuning  ear, 
"  O  Patty!  deareft  maid,  whole  beauteous  form 
"  Dwells  in  my  breafh,  and  charms  my  foul  to  love, 
♦*  Accept  my  vov.'s;  accept  a  faithful  heart, 
"  Which  from  this  hour  devotes  iifelf  to  thee  : 
"   Wealth  has  no  relifh,  life  can  give  no  joy, 
"  If  you  forbid  my  hopes  to  call  you  mine." 
Ah  !  who  the  fudden  tumult  can  defcribe 
Of  ftruggling  pailions  rifing  in  her  breaft  ? 
Hope,  fear,  couiullon,  modefty,  and  love, 
Opprefs  her  labouring  foul ; — She  ftrove  to  fpeak, 
But  the  faint  accents  dy'd  upon  htr  tongue  : 
Ker  fears  prevented  utterance. — At  length 
"  Can  Thyrfis  mocic  my  poverty  ?  Can  he 
"  Be  fo  unkind  ?  Onol   yet  I,  alas, 
"  Too  humble  even  to  hope" — No  more  fhefaid; 
But  gently,  as  if  half  unwilling.  Hole 
Her  hand  from  his;  and,  with  fweet  modeily, 
Calling  a  look  of  diffidence  and  fear. 
To  hide  her  bhiflies,  filently  withdrew. 
JJlit  Thyrfis  read,  witJi  rapture  in  her  eyes, 
7'he  langu-jge  of  her  foul.  He  fcUovv' J,'  >\  oo'd, 


Arid  won  her  for  his  wife.  His  lowing  herds 
Soon  call  her  miflrefs  ;  foon  their  milky  flreams 
Coagulated,  rife  in  circling  piles 
Of  harden'd  curd  ;  and  all  the  dairies  round, 
To  her  fweet  butter  yield  fuperior  praife. 

But  turn,  my  mufe,  nor  let  th'  alluring  form 
Of  beauty  lead  too  far  thy  devious  ftcps. 
See  where  the  farmer,  with  a  mafler's  eye, 
Surveys  his  little  kingdom,  and  exults 
In  fov'reign  independence.  At  a  word, 
His  feathery  fubje<51:s'in  obedience  flock 
Around  his  feeding  hand,  who  in  return 
Yield  a  delicious  tribute  to  his  board,    • 
And  o'er  his  couch  their  downy  plumage  fpread* 
The  peacock  here  expands  his  eyeful  plumes, 
A  glittering  pageant  to  the  mid-day  fun  : 
In  the  ftifl'awkwardnefs  of  foolifh  pride, 
'Ihe  fwelling  turkey  apes  his  Itately  ftep, 
And  calls  the  briflling  feathers  round  his  head. 
There  the  loud  herald  of  the  morning  ftruts 
Before  his  cackling  dames,  the  paflive  Haves 
Of  his  promifcuous  pleafure.   O'er  the  pond. 
See  the  gray  gander,  with  his  female  train. 
Bending  their  lofty  necks  ;  and  gabbling  ducks. 
Rejoicing  on  the  furface  clap  their  wings  ; 
Whilft  wheeling  round,  in  airy  wanton  flights. 
The  glolTy  pigeons  chafe  their  fportive  loves, 
Or  in  loft  cooings  tell  their  amorous  tale. 
Here  Hacks  of  hay,  there  pyramids  of  corn, 
Promife  the  future  market  large  fupplies  : 
While  with  an  eye  of  triumph  he  furveys 
His  piles  of  wood,  and  laughs  at  winter's  frown. 
In  filent  rumination,  fee  the  kine, 
Beneath  the  walnut's  fliade,  patiently  wait 
To  poKr  into  his  pails  their  milky  flores. 
While  pent  from  mifchief,  far  from  fight  remov'd, 
Thebriftly  herd,  within  their  fatt'ning  ftyes, 
Remind  him  to  prepare,  in  many  a  row. 
The  gaily  blooming  pea,  the  fragrant  bean,  [feaft. 
And   broad-leav'd  cabbage  for  the   ploughman'* 

Thefe  his  amufements,  his  employments  thefe  ; 
Which  Hill  anling  in  lucceffive  change. 
Give  to  each  vary'd  hour  a  new  delight. 
Peace  and  contentment  with  their  guardian  wings 
Fnclofc  hi»  nightly  flumbers.  Rofy  health. 
When  the  gay  lark's  fweet  matin  wakes  the  morn. 
Treads  in  his  dewy  footfteps  round  the  field  ; 
And  cheerfulnefs  attends  his  clofing  day. 
No  racking  jealoufy,  nor  fullen  hate. 
Nor  fear,  nor  envy,  dilcompofe  his  breafl. 
His  only  enemies  the  prowling  fox, 
Whole  nightly  murders  thin  the  bleating  fold  ; 
The  hardy  badger;  the  rapacious  kite, 
With  eye  malignant  on  the  little  brood. 
Sailing  around  portentous ;  the  rank  i^ote 
I'hitding,  ah,  lavage  thirft  !  for  harmlefs  blood; 
The  corn  devouring  partridge  ;  timorous  hare  ; 
Th'  amphibious  otter  bold  ;  the  wcafel  fly, 
Pilfering  the  yolk  from  its  enclofing  fhell  •, 
And  moles,  a  dirty  undermining  race. 
'Ihcfc  all  his  foes,  and  thefe,  alas,  compar'd 
With  man  to  man,  an  inoffenfive  train. 
'Gainft  thefe,  allifttd  by  th'  entangling  net, 
Th'  explofive  thunder  of  the  levcU'd  tube. 
Or  toils  unweaiy'd  of  his  focial  friend 
'J'he  faithful  dog,  he  wages  rural  war, 
And  health  and  pleafure  in  the  fportive  field 
Obtaining,  he  fo.-givcs  their  venii'.l  criiuc3, 
r  iij 
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O  Uappy  he !  happleft  of  rnortat  men  ! 
Who  far  rcmov'd  from  flavery  as  from  pride, 
Fcari  110   nun's   frown,   nor   cringing    wwts    to 

catch 
Th;  graciou  nothing  of  a  p:rcat  man's  no  J : 
Where  the  bc'd  bofjp^ar  buftlc-;  for  u  bribe, 
The  purchafc  of  his  honour  ;  v.h'.re  deceit, 
And  fiaud,  and  circumTtniion,  drcft  in  fniiles. 
Hold  ftiameful  commerce;  an^  beneath  the  mafk 
Of  [ritntlShiy  and  fiuccrity,  btirjy. 
Him,  nor  the  (lately  manlion'sg  Ided  pride, 
Rich  with  whatc'cr  the  imitative  arts, 
painting;  or  fculpiure,  yield  to  charm  the  eve; 
Kor  (hilling  heaps  of  iiialTy  plate  enwrouj-ht 
With  curiou;,  coflly  worknianrnip,  allur--. 
Tempted  nor  with  the  pride  nor  pomp  of  pov/er, 
i^oT  pagtan:s  ol  ambition,  nor  the  mines 
Of  grafping  av'rice,  nor  the  poifon'd  fwccts 
Of  pamper'd  luxury,  he  plants  his  foot 
With  firmnefs  on  his  old  paternal  fields. 
And  ihtntis  unfhaken.  l"here  Iweet  profpeftsrifc 
Of  meadows  fmiling  in  their  fiov/'ry  pride, 
Green  hills  and  dales,  and  cottages  eirbower'd. 
The  fccncs  of  innocence  and  calm  delight. 
'J'here  the  wild  mrlody  of  warbling  biids, 
AD<t    cool    refiefhing    groves,    and    murmuring 

fprings, 
Invite  to  facred  thought,  and  lift  the  mind 
From  low  purfuits,  to  nv.uitaie  the  God  1 

Turn  then  at  length,  O  tnrn,  ye  fons  of  wealtlt, 
And  ye   who   feck   thiough    life's    bewildering 

maze, 
To  tread  the  path.i  of  happinefs,  O  turn  ! 
And  traco  her  footilTps  in  the  rural  walk  ; 
In  thcfe  fair  fcencs  of  wonder  and  delight, 
Where,  to  the  hum;;n  eye.  Omnipotence 
Unfolds  the  map  of  nature,  and  difplays 
The  matchl.fs  beauty  of  crfat-d  things. 
Turn  to  the  arts,  th'i  ufcful  plealing  arts 
Of  cultivation  ;  and  thole  fi  Ids  improve 
Your  erring  fathers  have  ton  long  defpis' J. 
J.,eave  not  to  ignorance,  and  low-bred  hinds, 
That  nohlefl  feicnce,  which  in  ancient  time 
The  mind  of  luges  and  of  kings  employ'd, 
Solicitous  to  learn  the  ways  of  God, 
And  read  his  work  in  agriciilture's  fchool. 

Then   hear  the  mule,  now  entering,  hand   in 

hand 
With  fwett  philofophy,  the  fecret  bowers 
Of  deep  myflerious  nature  ;  there  t'  explore 
*l'he  caufes  of  fecundity,  and  how 
The  various  elements,  earth,  water,  air, 
And  fire  united;  the  enlivening  ray 
Diurnal ,  the  prolific  dews  of  night ; 
With  all  the  rolling  feafons  ot  the  year; 
In  vegetation's  work  their  power  combine. 

\\'hither,  O  whithi  r  doft  thou  lead  my  fieps, 
Divine  philefophy  ?  What  fcencs  are  thcle, 
VS'hieh   (Irike   my   wondering   ienfes.'   Lo  !   en- 

thron'd 
Upon  a  folid  rock  great  nature  fits  ; 
Her  eyes  to  heaven  diredted,  as  from  thence 
Receiving  infpiration.    Kouud  her  head 
A  mingled  wreath       fruits  and  flowers  entwines. 
Her  robe,  with  eveiy  motion  changing  hue, 
Mows  down  in  phntcous  foldings,  and  conceals 
Her  fecret  footiltps  from  the  eyes  of  men. 
Lift  I  lifl  I  what  harmony,  what  heavenly  founds 


Eiichant  my  ravifh'd  car .'  'tis  ancient  *  Pair, 

Who  on  his  fcven-fold  pipe,  to  the  rapt  foul 

Conveys  tlie  fancy'd  niulii«)f  the  fphLTcs. 

'^ce  by  h:s  Urains  the  clem-;nts  infjiir'd. 

Join  in  niyfterious  work  :  their  motions  led 

By  f  adive  fire,  in  wind  iigs  intricatr. 

But  not  jieiplex'd,  nor  vague.  And  who  are  thef  ? 

What  pair  dbeying  in  alternate  lounds 

I  he  tur.cful  mlody  .'  mai'.ftlc  one, 

.■\.nd  grave,  lilting  her  awiul  lurehead,  move* 

In  Ihadowy  filtnce,  borne  on  raven  wings, 

Wliich,  v.pving  to  tlic  nicafur'd  founds,  beat  time. 

A  veil  obfcurcs  her  face  ;  a  fable  lioie, 

Bcdcek'd  witli  fparklirg  gems,  concrals  her  form; 

A  ->  w  reathi  of  bending  poppy  crown  her  brow. 

Ihr  other,  rai^'d  on  fwan-liUe  fpreading  plumes, 

( jliJ'js  gaily  on  ;  a  milk-wliiic  n.he  invcils 

Hi;  frame  tranij-arent ;  in  his  azure  eyes 

Dwells  brighliief*;  while  around  hi.-,  radian:  head, 

A  fhining  glory  paints  his  &)  ing  rol-.e. 

With  a!!  tiie  colours  of  the  wat'ry  bow. 

Proceeding  now,  in  more  majcftic  ftcp', 
'I'he  varying  fca.'^orjs  join  tlic  myftic  train. 
(n  all  the  biooming  huesol  florid  y.'uth, 
Gay  fpring  advances  fmiling  :  on  her  head 
A  flovv'ry  chaplet,  mi.x'd  with  verdant  buds. 
Sheds  aromatic  fragrance  through  the  air  ; 
While  little  zejihyrs,  breathing  wanton  gales. 
Before  her  flutter,  turning  back  to  gaze. 
With  looks  enamour'd,  on  her  lovely  face. 
Summer  iuccccds,    crowu'd  with    the    bcardcJ 

ears 
Of  ripening  harved ;  in  her  Iiand  fhe  bears 
.A  fhining  iiekle ;  on  her  glowing  cheek 
The  fervent  heat  paints  deep  a  rofy  blufh  : 
Her  thin  light  garment,  v.-aving  with  the  wind, 
Flows  loofciy  from  her  bofom,  and  reveals 
To  the  pleas'd  eye  the  ber.utics  of  her  form. 
Then  follows  .Autumn,  bearing  in  her  lap 
r.He  bhidiing  fruits,  which  .Sumnut's  iuhry  brcntb 
Had  meliow'd  to  her  hand.  A  cluftering  wreath 
Of  purple  grr.pe=,  half  liid  with  fpreading  leaves, 
Ador-ns  her  brow.  Her  dew-befprinkied  locks 
Begin  to  fall,  her  bending  fi.oulders  link, 
.^nd  aeiive  vigour  leave^  her  lobjr  fteps. 
Winter  creeps  on,  ihrivell'd  with  chiHing"cold  ; 
Bald  liis  white  crown,  n])on  his  liivcr  beatd 
.^hine3  the  hoar-froll,  and  ificles  depend. 
Rigid  and  ftern  his  melancholy  face  ; 
bhivering    he   walks,    his  jouus    bem:mb'd    ani 

ftiff; 
And  wii'.ps  in  northern  furs  his  withcr'd  trunk. 
And  now,  great  nature  pointing  to  the  train 
Her  hcavtn-direiled  hand,  they  all  combine. 
In  mcafur'd  figures,  and  myflerious  rounds. 
To  weave  the  mazy  dance  ;  while  to  the  found 
Of  Pan's  immortal  p  pe,  the  goddefs  join'd 


*  MythologiP.s  ia'^'c  thou/Lt  the  urti'^erftsl  nature  of 
ihin^^i  to  be  J'l^njicj  /'V  tLii  gid ;  an  J  that  his  pipe,  cnm- 
pcfcdoffiven  rtcJs,  luas  t'ci  fyti'.'jol  of  ibc  frvtn  pLinds^ 
ii'b'ich  iheyfiy  mcLc  tht  harmony  cftbe  f^heves. 

\  AuarJiug^  to  Dr.  Bo^ric-ve,  and  tie  other  Tr.odern 
fhUofopbcrs,  aii  the  motion  in  tinture  at  ifes  from  Jire  ; 
jnd  tiiiing  that  jti-jv,  <?//  things  iio.  Id  become  JixeJ 
iind  imr.to'jeji.'e :  fluids  ifOuU  become  folid;  a  man 
■zfouJj  lurJcn  into  ajljtue ;  and  tki  very  cir  •n;euld  (9* 
hire  into  a  firm  and  rigid  ir./ifs. 
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Her  voice  harmonioits;  and  the  liflening  mufe, 
Admiring,  caii<>ht  the  wonders  of  her  *  theme, 
"  To  God,  Aipreme  Creator  !  prtat  and  good  ! 
"  All-wife.  Ahipghty  Parent  of  the  world  ! 
«'  In  choral  fymphonies  of  praife  and  love, 
"  Let  all  the  powers  of  nature  raile  the  long  !" 
«  The  wat'ry  ligns  forlaking-,  fee,  the  fun, 

*  Great  father  of  the  vegetable  tribes, 

'  Darts  from  the  Ram  his  all-enlivening  ray. 

*  When  now  the  genial  warmth  earth's  yielding 

'  bread 

*  UnfoWs.     Her  latent  falts,  fulphureous  oils, 

*  And  air,  and  water  mix'd;  attraift,   repel, 
'  And  raife  prolific  fei  meiit.     Lo  !  at  length 

*  'i'he  vital  principle  begins  to  wake  : 

*  Th'  emulgent  fibres,  ft  retching  round  the  root, 
'  Seek  their  terreftrial  nurture  ;  which  convey'd 

*  In  limpid  currents  through  th'  afcending  tubes, 

*  And  [irain'd  and  filter'd  in  their-fecret  cjUs  ; 

*  To  its  own  nature  every  different  plant 

*  Affimiluting,  changes.     AwluJ  Heaven  ! 

'  How  wond'rous  is  thy  work,    to  thee  !  to  thee! 

*  Myrterious  power  belongs !  fummer's  fierce  heat 
'  Increafmg,  rarifies  t!i.'  duiftile  juice. 

*  See,  from  the  root,  and  from  the  bark  imbib'd, 
,'  Th'  elaiHc  air  impcUs  the  rifingfap. 

'  Swift  through  the  Hem,  through  every  brauch- 
'  ing  arm, 

*  And  fmallcr  fhoot,  the  vivid  moiftiire  flows, 

*  Protruding  from  their  buds  the  opening  leaves: 

*  Whence,  as  crdain'd  tli'  expiring  air  flov/s  out 

*  In  copious  exhalations ;  and  from  whence 

*  Its  noblefl  principles  the  plant  inhales. 

•  Sec !  fee  I  the  fticoting  verdure  fprcads  around  ! 

*  Ye  fons  of  men,  with  lapture  view  the  fcene  ! 

'  On  hill  and  dale,  on  meadow,  field,  and  grove, 

*  Clcth'd  in  loft  minp-ling  ihades  from   light  to 

<  d.rk,  " 

*  The  wandering  eye  delighted  roves  untir'd. 

'  I'he    ha v; thorn's     whitening     bulh,    Pomona's 

'  blooms, 
'  And  Flora's  pencil  o'er  th'  enamell'd  green, 

*  The  varying  fcenes  enrich.     Hence  every  gale 

*  Breathes  odours,  every  zephyr  from  his  wings 

'  Wafting  new  fragrance  ;  borne  from  trees,  from 
'  Ihrubs, 

*  Borne  from  the  yellow  cowfiip,  violet  blue, 

'  From  deep  carnations,  from  the  blufliing  rofc, 

*  From  every  flower  and  aromatic  herb 

'    In  grateful  mixtures.     Hence  ambrofial  fruits 
'  Yield  their  delicious  flavours.    1  he  fweet  grape, 

*  The    mulberry's    cooling    juice,    the     lufcious 

'  plumb, 

*  The  healthful  apple,  the  dilTolving  peach, 
'  And  thy  rich  necftar  many  ilavour'd  pine. 

'  Thefe  are  the  gracious  gif :«,  O  favour'd  man! 
'  Thefe,    thefe,    to    thee    the    gracious   gifts    of 
'  Heav'n, 

*  A  world  of  beauty,  wonder,  and  delight.' 

•'  To  God,  fupreme  Creator  !  great  and  good  ! 
"  All-wife,  Almighty  Parent  of  the  world  ! 
"  In  choral  fymphonies  of  praife  and  love, 
"  Let  all  the  powers  of  nature  clofethe  ftrain." 

*  Tts  plikfuphy  of  this  hymn  is  built  en  that  cx- 
per'imsntal foundation,  laid  by  the  learned  and  ingenious 
£>t\  Hules,  in  his  Vegetable  Static:. 


CANTO  If. 


THE  .-IRGUMENT. 

Of  different  foils,  and  their  culture.  Mr.  Tull's 
principles  and  pradiee.  Of  the  principles  and 
practice  of  the  Middlefex  gardeners.  Of  vari- 
ous manures,  and  other  methods  of  improving 
lands.  Of  hedging  and  ditching.  Of  planting 
timber  trees.  Of  draining  wet,  and  flooding 
dry  lands.  Of  gardening  and  the  gardens  of 
Epicurus. 

Descending  now  from  thefe  fuperior  thetnes, 
O  mufe,  in  notes  familiar,  teach  the  fwain 
The  hidden  properties  of  every  glebe. 
And  v/hat  the  diiferent  culture  each  requires. 
The  naturalift,  to  land,  or  loam,  or  clay. 
Reduces  all  the  varying  foils,  which  clothe 
The  bofom  of  this  earth  with  beauty.     Sand, 
Hot,  open,  loofe,  admits  the  genial  ray 
With  freedom.,  and  with  greedinefs  imbibes 
'I'he  falling  moillure :  hence  the  embryo  feeds, 
I.odg'd  in  its  fiery  womb,  pufh  into  life 
'Witti  early  hafte,  and  hurry'd  to  their  prime, 
(Their  vital  juices  fpent)  too  foon  decay, 
Correift  this  error  of  the  ardent  foil, 
Wirh  cool  manure:   let  lliff  cohefive  clay 
Give  the  loofe  glebe  confiftence  and  firm  ftrength. 
So  fhall  thy  labouring  fleers,  when  harvefl.  calls. 
Bending  their  patient  fhoulders  to  the  yoke. 
Drag  home  in  copious  loads  the  yellow  grain. 

Has  fortune  fix'd  thy  lot  to  toil  in  clay  ? 
Dcf])air  not,  nor  repine  :    the  llubborn  foil 
Shall  yield  to  cultivation,  and  reward 
The  hand  of  diligence.     Here  give  the  plough 
No  reit.   Break,  pound  the  clods,  and  with  wara^ 

dungs 
Relieve  the  fleril  coldnefs  of  the  ground, 
Chill'd  with  obilrufted  water.     Add  to  thcfc 
The  fiiarpeft  fand,  to  open  and  unbind 
The  clofe-cohering  mafs ;  fo  ftiall  new  pores 
Admit  the  folar  beam's  enlivening  heat, 
1  he  nitrous  particles  of  air  receive. 
And  yield  apafljge  to  the  foaking  rain. 
Hence  fermentation,  hence  prolific  power. 
And  hence  the  fibrous  roots  in  queft  of  food. 
Find  unobftrueted  entrance,  room  to  fpread. 
And  richer  juices  feed  the  fwelling  flioots: 
So  the  flirong  field  faall  to  the  reaper's  hand 
Produce  a  plenteous  crop  of  waving  wheat. 

But  blefl  with  eafe,  in  plenty  fhall  he  live, 
Whom  Heav'n's  kind  hand,  indulgent  to  his  wilbj 
Hath  plac'd  upon  a  loamy  foil.     He  views 
All  products  of  the  teeming  earth  arife 
In  plenteous  crops,  nor  fcarce  the  needful  aid 
Of  culture  deigns  to  afk.     Him,  nor  the  fears 
Of  fcorcking  heat,  nor  deluges  of  rain 
Alarm.     His  kindly  fields  fuftain  all  change 
Of  feafons,  and  fupport  a  healthy  feed. 
In  vio-our  through  the  perils  of  the  year. 

But   new    Improvemets    curious   wooldfl  thou 
learn. 
Hear  then  the  lore  of  fair  Berkeria's  *  fon, 


*    The  hie  Mr.  TuH,  cf  Shalborne  in  Berljhire,  in 

his  Horfi-ha-no  Hujlandry  ;  or,  an  EJfdy  en  th:  Prin 
i!i)les  of  yeg(t.:tion  and  ^iiHage. 
*  F  jiij 
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Whofe    precepts    drawn    from   fagc    upcricncc, 

claim 
Regfard.     The  pafture,  and  the  food  of  plants, 
J*irll  let  the  young  Apricolid  be  taught : 
Then  how  to  fow,  and  raiJe  the  enibijo  feeds 
Cf  every  different  fpecics,     Nitri;,  fire. 
Air,  water,  earth,  their  various  j'owcrs  combine 
In  vegetation  ;  but  the  genuine  food 
Of  every  plant  is  cartii :  hence  their  incrcafe, 
Their  ftrength  and  t'ul)ftance.    Nitre  firfb  prepares 
And  leparatcs  tiie  concreted  parts;  which  then, 
The  wat'ry  vehicle  alfuiues,  and  through 
Th'  afccnding  tubes,  impell'd  by  fiibtle  air, 
"Which  gives  it  motion,  and  that  motion  heat, 
I'he  fine  terrcflrial  aliment  conveys. 

Is  earth  the  food  of  plants  ?  their  paflure  then 
By  ceafelefs    tillage,  or  the  ufc  of  dung, 
Muib  or  ferment,  or  pulverize,  to  fit 
Por  due  reception  of  the  fibrous  roots: 
But  from  the  flrcams  of  ordure,  from  the  flench 
Of  putrcfacflion,  from  ftercorcous  fumes 
Of  rottenncfs  and  filth,  can  fweetnels  Ipring  ? 
Or  grateful,  or  falubrious  food  to  man  ? 
As  well  might  virgin  innocence  prcferve 
Her  purity  from  taint,  amid  the  Hews. 
Defile  not  then  the  frclhnefs  of  thy  field 
With  dungs  polluting  touch  ;  but  let  the  plough. 
The  hoc,  the  harrow,  and  the  roller  lend 
Their  better  powers,  to  fru6tify  the  foil; 
Turn  it  to  catch  the  fun's  prolific  ray, 
Th'  enlivening  breath  of  air,  the  genial  dews, 
And  every  influence  of  indulgent  Heaven. 
*  Thefe  (hall  enrich  and  fertilize  the  glebe. 
And  toil's  unccafing  hand  full  well  fuppty 
'I'hc  dunghill's  fordid  and  extraneous  aid. 

Thus  taught  the   Shalbornc  fwain ;    who  firft 
with  Ikill  I 

I-cd  through  the  fields  the  many-couker'd  plough; 
"Who  firfl  his  feed  comniitteil  to  the  ground. 
.Shed  ironi  the  drill  by  flow  revolving  wheels, 
In  juft  proportion  and  in  evi  n  rows  ; 
J>';aving  'twixteach  a  fpacioiis  irUeival, 
To  introduce  with  cafe,  while  vf.t  the  grain 
Expanding  crown'd  the  intermediate  ridge. 
His  •  new  machine,  forni'd  to  exterminate 
The  weedy  race  (intruders  who  devour, 
But  nothing  pay),  to  pulverize  the  foil, 
Jinlaige  and  change  the  palhirc  of  the  roots, 
And  to  its  lall  perfeiSlion  rail'e  the  crop. 
He  taught,  alas!  but  pradtis'd  ill  the  lore 
Of  his  own  precepts.     Tell  diieafe,  or  lloth 
Kelax'd  the  hand  of  indudry  :   hi''  farm, 
His  own  philofophy  difgracing,  brought 
l)ifcredit  on  the  do(Hrines  he  enforc'd. 

Then  banilh  from  thy  fields  the  loiterer  flolh  ; 
Nor  lift<n  to  the  voice  of  thoughtlefs  cafe. 
Him  fordidnofs  and  penury  furround. 
Beneath  wiiofe  lazy  hand  the  farm  runs  wild  ; 
"Whofe  heart  nor  feels  the  joy  improvement  gives, 
!Nor  leaden  eye  the  beauties  that  arife 
!f  rom  labour  fees.     Accumulated  filth 
jipnoys  his  crowded  llcps;  even  at  his  door 
A  yellow  mucus  from  the  dunghill  ftands 
In  fqualid  pools ;  his  buildings  urircpair'd. 


*  The  kc:-plo:igk. 
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To  ruin  rulh  precijiitatc  ;  his  fields 
Diforder  govtins,  and  licentious  weeds 
Spring  up  unchcck'd  :    the  nettle  and  tlx  dock. 
Wormwood  and  thiftlcs,  in  their  feafon>.  rife. 
And  deadly  nightfhade  fpreads  his  poifon  lound. 
Ah  !  wretched  he  1  if  chance  his  wandering  child. 
By  hunger  prompted,  pluck  th'  alluring  fruit! 
iienumbing  Itiipor  creeps  upon  his  brain; 
WiKl  grinning  laughter  foon  to  ihisfuccccds; 
Str.ingc  madncf^  then,  and  death  in  hideous  form. 
Alyfterious  Providence  !  ah,  why  conccal'd 
In  luch  a  tempting  form,  (hould  jioifous  lurk ; 
Ah,  why  fo  mar  the  path  of  innocents, 
Should  Ipring  tiieir  bane  ?  But  thou  alone  art  wife. 

Thus  hath  the  faithful  mufc  his  lore  purfu'd, 
Who,  trulHng  to  the  ci;lturc  of  his  plough, 
Refiis'd  the  dunghill'said.     Vet  liilen  not 
To  doubtful  precepts,  with  implicit  fi»jth  ; 
Ilxperience  to  experience  oft  oppos'd, 
Leaves  truth  uncLrtain.     bee  what  various  crops. 
In  quick  fuccefiion,  ciown  tlicgarden'd  fields 
On  I'hames'  prolific  bank.     On  culture's  hand 
Alone,  do  thefe  Horticuiifts  rely  ? 
Or  do  they  owe  to  London's  rich  manure 
Thole  products  wliich  its  crov.-ded  markets  fill  ? 
Both  lend  their  aid  :   and  both  with  ajt  improv'J, 
Havefpread  the  glory  of  their  garden's  wide, 
A  theme  of  wonder  to  the  diftant  fwain.         [cr'd 
Hence  the  piazza'd  *  fquare,  where  erfl,  emuow- 
In  folenui  floth,  good  Martin's  lazy  monks 
Drun'd  out  their  uielefs  lives  in  pamper'd  cafe  ; 
Now  boafis,  from  induftry's  rough  hand  fupply'd, 
Earii  various  efculent  the  teeming  earth 
In  every  changing  fcafon  can  jiroduce. 

Join  then  with  culture  the  prulific  llrength 
Of  fuch  manure  as  bell  inclines  to  aid 
Thy  failing  glebe.     1-et  oily  marl  impart 
Its  uiivSuous  moiflure,  or  the  c-umbling  f  tan 
Its  glowing  heat.     Nor  from  the  gazing  herds. 
Nor  brifliy  fwinc  obfecne,  dildain  to  heap 
Th^ir  cooling  oidiirc.     Nor  tlie  warmer  dungs 
Of  fiery  )>i^i.o:is,  of  the  llablcd  horie. 
Or  fiudcd  llo.k,  neglect.     J'rom  fprinkled  foot,  "| 

l'r<im  afiies  ftrcw'd  ar':und,  let  tlie  dam ji  foil  \ 

Their  nit'rous  fjlts  imbibe.     Scour  the  deep  ditch 
From  its  bl.ick  fediment ;  and  from  the  firect 
Its  trampled  luixtuies  rake.  Careen  Handing  pools, 
L^irge  lakes,  or  meadows  rank,  in  rotted  heaps 
(Jf  j  imripe  w  eeds,  afTcrd  a  cool  manure. 
From  ocean'.s  verge,  if  not  too  far  remov'd. 
Its  fiielly  fands  convey  a  warm  compofl, 
I'roni  land  and    wave   conimixt,    with    richneCe 

fraught : 
This  the  lour  glebe  fhall  fweetcn,  and  for  years, 
I'hrough  chilly  clay,  its  vigorous  heat  fhall  glow. 


*  Ciivint-Giyrrlcn,  itl.'i:h  h  notv  a  viartit  for 
greens,  roots,  Xsfi.  was  Jonaeily  a  garden  L:lu!igiii£ 
to  lie  mcnhs  of  St.  Martin's  coni/ent. 

■\  The  hark  of  oak,  after  it  lath  heen  vfed  by  ihe 
tonirer.  It  is  frcijiiently  made  ife  of  for  botledty 
particularly  for  raijmg  pine-apples  ;  and  is  called  by 
the  gardeners.  Tan. 

\  Jf'.uetds  lire  fuffircd  to  fand  ti.'l  they  ere  ripe 
hefre  tbas  are  made  iliis  life  </,  ibiir  feeds  -iii!^  fill 
tie  ground,    and  it  vill  lie  difjicult  to  git    tbem  »i4 
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Bui  if  nor  oily  marl,  nor  crumbling  tan, 
Kor  dung  of  cattle,  nor  the  trampled  Itreet, 
Nor  weed,  nor  ocean's  fand,  can  lend  its  aid  ; 
Then,  farmer,  raife  immediate  from  their  feeds. 
The  juicy  italks  of  largelv-fpreading  pulle, 
Beans,  buck-wheat,  i'purry,  or  the  climbing  vetch  ; 
Tht  fe  early  reapt   and  bur)  'd  in  the  foil, 
£nrich    the    parent    woihIj    from    wlience    they 

fprung. 
Or  fow  the  bulbous  turnip;  this  fhall  yield 
Sweet  pasture  to  the  flocks,  or  lowing  herds, 
And  well  prepare  thy  land  for  future  crops. 

Yet  not  alone  to  raife,  but  to  fecure 
Thy  produces  from  iuvafion,  and  divide 
For  various  ufe  th'  appropriated  fields, 
Difdain  not  thus  to  learn.     For  this,  the  floe, 
The  furze,  the  holly,  to  thy  hand  prefent 
Their  branches,  and  their  different  merits  boaft. 
J3ut  from  the  nurs'ry  then  with  care  fele<ft 
<.)uick  hawthorn  fetts,  well  rooted,  imooth,  and 

ftrait: 
Then  low  as  finks  thy  ditch  on  either  fide, 
Let  rife  in  height  the  Hoping  bank :   there  plant 
Thy  future  fence,  at  intervals  a  foot 
From  each  to  each,  in  beds  of  richeft  moid. 
Nor  ends  the  labour  here ;  but  to  defend 
Thy  infant  fhoots  from  depredation  deep, 
At  proper  diftai^ce  drive  ftiff  oaken  ftakts; 
Which,  interwove  with  boughs  and  flexile  twigs, 
Fruftrate  the  nibbling  flock,  or  bronzing  herd. 
Ilius,  if  from  weeds,  that  rob  them  ot  their  food. 
Or  choke,  by  covering  from  the  vital  air. 
The  hoe's  neat  culture  keep  thy  thickening  (hoots, 
Soon  fliall  they  rife,  and  to  thy  field  afibrd 
A  beauteous,  Itrong,  impenetrable  fence. 
The  linnet,  goldfinch,  nighiin^galc,  and  thruib, 
Here,  by  fecurity  invited,  build 
Their  little  nefis,  and  all  thy  labours  cheer 
With  melody  :  the  hand  of  lovely  May 
Here  Itrews  her  fweeteft  bloflbms  ;   and  if  mixt 
With  ftocks  of  knotted  crabs,  ingrafted  fruits. 
When  autumn  crowns  the  year,  iliall  fmile  around. 

But  from  low  fhrubs,  if  thy  ambition  rife 
To  cultivate  the  larger  tree.,  attend. 

From  feeds,  or  fuckers,  layers,  or  fetts,  arife 
Their  various  tribes;  for  now  exploded  Itands 
The  vulgar  fable  of  fpontaneous  birth. 
To  plant  or  animal.     He  then,  who,  pleas'd, 
In  fancy's  eye  beholds  his  future  race 
Rejoicing  in  the  fhades  their  grandfire  gave; 
Or  he  whofe  patriot  views  extend  to  raife, 
in  diftant  ages,  Britain's  naval  power  ; 
Muft  firft  prepare,  inclining  to  the  fouth, 
A  fiielter'dnurfery;  well  from  weads,  from  flirubs, 
Clear'd  by  the  previous  culture  of  the  plough, 
From  cattle  fenc'd,  and  every  peeling  tooth. 
Then  from  the  fummit  of  the  fairefl  tree 
His  feed  feledled  ripe,  and  fow'd  in  rills 
On  nature's  fruitful  lap  :   the  harrow's  care 
Indulgent  covers  from  keen  frofts  that  pierce. 
Or  vermin  who  devour.     The  wint'ry  months 
In  embryo  cloie  the  future  foreft  lies. 
And  waits  for  germination  :  but  in  fpring, 
When  their  green  heads  firft  rife  above  the  earth, 
And  alk  thy  foftering  hand;  then  to  their  roots 
The  light  foil  gently  move,  and  ftrew  around 
Pld  ieavfcs,  or  iiuei'd  ftravv,  to  fcreen  ^rgm  heat 


The  tender  infants.     Leave  not  t6  vile  weeds 
This  friendly  office  ,   whofe  falfe  kindncfs  chokeif 
Or  ttarves  the  nurlbngs  they  pretend  to  fliade. 

When    novv    four  funamers  have  beheld  their 
youth 
Attended  in  the  nurfery,  then.tranfplant, 
The;  foil,  prepar'd,  to  where  thy  future  grove 
Is  defiiii'd  to  uprear  its  leafy  liead. 
Avoid  the  error  of  impatience.     He 
V\'ho,  eager  to  enjoy  the  cooling  fhade 
His  hands  fnall  ra.fe,  removes  at  valt  expence 
Tall  trees;   with  envy  and  regrec  fhall  fee 
His  neighbour's  infant  plants  loon,  foon  outftrip 
The  tardy  loiterers  of  his  dwindling  copfe. 

But  if  thy  emulation's  generous  i;ride 
Would  boall  the  largelt  timber  ttrait  and  ftrongl 
Thick  let  the  feedling  in  their  native  beds 
Stand  unremov'd  ;  fo  Ihall  each  lateral  branch, 
Obltrudted,  fend  its  nourifliment  to  raife 
The    towering  Item :    and   they  whofe  vigorcua 

health 
Exalts  above  the  reft  their  lofty  heads, 
Afpiring  ftill,  fliall  fpread  their  powerful  arms. 
While  the  weak  puny  race,  obfcwr'd  below. 
Sickening,  die  oft',  and  leave  their  vi(ftors  room. 

Nor  fmall  the  praife  the  fliilful  planter  claims 
From  his  befriended  country.     Various  arts 
Borrow  from  him  materials.     The  foft  beech. 
And  clole-grain'd  box,  employ  the  turner's  wheel, 
And  with  a  thoufand  implements  fupply 
Mechanic  Ikill.      iheir  beauteous  veins  the  yevr 
And  phyllerea  lend,  to  furface  o'er 
1  he  cabinet.     Smooth  linden  belt  obeys 
The  carver's  chiflTr^l ;    beft  his  curious  work 
Difplays  in  all  its  niceft  touches.     Birch — 
Ah,  why  fliould  birch  fupply  the  chair  !'  fince  oft 
Its  cruel  twigs  compel  the  fmarting  youth 
To  dread  the  hateful  feat.     Tough-bending  afli 
Gives  to  the  humble  fvvain  his  uleful  plough. 
And  for  the  peer  his  prouder  chariot  builds. 
To  weave  our  baflvets  the  foft  ofier  lends 
His  pliant  twigs:  Staves  that  nor  flirtnk  nor  fwell^ 
The  cooper's  clofe-wrought  cafli  to  chefnut  owes. 
The  fweet-leav'd  walnut's  undulated  grain, 
Poiifli'd  with  care,  adds  to  the  v/orkman's  art 
Its  varying  beauties.     The  tall  towering  elm, 
Scoop'd  into  hollow  tubes,  in  fecret  ftreams 
Conveys  for  many  a  mile  the  limpid  wave; 
Or  from  its  height  when  humbled  to  the  ground, 
Conveys  the  pride  of  mortal  man  to  duft. 
And  lait  the  oak,  king  of  Britannia's  woods. 
And  guardian  of  her  ifle  I  whofe  fons  robuft. 
The  beft  fupporters  of  incumbent  weight, 
Their  beams  and  pillars  to  the  builder  give, 
Of  Urength  immenfe  :  or  in  the  bounding  deep 
The  loofe  foundations  lay  of  floating  walls, 
Impregnably  fecure.     But  funk,  but  fallen 
From  all  your  ancient  grandeur,  O  ye  groves  I 
Beneath  whofe  lofty  venerable  boughs 
The  druid  erft  his  folemn  rites  perform'd, 
And  taught  to  diftant  realms  his  facred  lore, 
Where  are  your  beauties  fled?  where  but  to  fervft" 
Your  thanklefs  country,  who  unbluftiing  fees 
Her  naked  forefts  longing  for  your  fliade. 

The  tafk,  the  glorious  taflc,  for  thee  remains^ 
O  prince  belov'd !  for  thee  more  nobly  born 
Than  for  thyfelf  alo;ie,  the  patriot  viotX 


c^ 
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Ytt  iinattemptrtl  waits.     O  let  not  pafs 

.'J  he  fair  occKlion  to  remotefl  time 

Thy  n:ime  with  praife,  with  honour  to  trar>fmit  I 

5o  (lull  thy  countiy"i  rifinjr  (Itet?,  to  tlicc 

Owe  t'litiirf  triumphs;   fo  her  naval  ttrcngth, 

Sup|,orlcil  frooj  within,  llnll  fix  thy  claim 

TooccHn'?  fovercignty  ;  and  to  thy  |;ort5, 

In  every  cliMiate  ol  the  peopled  earth. 

Bear  commerce  ;  learlci^,  urn  fifted,  fafe. 

Let  then  the  greit  ainbirion  fire  thy  breaft. 

For  this,  thy  native  hod  ;  replace  the  loft 

Inhabitants  o(  her  dciertcd  plains. 

Let  Thame  oi.re  more  on  Winuf.T's  lofty  hiils 

Survey  young  forcfts  plai.tcd  by  thy  hand. 

Let  fair  Sabriiiu's  flond  a;^ain  behuUI 

The  •  Siiamard's  terror  rile  ler.euM.    And  Trent, 

From  Shtrwuod'i  ample  plains,  with  pride  convey 

The  bulw  aiks  of  her  country  to  the  main. 

O  native  ih'.-rwoo,l  !  happy  were  thy  bard, 
Wight  thelc  his  rural  notes,  to  future  time 
Uoaft  of  tall  proves,  that,  nod;lirg  o'er  thy  plain, 
Rofe  to  their  tuntful  melody.     But,  all  1 
Beneath  the  leeble  elToris  ot  a  niufe 
Untuuir'd  by  the  lore  oi  Greece  or  Rome  ; 
A  rtrangf^r  to  the  fair  Cailaiiaii  I'pr  n^s 
■Whence  happier  poelb  iiil"piration  draw, 
Aiid  the  fweec  magic  (f  [.'erluafive  Ion;;, 
The  weak,  prcfumption,  the  fond  hope  expires. 
Yet  fure  foioe  facred  iinpulfc  ft;rs  ii.y  brtalt  L 
1  feel,  I  feel,  an  heavenly  guclt  wilhm  '. 
And  all-obeditiit  to  the  ruling  God, 
The  pleading  talk  which  he  inlpiics,  purfue. 

Arid  hence,  dildaining  low  and  trivul  things; 
^Vhy  lliould  I  tell  of  him  whole  obvious  ait, 
To  dram  the  low  dr'.mp  meadow,  floii.ng finks 
A  hollow  trench,  which  arch'd  at  half  its  depth, 
Cover'd  with  filtering  brulh-wood,  furze  or  broom, 
And  lurfac'd  o'er  with  earth;   in  fccret  llrearas 
Draws  its  colicclcd  moiflure  from  the  glebe? 
Or  wliy  of  him,  u  ho  o'er  his  faiidy  fields, 
Too  dry  to  bear  the  fun's  meridian  beam, 
Calls    from    the    neighbouring    hills    obfequious 

fprings, 
Which  led  in  winding  currents  through  the  mead, 
Cool  the  hot  foil,  refreili  the  thirfty  plain. 
While  wiiher'd  plants  reviving  fmile  around  ? 
JBut  fuig,  O  mufe  1  thi^-  fwain,  the  happy  fv/Kin, 
Whom  talle  and  nature  leading  o'er  his  fields, 
Conduifl  to  every  rural  beauty.     See  '. 
Before  his  foctlleps  winds  the  waving  wa!k, 
Here  getitly  riling,  there  Uefcending  flow 
'ii.rough  the  tall  giove,  or  near  the  water's  brink, 
Where  llowers  belprinkled  paint  theflielvinghank, 
And  weeping  willows  bend,  to  kifs  the  flrcam. 
Now  wandering  o'er  the  lawn  he  roves,  and  now 
Bene.^tli  the  hawthorn's  fecret  lliade  recline?: 
Where  pui  pie  violets  hang  thrir  bafliful  heads. 
Where  yellow  cow  flips,  and  the  blufluiig  pink. 
Their  mingled  fweets,  and  lovely  hues  combine, 
liere,    llielter'd    from  the  north,  his  ripening 

fruits 

*  The  officers  on  hearJ  the  Spanijhjleet,  in  i  588, 
calU-i  the  Imincihlc  Armada,  bud  it  in  their  01 - 
tiiTS,  if  they  fovld  not  fubduc  the  ijh-.iid,  at  leajl 
fo  dcflrr.y  the  forrjl  of  Dctiit,  iikicb  is  in  the  neigh- 
bour!}(.cd  of  the  nver  Severn. 


Diiplay  their  fwcct  temptations  from  the  wall. 
Or  from  the  gay  cfpalier:   while  btlow. 
His  various  cfculents,  from  glowing  beds, 
Give  the  fair  proniiic  of  delicious  fcalls. 

There  from  his  forming  hand  new  fcenes  arife. 
The  fair  creation  of  his  fancy'i  eye. 
Lo  '.  boiom'd  m  the  fole.-nn  ftiady  grove, 
Whofe  reverend  branches  wave  on  yonder  hill. 
He  views  the  mof'-grown  temple's  ruin'd  lower, 
Cover'd  with  creeping  ivy's  cluller'd  leaves} 
The  manlion  feemiiig  of  fome  rural  god. 
Whom  nature's  chorifters,  in  untaught  hymni 
Of  wild  yet  fweeteft  h,irmony,  adore. 
Fniin  the  bold  brow  of  that  alpiring  deep, 
V.'licre  hang  the  nibbling  tloilis,  and  view  below 
Their  downward  (liadows  in  tlie  grafTy  wave, 
Wli.it  pkaCiig  landfcapes  fpread  before  his  eye  '. 
Of  fcattev'd  villifges,  and  winding  flreams, 
And  meaduws  green,  and  woods,  a.id  diltant  fpircs. 
Seeming,  above  the  blue  horizon's  bound. 
To  prop  the  canopy  of  Heav'n.     Now  lolt 
Amid!t  a  glooming  wildcrnefs  cf  ihrubs, 
l"he  golden  orange,  arbutc  ever  green. 
The  early-hlooining  almond,  feathery  pine. 
Fair  *  opulus,  to  fprinj,  to  autumn  dear. 
And  the  fwcet  fliades  of  varying  verdure,  caught 
(•'rom  foft  Acacia's  gently-waving  branch, 
Heedlcls  he  wanders  :  while  the  grateful  fccnts 
Of  fweet-briar,  rofts,  honeyfucklcs  wild, 
Regale  the  fmell  ;   and  to  th'  enchanted  eye 
.Ml  zcreoiTs  purple,  lauruflii.us'  white, 
.Vn  I  pal-:  labnrnMiTi's  pendent  flowers  difplay 
riieir  liirlereni  beauties.     O'er  the  fmooih-flior» 

H;»  liTigcr.ng  footdcps  leifurely  proceed. 

In  meditation  deep: — When,  hark  1  the  found 

Of  diftsiit  w.iter  fteals  upon  his  ear; 

And  fudden  opens  to  his  paufing  eye 

The  rapid  rough  ca!c:idc,  fro-n  the  rude  rock 

Down  dadiing  in  a  llream  of  lucid  foam  : 

Then  glides  away,  meandring  o'er  the  lawn, 

A  liquid  fuiface  ;  fliining  feen  alar, 

At  intervals,  beneath  the  fliadowy  trees; 

Till  loit  and  bury'd  in  the  diftant  grove. 

Wrapt  into  facred  lYiuling,  he  reclines 

Beneath  the  covert  of  enibowerirg  fliades; 

And.  painting  to  his  mind  the  bulfling  fcenes 

Of  pride  and  bold  ambition,  pities  kings. 

Genius  of  gardens  1   nature's  fairell  child  I 
Thou  who,  infpir'd  by  the  direcling  mind 
Of  He.iven,  did'lf  plan  the  fcenes  of  Paradife  1  i 

rhuu  at  whofe  bidding  role  th'  Hefpcrian  bowers 
Of  ancient  fame,  the  fair  .Aonian  mo'int, 
Caftalian  fprings,  and  all  th'  enchanting  groves 
Of  Tempe's  vale  :  O  where  haft  thou  been  hid  ? 
For  ages  where  hivr  ftray'd  thy  Iteps  unknown  ? 
Welcome  at  length,  thrice  welcome  to  the  rtiore 
Of  Britain's  beauteous  ifle  ;  where  verdant  plain*, 
Where  hills  and  dales,  and  woods  and  waters  join, 
To  aid  thy  pencil,  favour  thy  defign'. 
And  give  thy  varying  landfcapes  every  charm. 
Drive  then  f  Batavia's  monfters  from  our  fliades; 

*   The  grlder  rofe- 

\  The  ta/lefor  ftrait  lims,   regular  platforms, 
and  dipt  t>eei,'U.us  imparted  from  Holland  at  the 
Re -eolation. 
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Koi-  let  inihaliow'cl  fliears  profane  the  form, 

Which  Heaven's  own  hand, with  fyniinctry  liivinc, 

Hath  given  to  all  the  vegetable  tribes. 

BaiiUh  the  regular  dcl'onnity 

Of  plans  by  line  and  compals,  rules  abhorr'd 

In  nature's  free  plantations ;  and  reflore 

Its  pleafing  uildnefo  to  the  garden  walk  ; 

'i'he  calm  ferene  rcf  efs  of  thougluful  man, 

In  meditation's  filent  facred  hour. 

And  lo  ;   tlie  progrefs  of  thy  Heps  appears 
In  fair  improvements  featter'd  round  the  land, 
Earlieic  in  Chifv.-ick's  beauteous  model  ken  : 
There  thy  firll  favourite,  in  the  happy  ihade 
To  nature  introduc'd,  the  goddeis  wdo'u. 
And  in  IV.cct  rapture  there  enjoy'd  her  charms. 
In  Riclimond's  venerable  woods  and  wilds, 
The  calm  retreat,  where  weary'd  majetly, 
Unbendijig  from  his  cares  for  Britain's  peace, 
-Steals  A  few  moments  to  indulge  his  own. 
On    Oatland's    brow,    where    grandeur    fits    en- 

thron'd, 
Smiling  on  beauty.     In  the  lovely  vale 
Of  Efhcr,  where  the  Mole  glides  iituj.ering,  loth 
To  leave  fuch  fcenes  of  fweet  fimplicity. 
In  ■*  Woburns  ornamented  fields,  where  gay 
Variety,  where  mingled  lights  and  ihades. 
Where  lawns  and  groves,  and  opcnhig  profpecfhs 

break, 
With  fYvfeet  furprife,  upon  the  wandering  eye. 
On  Hagley's  hills,  irregular  and  wild. 
Where  through  romantic  fcenes  of  hanging  woods, 
And  vallies  green,  and  rocks,  and  hollow  dales, 
"While  echo  talks,  and  nymplis  and  dryads  }ilay, 
Thou  rov'ft  enamour'd  ;  leading  by  the  hand 
Its  Kiaftcr,  who,  nirpir'd  with  all  thy  art. 
Adds  beauties  to  v/hat  nature  plann'd  fo  fair. 

Hail  fweet  retirement !  Wifdom's  peaceful  feat! 
Where  lifted  from  the  crowd,  and  calmly  plac'd 
Beyond  the  deafening  roar  of  human  fcrife, 
Th'  f  Athenian  fage  his  happy  foi'.owers  taught, 
'I'hat  pLafare  fprung  from  virtue.    Gracious  Hea- 
ven ! 
How  worthy  thy  divine  beneficence. 
This  fair  eflablilh'd  truth  !  ye  blifsful  bowers, 
Ye  vocal  groves  whofc  echoes  caught  his  lore, 

0  a^.ight  i   hear,   through  time's  long  tracl  con- 

vey'd. 
The  moral  IcfTons  taught  beneath  your  fliades! 
And  lo,  tranfportcd  to  the  facred  fcene'!, 
Such  tlte  divine  enchantment  of  the  nnife, 

1  fee  the  fage  ;  I  hear,  I  hear  his  voice. 

"  1  he  end  of  life  is  happinefs  ;  the  means 

*'  That  end  to  j^ain,  fair  virtue  gives  alone, 

"  From  the  vain  phantoms  or  delufive  fear, 

"  Or  ftrong  defire's  intemp'rance,  fpring  the  woes 

"  Which  human  life  embitter.     Oh,  my  fons, 

",  From  error's  darkening  clouds,  from  i^rcuiidlefs 

"  fear 
«'  Enfeebling  all  her  powers,  with  early  (kill, 
•«   Clear  the  bev/ilder'd  mind.     Let  fortitude 
«'  Effablifti  in  your  breads  her  fledfaft  throne; 
"  So  111  all  the  flings  of  evil  fix  no  wound  ; 
•'  Nor  dread  of  poverty,  nor  pain,  nor  grisf, 

*  Mr.  Soutbccts's. 

f  Epicurus,  ivbo,  on  account  of  teaching  in  his  gar- 
den,'.vas  called  the  Gartft-n  PLitofopher;  and  hij  difdfks 
'ttc  Philofopkers  cf  the  Garden, 
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"  Nor  life's  (JifafLers,  nor  the  fe:;r  of  death, 

"   Shake  the  jull  purpole  of  your  Heady  foula. 

"  The  golden  curb  of  temji'rance  next  prepare* 

"  To  rein  th'  impetuous  fallies  of  defire. 

"  He  who  the  kindling  fparks  of  anger  checks, 

■'  Shall  ne'er  with  fruitlefs  tears  in  vain  lament 

■'   Its  Iktmc's  deilruiilive  rage.    Who  from  the  vale 

"  Ambition's  dangerous  pinnacle  furveys  ; 

"  Safe  from  the  blail  which  Ihakcs  dic  towering 

«  pile, 
"  Enjoys  fccure  repofe,  nor  dreads  the  fiorm 
"  When  puhlie  clamours  rife.    Who  cautious  turnft 
"  From  lewd  temptation  fmiling  in  the  eye 
"   Of  wantonnefs  hath  burft  the  golden  bands 
"  Of  future  anguilh;  hath  redeem'd  hi«  frame 
"   From  early  feeblenefs,  and  dire  difeafe. 
"    Who  let  the  griping  hand  of  av'rice  pinch 
"  'I'o  narrow  felfiflmefs  the  focial  heart ; 
"  Excludes  fair  fricndlhip,  charity,  and  love, 
"   From  their  divine  exertions  in  his  breull:. 
"  And  fee,  my  friends,  this  garden's  little  bound, 
"   So  fmali  the  wants  of  nature,  well  fupplics 
"  Our  board  v/ith  plenty ;  roots,  or  wholefome 

"  puife,  [flream 

"  Or  herbs,   or  flavonr'd  fruits:    and  from  the 
''  The  l-.and  of  moderation  fills  a  cnp, 
"  'lo  third  delicious.     Hence  nor  fevers  rife, 
"  Nor  furfeits,  nor  the  boiling  blood,  infiam'd 
"   With  turbid  violence,  the  veins  dijlends. 
'■   Hear  then,  and  weigh  the  moment  of  my  words* 
"  Vv'ho  thus  the  fenfual  appetites  reftrain, 
"  Enjny  the  *  heavenly  Venus  of  thefe  fhades, 
"   Cck-lfial  pleafure  ;  tranqidl  and  fccure, 
■'  From  pain,  difeufe,  and  anxious  troubles  free. 

CANTO  IIL 

THE    ARCaMENT, 

Of  hay-makin^f.  X  method  of  preferving  hay  froni 
being  rnow-burnt,  or  taking  fire.  Of  h-arveft, 
and  the  harveft-homc.  The  praifes  of  England 
with  regard  to  its  various  produ<5ls.  Apples. 
Hops.  Hemp.  Flax.  Coals.  FuUcr's-earth. 
Stone.  Lead.  'Fin.  Iron.  Dyer's  herbs.  Ef- 
ciuents.  Medicinals.  'Franfitions  from  the  cul- 
tivation ol  the  earth  to  the  care  of  fhccp,  cattle, 
and  horfes.  Of  feeding  flieep.  Of  their  dif- 
eafci,  .'iheep-fhearino--  Of  improving  the 
breed.  Of  the  dairy  and  its  produ6ts.  Of 
horfes.  I'he  draught-horfc — road-horfe — hun- 
ter— race-horfe — and  war-horfe.  Concluding 
with  an  addrefs  to  the  Prince  to  prefer  the  art* 
of  peace  to  thofe  of  war. 

Wnji.E  thus  at  eafe,  beneath  cmbclllfii'd  Hiades, 
We  love  delighted;  lo  !  the  ripening  mead 
Ca!h  forth  the  labouring  hinds,    in  flanting  rows. 
With  ftill-approaching  Itep,  and  levcU'd  ftroke 
The  early  mower,  bending  o'er  his  fcythe, 
J^ays  low  the  llender  grafs;  emblem  of  man. 
Falling  beneath  the  ruthiefs  hand  of  time. 
Then  follows  blithe,  equipt  with  fork  and  rake. 
In  light  array,  the  train  of  nymphs  and  fwains. 
Wide  o'er  the  field,  their  labour  fceming  fport, 

*  He  placed  in  his  garden  ci  Jlctiie  of  ihe  P'entJs 
Ci'le/lii,  ivhlcb  probably  he  mi^bt  intend Jhoulii  be  /jfi" 
butical  if  his  dtt^iri.-i. 
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They  tofs  the  withering  herbage.     J.tght  it  flios. 
Borne  on  the  wing;«  ol  zcpliyr;  whofc  foft  pale, 
!Now  while  th*  afctmliiig  lun'i  brif;ht  beam  exhales 
Thceratcful  fvveetnefs  of  the  new-mown  hay, 
Ereathinp  rcftcflinicnt,  f.ins  tl>c  toiling  Twain. 
And  foon,  the  jocund  dale  and  echoing  hill 
Refound  with  merriment.     The  fimple  jeft, 
'I'he  village  tale  of  fcandal,  and  the  taimts 
Of  nidc  unpolifh'd  wit,  raife  fudder  burlU 
Of  laughter  frmn  beneath  the  fijieading  oak. 
Where  thrown  at  cafe,  and  ftelter'd  from  the  fun. 
The  plain  »epaft  and  wholefome  bev'rage  cheer 
Their  fpirits.     Light  as  air  they  fpring,  rencw'd, 
To  fecial  labour :   foon  the  ponderous  wain 
Moves  (lowly  onwards  with  its  fragrant  load, 
And  fwells  the  barn  capacious  :   or,  to  crown 
'I'hcir  toil,  large  tapering  pyramids  they  build, 
The  magazines  of  plenty,  to  cnfurc 
I'roni  winter's  want  the  flocks,  and  lowing  hcr(is. 

But  do  the  threai'ning  clouds  precipitate 
7"hy  work,  and  hurry  to  the  field  thy  team, 
Ire  tlie  fun's  heat,  or  pt  nctrathig  wind. 
Hath  drawn  its  moillure  from  the  fuding  grafs .' 
Or  hatli  the  bnrltii.g  fhower  thy  labours  drench'd 
With  fiidden  inundation  ?  Ah,  with  care 
Accumulate  thy  load,  or  in  the  mow. 
Or  on  the  rifing  rick.     The  fmother'd  damps. 
Fermenting,  giowwitliin;  ?.nd  latent  fparks 
At  length  engender'd,  kindle  by  degrees. 
Till,  wide  and  wider  fprcading,  they  admit 
I'he  fatal  bla[>,  which  inftantly  confumcs, 
In  flames  rcliftlefs,  thy  collcdled  Acre. 
This  dire  difafter  to  avoid,  prepare 
A  hollow  bafket,  or  the  concave  round 
Of  feme  capacious  veiTe!  ;  to  its  fides 
Affix  a  triple  cord :  then  let  tlie  fwains, 
Pi. 11  in  the  centre  of  thy  purpos'd  heap, 
riacc  the  obtrufive  barrier;  raifing  ftill 
As  they  advance,  by  its  united  bands, 
The  wide  machine.     'J'hiis  leaving  in  the  midft 
An  empty  fpace  the  cooling  air  draws  in, 
And  from  the  flame,  or  from  ofrenfivc  taints 
Pernicious  to  thy  cattle,  faves  their  food. 

And  now  the  ruler  of  the  golden  day, 
Fiom  tile  fierce  I. ion  glows  with  heat  intcnfc; 
"X^'hilc  Ceres  in  the  ripening  field  looks  dow  n 
In  fmiles  benign.     Now  with  cnraptur'd  eye. 
The  end  of  all  his  toil,  and  its  reward. 
The  farmer  views.     Ah,  gracious  Heaven  !  at- 
tend 
His  fervent  prayer  :  rcflrain  the  tcmpeR's  rage. 
The  dreadful  hliglit  dilarm  ;  nor  in  one  bialt 
I'he  prcdu<5ts  of  tli<;  labouring  year  dcAroy  ! 
Yet  vain  is  Heaven's  indulgence  ;  for  when  now 
Id  ready  ranks  th'  impatient  reapers  fland, 
Arm'd  with  the  fcythe  or  fickle  ; — echoes  fhrill 
Of  winding  horns,  the  fhouts  and  haliowings  loud 
Of  huntlmen,  and  the  cry  of  opening  hounds, 
]'l(iat  in  the  gale  melodious,  but  invade 
His  frighted  lenfe  .with  dread.  Near  and  more  near 
'J'h'  unwelcome  foimds  approach ;  and  fudden  o'er 
His  fence  the  tall  f^ag  bounds:  in  dole  purfuit 
1  he  hunter  train,  on  many  a  noble  Heed, 
Undaunted  follow  ;  while  the  eager  pack 
Turfl  uiirefifled  thiough  the  yieldii;g  hedge. 
In  VD'P,  unheard,  thi'  wretched  hind  exclaims: 
The  ruin  of  his  crop  iri  vain  laments  : 
T/caf  to  his  cries,  ihcy  tiavcrfc  :hc  ripe  fieU 


In  cruel  exultation  ;  trampling  down 
Beneath  their  feet,  in  one  fhort  moment's  fport. 
The  peace,  the  comfort  of  his  future  year. 
Unfeeling  wealth  !  ah,  when  wilt  thou  forbear 
'l"hy  infults,  thy  iniullicc  to  the  poor  .' 
When  tafte  the  blil»  ol  nurfing  in  thy  brcaft 
The  fwtct  fenfations  of  humanity  ? 

.Ycr  all  are  not  dc(^roycr8  :   fome  unfpoil'd 
By  tortune,  ftill  prc!erve  a  feeling  heart. 
And  fee  the  yellow  fields,  with  labour  rs  fprcad, 
Refign  their  treafures  to  the  reaper's  hand. 
Here  Aar.ds  in  comely  order  on  the  plain. 
And  cluUcr'd  (hcafs,  the  king  of  golden  corn, 
Unbearded  wheat,  fuppor:  of  human  life  : 
There  rifes  in  round  heaps  the  nialtftcr's  hope, 
Cirain  which  the  rca))er's  care  folicits  bed 
Uy  tempting  jiromifes  of  jiotcnt  l)cer, 
'i'he  joy,  the  meed  of  thirft-creating  toil : 
■J'he  i>o<)r  man's  *  clammy  fare  the  fickle  reaps; 
'J  he  IK-ed's  light  provender  obeys  the  fey  the. 
Labour  and  mirth  united,  glow  beneath 
The  mid-day  fun  ;  the  laughing  hind<  rejoice: 
Their  mafter's  hcirt  i>  open'd,  and  his  eye 
Looks  \','ith  indulgence  on  the  gleaning  poor, 
At    length,'  adorii'd  witli   boughs   and   garlands 

gay, 
Nods  the  laft  load  along  the  Ihouting  field. 
Now  to  the  ("od  of  harveft  in  a  fong 
The  grateful  farmer  pays  accepted  thanks. 
With  joy  unfeign'd  :  while  to  his  ravifli'd  ear 
'I'he  gratulations  of  afliiling  fwains. 
Are  miific.     His  f  xuMiig  foul  expands: 
I  le  preffes  every  aiding  hand  ;  he  b.ds 
The  plcntjous  feaft,  beneath  fon.e  fpreading  tree, 
Load  the  large  board  ;  and  circulates  the  howl, 
The  cfipioiiUiOw  I,  unmealur'd,  imrellrain'd, 
A  free  libaiion  to  th'  immortal  g<ids, 
V\  ho  crown  with  plenty  the  prolific  foil. 

Hail,  favour'd  illand  !  happy  region,  hail! 
Whcfi"  ttmperatc  ficics,  mild  air,  and  genial  dews, 
J.nrich  the  fertile  glebe- ;  blcfling  thy  Ions 
With  various  ]'>rodu6!s,  to  the  life  of  man 
Imlulgent.     Thine  Pomona's  choiceft  gift, 
'i  lie  tuftefui  apple,  rich  with  racy  iuice. 
Theme  of  tliy  envy'd  fong,  .Silurian  bard; 
Affording  to  the  fwains,  m  fparkling  cups, 
Delicious  bev'rage.     'I'hinc,  on  Cantium's  hills. 
The  flow'ry  hop,  whole  tendrils  climbing  round 
The  tall  aipiring  pole,  bear  their  light  heads 
Aloft,  in  pendant  cluflcrs  ;  which  in  malt's 
fermenting  tuns  infus'd,  to  mellow  age 
Preferves  the  potent  draught.    'I'hine  to  the  plant, 
To  whole  tough  llringy  iialks  thy  num'rous  fleets 
Owe  their  llrong  cordage  :   with  her  filler  ftem, 
Her  fairer  fifler,  whence  Minerva'sf  tribe, 
T'  enfold  in  fofmefs  beauty's  lovely  linibs, 
Prefent  their  woven  texture  :  and  from  whence, 
A  fecond  birth,  grows  the  papyrean  \  leaf, 
A  tablet  firm,  on  which  the  painter  bard 

"*  Ji'Vt,  rf  iih'uh  is  tn^^Jt  a  tr.arfe  clammy  kinJ  tf 
bread y  vjcd  by  the  poorer  people  in  nutHy  parts  nj  £"^- 
l.ind,  en  account  of  i.'s  chcapneft. 

•j-    Miner-va  it  faid   to   have   iH<vciilcd  the   art    rf 

\  The  leaf  of  the  Egyptian  plart ,  ptipynis,  vas  an- 
ciently iifcd  Jor  itriting  upon  ;  /rem  'u-hencc  it  Jeriv-i 
thi  prifeut  natttC  oj  tir  K^ilerijl  caUcAl'.ipec. 
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Pelineates  thought,  and  to  the  wondering  eye 
Embodies  vocal  air,  and  groups  the  found. 

With  various  bleflings  teems  thy  fruitful  womb. 
Lo  I  from  the  depth  of  many  a  yawning  mine, 
Thy  foflil  treafures  rife.     Thy  blazing  hc'arths, 
From  deep  fuiphureous  pits,  confunielefs  rtores 
Ot  fuel  boaft.     The  oil-imbil)ing  *  earth. 
The  fuller's  mill  affifting,  fafe  defies 
•  All  foreign  rivals  m  the  clothier's  art. 
The  builder's  ftone  thy  numerous  quarries  hide  ; 
"W^ith  lime,  its  clofe  concomitant.     The  hills, 
The  barren  hills  of  Derby's  wildeft  peak, 
In  lead  abound  ;  foft,  futile,  malleable  ; 
Whofe  ample  fheets  thy  venerable  domes. 
From  rough  inclement  ftorms  of  wind  and  rain, 
In  fafety  clothe.      Devona's  ancient  mines, 
Whole  treafures  temjited  firft  PhceniciaS  fons 
To  court  thy  commerce,  Hill  exhauftlefs,  yield 
The  valued  ore,  from  whence,  Britannia,  thou 
Thine  honour'd  f  name  deriv'it.  Nor  vvant'ft  thou 
Of  that  ail-ufeful  metal,  the  fupport  [(tore 

Of  ev'ry  art  mechanic.     Hence  arife 
In  Dean's  large  lorelt  numerous  glowing  kilns. 
The  rough  rude  ore  calcin-ng;  whence  convey'd 
To  the  fierce  furnace,  its  intenfer  heat 
Melts  the  hard  mafs ;  which  flows  an  iron  ftream, 
On  fandy  beds  below  :  and  itiftening  there, 
A  ponderous  lump,  but  to  the  hammer  tam'd, 
Takes  from  the  forge,  in  bars,  its  final  form. 

But  the  glad  raufe,  from  fubterranean  caves 
Emerging,  views  with  wonder  and  delight, 
What  numerous  products  ftill  remain  unfung. 
With  filh  abound  thy  ftreams*^  thy  Hieltering  woods 
To  fowl  give  friendly  covert ;  and  thy  plains 
The  cloven-footed  race,  in  various  herds, 
Range  undifturb'd.     Fair  Flora's  fweeteft  buds 
Blow  on  thy  beauteous  bofom ;  and  her  fruits 
Pomona  pours  in  plenty  on  thy  lap. 

Thou  to  the  dyer's  tinging  cauldron  giv'ft 
The  yellow-ftaining  weed,  J  luteola  ; 
The  jl  glaftum  brown,  with  which  thy  naked  fons 
In  ancient  time  their  hardy  limbs  diftaiii'd  ; 
Nor  the  rich  §  rubia  does  thine  hand  withhold. 

*  Fuller's  earth  is  found  in  no  other  counfry ;  and 
(ts  it  is  offogreata  vfe  in  the  manufaEiurin^  of  cloth, 
the  exportarion  of  it  is  prohibited.  Dr.  Woodward 
fays  this  foffil  is  of  more  value  to  England  than 
the  mines  of  Peru  nvould  he. 

t  The  learned  antiquary,  Bochart,  is  of  opinion, 
that  the  Fhvenicians,  coming  to  buy  tin  in  the  Ifland 
«f  Albion, game  it  the  ?iame  of  Barat-Atiac,  that  is, 
the  Land  or  country  of  Tin  ;  luhich  being  foftened 
iy  the  Greeks  into  Britannia,  luas  adopted  by  the 
Romans.  This  etymology  feems  to  be  confirmed  by 
the  Grecians  calling  the  ijles  of  Sicily,  Caffiterides, 
ivhichfignifies  in  Greek,  the  fame  as  Barat-Atiac 
in  Phceniciun.  Rapin. 

I  Weld,  commonly  called  Dyer's  Wood. 

II  Wuad. 

§  Madder,  which  is  ufed  by  the  dyers  for  making 
the  mof  folid  and  richejt  red ;  atidas  Mortitner  ob- 
ferves,  was  thought fo  valuaole  in  King  Charles  the 
Fuji's  time,  that  it  luas^iade  a  patent  commodity. 
But  the  cultivation  of  it  hath  f  nee  beenfoflrange- 
ly  negUBed,  that  we  now  purchafe from  the  Dutch 
ehc  greateft^ait  of  -vbat  we  if",  to  the  amount 
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Grateful  and  falurtary  fprlng  the  plants 
Which  crown  thy  numerous  gardens,  and  invite 
To  health  and  temperance,  in  the  fimple  meal, 
Unftain'd  with  murder,  undefil'd  with  blood, 
Unpoifon'd  with  rich  fauces,  to  provoke 
Th'  unwilling  afipctite  to  gluttony. 
For  this,  the  bulbous  efculents  their  roots 
With  fweetnefs  fill;   for  this,  with  cooling  juice 
The  green   herb  fpreads  its  leaves;   and  opening 

buds, 
And  flowers  and  feeds,  with  various  flavours  tempt 
Th'  enfanguin'd  palate  from  its  lavage  feaft. 

Nor  hath  the  god  of  phylic  and  of  day 
Forgot  to  (hed  kind  influence  on  thy  plants 
Medicinal.     Lo  1  from  his  beaming  rays 
Their  various  energies  to  every  herb 
Imparted  flow.     He  the  falubrious  leaf 
Of  cordial  fage,  the  purple-flowering  head 
Of  fragrant  lavendar,  enlivening  mint, 
Valerian's  fetid  fmell,  endows  benign 
With  their  cephalic  virtues.     He  the  root 
Of  broad  angelica,  and  tufted  flower 
j  Of  creeping  chamomile,  impregnates  deep 
With  powers  carminative.     In  every  brake 
WoriMwood  and  centaury,  their  bitter  juice, 
I'o  aid  digeftion's  fickly  powers,  refine. 
The  fmooth  *  althrea  its  balfamic  wave 
Indulgent  pours.     Eryngo's  ftrengthening  root 
Surrounds  thy  fea-girt  ille,  reftorative, 
Fair  queen  of  love,  to  thy  enfeebled  fons. 
t  Hypericum,  beneath  each  Ihelt'ring  bulh. 
Its  healing  virtue  niodeftly  conceals. 
Thy  friendly  foil  to  liquorice  imparts 
Its  dulcet  moifture,  whence  the  labouring  lungs 
.Of  planting  afthma  find  a  lure  relief. 
The  fcarlet  poppy,  on  thy  painted  fields. 
Bows  his  fomniferous  head,  inviting  fooii 
To  peaceful  flumber  the  diforder'd  mind. 
Lo,  from  the  baum's  exhilarating  leaf, 
The  moping  fiend,  black  melancholy,  flies; 
And  burning  febris,  with  its  lenient  flood 
Cools  her  hot  entrails  ;  or  embathes  her  limbs 
In  fr.dorific  ftreams,  that  cleanll^ig  flow        [boaft 
From  faflion's  friendly  fpring.     Thou  too  can'ft 
The  \  bleffed  thiltle,  whofe  rejeiflive  power 
Relieves  the  loaded  vifcera  ;  and  to  thee 
The  rofe,  the  violet  their  emolient  leaves 
On  every  bulh,  on  every  bank,  difplay. 

Thefe  are  thy  produtls,  fair  Britannia,  thefe 
The  copious  blelfings,  which  thy  envy'd  fons 
Divided  and  diilinguifh'd  from  the  world. 
Secure  and  free,  beneath  jutl  laws,  enjoy. 
Nor  dread  the  ravage  of  deftrudlive  war; 
Nor  black  contagion's  peftilential  breath  ; 
Nor   rending   earth's   convuluons, — fields,  flocks, 

towns, 
Swallow'd  abrupt,  in  ruin's  frightful  jaws; 
Nor  worfe,  far  worle  than  all,  the  iron  hand 
Of  lawlefs  power,  ftretch'd  o'er  precarious  wealth, 

as  Mr.  Millar,  in  his  Gardener^ s  DiSiionary ,  fay y 
he  hath  been  informed.,  of  near  thirty  thoufand 
pounds  a-year. 

*   Marjh-mallows. 

\  St.  John's-  wort. 

I  Car  duns,  called  hvphvfical  writers,  CarAuus 
Bcned:(i,::;, 
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L;iiiJ»,  liberty,  and  life,  the  wanton  prey 
Of  its  eiinnn:  ui,  unrclifuil  j;fi|'C. 

Uut  tui  tlitr  ni>w  in  veyctatioirs  patln,      ['  rop^, 
Tliroujjli  tiillur'd   ficltlb,  :ind   woods,  and  wnviug 
The  WKsry'd  mud-  torljc-.trs  tii  wind  Iit  wall;. 
To  flocks  and  licixis  In  r  luiiirc  drains  hipirc, 
And  let  the  li'.lcninj^  >iind»  mnruiflcil  htur 
Tlie  clolinp;  prcccpti  ol  lier  labuiu'd  lung. 

Lo !  on  the  ullic-r  tide  yun  naming  hill. 
Beneath  a  fprcadinj^  o:ik'>  broad  foliage,  fits 
'I'he  Ihopherd  Iwam,  and  i)at;ciit  by  his  fide 
His  watchful  ilo^;  wliile  round  the  iiibl)ling  flocks 
Spread  their  while  flet-cts  o'er  rlie  vprdant  ilope, 
A  landfcape  plcafir.g  to  llie  painteiN  eye. 
Mark  liis  maternal  care.     '1  he  tender  race, 
Of  heat  in)patitnt,  as  of  pincliing  cold 
Afraid,  he  iluit^s  from  tlie  rifinjj  fun, 
33i.'neath  the  niomitain's  wcllL-rn  lidt- ;   and  v.-licn 
The  evening  beam  flioots  calhvard,  turninp;  fecks 
'J'ii'   altf-rnatc  umbrage.      Kow   to  tlie   Iwccteft 

food 
Of  fallow  fields  he  leads,  ar.d  nij;Iitly  folds, 
T'  enrich  th'  expanded  foil  :  dct'enJiiig  fafe    [fox. 
From  miird'rous  thieves,  and  from   the   prowling 
Their  helplefs  innocence.'    His  ikilful  evn 
Studious  explores  the  latent  ills  which  prey 
Upon  the  bleating  nation.     The  foul  mange 
Infcilicus,  their  impatient  foot,  by  oft 
Repeated  fcratchings,  will  betray.     This  calls 
For  his  immediate  aid,  the  fpreading  taint 
To  flop.     '^I'nbacco,  in  the  briny  wave 
Infr.s'd,  affords  a  wafli  of  fovertign  ufe 
To  heal  the  dire  difeafe.     The  wriegling  tail 
•Sure  indication  gives,  that,  bred  beneath. 
Devouring  vermin  lurk  :   tlicfe,  or  v.-i;h  dull 
Or  deadend  lime  befprinklcd  thick,  f.ill  otf 
In  fmothered  crowds.     Dii'eafes  numerous 
AfTault  the  harinlefs  race  :  but  the  chief  fiend 
Which  taints  with  rottcnnefs  their  inward  iVame, 
And  fweeps  them  from  the  plain  in  putrid  heaps, 
A  nuifance  to  the  fnicU.     Thi<,  this  demands 
His  watrhful  care.     If  he  perceives  the  tiecce 
In  pattlu-s  loft;  if  thedcjeJIed  eye 
Look?  pale  and  languid  ;  if  the  roly  g'ims 
Change  to  a  yellow  foulnefs  ;  and   the  bicath, 
Panting  and  fliort,  emits  a  fi'.k'.y  frcr.ch  ; 
Warn'd  by  the  fatal  fymiMoms,  he  removes 
To  rifmg  grounds  and  dry,  the  tainted  (lock; 
Thp  heft  expedient  to  rcOorc  that  health 
Which  the  lull  pafture,  or  the  low  damp  moor 
Lndanger'd.     But  if  bare  and  barren  hills, 
Or  dry  and  faiidy  phins,  too  far  remov'd, 
Deny  their  aid  :  he  fpeedily  prepares 
Rue's  bitter  juice,  with  brine  and  brimftnnc  mix'd, 
,A  powerful  remedy  j  which  from  an  horn 
Injecfled,  ftops  the  dangerous  nialatiy. 

Refulgent  fummer  now  his  hot  domain 
Hath  carric-d  to  the  tropic,  and  begins 
His  backward  journey.     Now  beneath  the  fun 
Mellowing  their  fleeces  for  th'  in-;pcr,ding  (hears. 
The  woolly  pcojilc  in  full  clothing  fvvcat : 
"When  the  foiooth  c\iririit  of  a  limpid  brook 
The  fhephtrd  fecks,  and  plunging  in  its  waves 
The  frighted  innocents,  their  whitening  robes 
In  the  clear  ftrtain  grow  pure-     Emerging  hence, 
©11  litter'd  llraw  the  bleating  flocks  reciiae 


Till  gloving  hea"  Hialldry.  and  breathing (fett-1 
Perf  iir:nij  fuft,  again  through  all  the  tleecc 
Ditfufe  their  oily  tatnefs.     Then  the  fwuin 
Prt-piifei  th'  ela'.tic  lliears,  and  gently  down 
Thf  patient  creature  lays;  diveiting  tnon 
Its  li^hicn'il  limbs  of  their  encumbermg  load. 

O  more  than  mines  of  gold,  than  diamonds  far 
More  precioui,  more  impoitant  is  the  lleece  1 
'I'his,  this  the  (oliil  bale  on  which  the  fon» 
()(  commerce  buiid,  exalted  to  the  Iky,      [ijower  I 
Ihe   Itruclure    of  their   grandeur,    wealth,    and 
Hence  in  the  earliclt  childhood  of  her  Itate, 
Ere  yet  her  merchants  fpread  the  Britilh  fad, 
To  earih  defccnding  ifi  a  radiant  cloud, 
Britannia  feiz'd  th'  invalushlc  fpoil. 
To  oceans  verge  cx-alting  fwift  Ihe  flew  ; 
Thcie,  on  the  bofom  of  the  bounding  wave, 
R;^i^'u  on  her  ptarly  car,  fair  commerce  rode: 
Sublime,  the  godilcfsof  the  \^•2t'!y  world. 
On  every  coall,  and  every  clime  adoi'd. 
riigh  waving  in  her  hand  the  woolly  prize, 
Britannia  hail'd  and  bcckon'd  to  her  lliore 
I'he  power  benign.     Invited  by  the  fleece,  i 

From  wlitncc  her  penetrating  eyes  fnrefaw  I 

\'*'hat  mighty  honours  to  her  name  fliould  rife. 
She  beam'd  a  gracious  fmile.  'I'h' obedient  wind?, 
llein'd  by  her  hand,  condu(fted  to  the  beach 
Her  I'umptuous  car.     But  more  convenient  place 
The  mule  fliall  find,  to  fing  the  frier.dly  league. 
Which  here  commenc'd,  to  time's  rcmoccft  age, 
Shail  bear  the  glory  of  the  Critiili  fail. 

Cauiious  and  fearful,  lome  in  early  fpring  i 

Recruit  their  flocks ;  as  then  the  wini'ry  Itorms    I 
Tiie  tender  frame  hath  prov'd.    But  he  uhofc  aim 
Ambitious  Ihould  alpirc  to  mend  the  breed. 
In  fruitful  autumn  liocks  the  bleating  iield 
With  buxom  ewes,  that,  to  their  loft  defircs 
Indulgent,  he  may  give  the  nobielt  rams. 
Yet  not  too  early  in  the  genial  fport 
Invite  the  modelt  ewe  j  let  MichacTs  fcaft 
Commemorate  the  deed  ;  left  the  cold  h^nd 
Of  winter  pinch  too  hard  the  new-ytan'd  lamW. 

How  nice,  how  delicate  appears  his  choice, 
When  fixing  on  the  fire  to  ra;f-   his  flok  1 
His  !b?.pe,  his  marks,  how  curious  he  furveysl 
His  body  l.^rge  and  deep,  hi.s  buttocks  broad 
Give  indication  of  internal  ftrength  ; 
Ue  (iiort  his  legs,  yet  active  ;  fmali  his  head  ; 
So  rball  Lucma's  p.iins  leis  pungent  prove. 
And  l;fs  the  hax.ard  of  the  tei  niiiig  ewe  '. 
Long  be  his  tail,  and  large  his  wuol-grown  ear; 
'I'hick,  (hinir.g.  white,  his  fleece  ;  hi^  hai:el  eyi; 
Large,  bold,  and  cheerful  ;  ana  his  horns,  il  lioras 
You  choofe,  not  Itrait,   but  curving   round   anil 

round 
On  cither  fide  his  he^d-     Thefe  the  fole  arms 
His  inoflcnf.ve  miidncfs  bears;   uot  made 
For  flicdding  blood,  nor  hoUilc  war  :   yet  ihcfe, 
When  love,  all-powcfful,  fwclls  bis  brcaft,  an«l 

pours 
Iiito  his  heart  new  courage,  thefe  he  aims, 
VVith  meditated  fury  at  his  foe. 

In  glowing  colours,  here  the  tetnpted  mufe 
M.g.'i:  paint  the  rulhingcoidlid,  when  proYok'd, 
1  he  rival  ^aDl^,  oppoling  front  to  troiU, 
SpiiDg  furih  wiiU  dcipeiate  aa^daeCs  to  ;l^e  fight. 
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But  as  deteri-'d  by  the  fupr r!or  bard, 
Whofe  fteps,  at  awful  diflance,  i  revere, 
Nor  dare  to  tread ;  fo  by  the  thundering  ftrife 
Of  his  majcfcic  fathers  of  the  herd, 
My  feebler  combatants  appall'd  retreat. 
At  Icifure  now,  O  let  me  once  again, 
Once,  ere  I  leave  the  cultivated  fields. 
My  favourite  Patty,  in  her  dairy's  pride, 
Revifit ;  and  the  generous  Reeds  which  grace 
The  pufluresof  her  iwaiii,  well-pleas'd,  farvey. 
The  lowing  kine,  fee,  at  their  'cufcom'd  hour, 
Wait  the  returning  pail.     The  rofy  maid, 
Crouching  beneath  their  fide,  in  copious  ftreams 
F.shauil  the  fwelling  udder.     Vefftjls  large 
And  broad,  by  the  fwct  hand  of  neatnefs  dean'd. 
Meanwhile,  in  decent  order  rang'd  appear. 
The   milky   treafurt,    flrain'd   through  filtering 

lawn, 
Intended  to  receive.    At  early  day, 
Sweet  flumher  ihaken  from  her  opening  lids. 
My  lovely  Patty  to  her  dairy  hies: 
There  from  the  furface  of  expanded  bowls 
She  ficims  the  floating  cream,  and  to  her  churn 
Comniits  the  rich  confillcnce  ;  nor  difdains, 
'I'hough  foi't  her  hand,  though  delicate  her  frame. 
To  urge  the  rural  toil;  fond  to  obtain 
I'he  country-houfewife's  humble  name  and  praifc. 
Continu'd  agitation  feparates  foon 
The  unctuous  particles  ;  with  gentler  flrokes, 
And  artful,  foon  they  coalefce  -.  at  length, 
Cool  v.-ater  pouring  from  the  limp.id  fp''ing 
Into  a  fmooth-glaz'd  vefl'el,  deep  and  wide. 
She  gathers  the  loofe  fragments  to  an  heap ; 
Which  in  the  cleaufing  wave  well  wrought,  and 

prefs'd 
To  one  confiftent  golden  mafs,  receives 
The  fprinkled  feafoning,  and  of  parts,  or  pounds, 
The  fair  imprcfiion,  the  neat  fnupe  allumes. 

Is  cheefc  her  care  .''    Warm  from  the  teat  fae 
pours 
The  milky  flood.    An  acid  juice  infus'd, 
From  the  dry'd  flomach  drawn  of  fuckling  calf, 
Coagulates  the  whole.     Immediate  now 
Her  I'prcading   hands  bear  down  the  gathering 

curd, 
Which  hard  and  harder  grows;    till,  clear  and 

thin. 
The  green  v/hey  rifes  feparate.    Happy  fwalas ! 
O  how  I  envy  ye  the  lulcious  draught, 
The  foft  falubrious  beverage  !  To  a  vat. 
The  fize  and  faf.iion  which  her  tafle  approves, 
She  bears  the  fnov.'-white  Jieaps,  her  future  chcefe; 
And  the  ftrong  prefs  eftablifhes  its  fom. 

But  nicer  cates,  her  dairy's  boafted  fare, 
The  jelly'd  cream,  or  cuflard,  daintieft  food, 
Or  cheefecake,  or  the  cooling  fyllubub. 
For  Thyrfis  fhe  prepares;  who  from  the  field 
Returning,  with  the  kifs  of  love  fmcere, 
Salutes  her  rofy  lip.    A  tender  lork. 
Meantime,  and  cheerful  fmiles,  his  welcome  fpeak: 
Down  to  their  frugal  board  contentment  fits, 
And  calls  it  feafling.    Prattling  infants  dear 
Engage  their  fond  regard,  and  clofer  tie 
The  band  of  nuptial  love.    They,  happy,  feel   • 
Each  other's  biifs,  and  both  in  different  fpheres 
Employ'd,  nor  feek  nor  wifh  that  cheating  chai'ni, 
Variety,  which  idlers  to  their  aid 
Call  in,  to  make  the  length  of  lazy  life 


Drag  on  lefs  heavily.    Domellif  cares, 
Her  children  and  her  dairy,  well  divide 
Th'  appropriated  hours,  and  duty  makes 
Employment  pleafurc.    He,  delighted,  gives 
Each  bufy  feafon  of  the  rolling  year, 
'I'o  raife,  to  feed,  t'  improve  the  generous  horfc, 
And  fit  for  various  ufc  his  flrength  of  fpccd. 
Dull,  patient,  heavy,  of  large  limbs  robuft. 
Whom  neither  beauty  marks,  nor  ipirits  fire  ; 
Him,  to  the  fervile  toil  of  dragging  flow 
The  burden'd  carriage  ;  or  to  drudge  beneath 
A  ponderous  load  impos'd,  his  jullice  dooins. 
Yet,  firaining  in  th'  enormous  cars  whicli  crov/d 
Thy  buftling  ilreets,  Augufia,  queen  cf  trade, 
Wiiat  noble  beafts  are  feen  ^  fwcating  bsncatii 
I'heir  toil,  and  trend)ling  at  the  driver's  whip, 
Urg'd  with  malicious  fury  on  th^,  parts 
Vi'here  feeling  lives  moftfcnlible  of  pain. 
Fell  tyrants,  hold  !  forbear  your  hell-born  rage! 
See  yr  not  every  finew,  every  nerve 
Stretch'd  even  to  buriling  ?    Villains !— but  the 

mufe 
Quick  from  the  favage  ruffians  turns  her  eye. 
Frowning  indignant.     Steeds  of  hardier  kind, 
And  cool  though  Ipritcly,  to  the  travell'd  road 
He  dcflines;  fure  of  foot,  of  llcady  pace. 
Active,  and  perfevering,  uncompcil'd, 
The  tedious  length  of  many  a  beaten  mile. 

But  not  alone  to  chefe  inferior  tribes 
Th'  ambitious  fwain  confines  his  generous  breed. 
Hark  !   in  his  fields,  when  now  the  diftant  founds 
Of  winding  horns,  and  dogs,  and  huntfmen's  Ihout, 
Awake  the  fenfe,  his  kindling  hunter  neighs  ; 
Quick  flart  his  ears  ercdl,  his  beating  heart 
Exults,  his  light  limbs  bound,  he  bears  aloft, 
Ra:s'd  by  tumultuous  joy,  his  toffing  head  ; 
And  all  impatient  lor  the  v.elhknown  fpart, 
L.er'.ps  the  tall  fence,  and  liftening  to  the  cry, 
Purfues  with  voluntary  fp':ed  the  cjiafe. 
See  !  o'er  the  plain  he  fweeps,  nor  hedge  nor  ditch 
ObflrucSs  his  eager  flight ;  nor  firaining  hills. 
Nor  headlong  fteeps  deter  the  vigorous  fteed  : 
Till  join'd  at  length,  allociate  of  the  fport. 
He  mingles  with  the  train,  fi;ops  as  they  Hop, 
Purfiies  as  they  puriue,  and  all  the  v/ild 
Enlivening  raptures  of  the  field  enjoys. 
Eafy  in  motion,  perfe6l  in  his  form, 
His  boaftcd  lineage  drawn  from  fleeds  cf  bloody 
He  the  fieet  courfer  too,  exultmg  firows, 
And  points  with  pride  his  beauties.     Neatly  fet 
His  lively  head,  and  glowing  in  his  eye 
True  fpirit  lives.     His  noftril  wide,  inhales 
Vv^ich  eafe  the  ambient  air.     His  body  firm 
And  round,  upright  his  joints,  his  horny  hoofs 
Small,  fiiining,  light ;  and  large  his  ample  reach. 
His  limbs,   though  flcuder,    brac'd  with  finewy 

flrengch. 
Declare  his  winged  fpecd.     His  temper  mild. 
Yet  high  his  mettled  heart.     Hence  in  the  race 
All  emulous,  he  hears  the  ciaftiing  wliips ; 
He  feels  the  animating  Ihouts ;  exerts 
With  eagernefs  his  utmofl  powers  ;  and  drains. 
And  fprings,  and  flics,  to  reach  the  deflin'd  goal. 

But,  lo  !  the  boaft,  t!ie  glory  of  his  flails, 
His  warrior  fleed  appears.    What  comely  pride, 
What  dignity,  v/hat  grace,  attend  on  all 
His  motions  ?  See  !  exulting  in  his  ftrength, 
I  He  paws  the  ground*mpatient.    On  his  brow 
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Courage  rnthfoned  fits,  and  animates 
His  feailcfs  eye.     He  bends  liis  arched  crcfl. 
His  mane  loofc-flnwinf;,  rufUes  in  the  wind, 
Clothing  his  cheft  v.  itii  Jury.      I'rouil,  lie  fnorfs, 
Champs  on  the  foanxing  bir,  and  prancing  high, 
Difdainful  fcemsto  trta  1  the  fordid  earth. 
Yet  hears  he  and  obeys  his  niaftcr's  voice, 
All  gentlcnefs  :  and  leels,  with  confcious  pride. 
His  dappled  neck  ctapp'd  with  a  cheering  hand. 
But  when  the  battle's  martial  foMr.ds  invade 
His  car,  when  drums  and  trum])ets  loud  proclaim 
The  rufhing  onfet ;  when  thick  fmokc,  when  fire 
Burils  thundering  from  tlie  cannon's  awful  mouth; 
Then  all  infpir'd  he  kindles  into  flame  ! 
Intrepid,  neighs  aloud  ;  and,  panting,  fecms 
Impatient  to  exprefs  his  fvvelling  joys 
Unutterable.     On  danger's  brink  he  flands. 
And  mocks  at  fear.    Th^n  fpringing  with  delight, 
Plunges  into  the  wild  confufion.    Terror  fiics 
Before  his  dreadful  front ;  and  in  his  rear 
De(lni(flion  marks  b.cr  bloody  progrels.    Such, 
Such  was  the  flcfd  thou,  Cumberland,  beftroJ'll, 
When  black  rebellion  fell  beneath  thy  hand, 
Rome  and  her  papal  tyranny  fubdu'd, 
On  great  Culloden's  memorable  field. 
Such  thine,  unconqucr'd  Marlborough,  when  the 

throne 
Of  Lewis  totter'd,  and  thy  glittering  fleel 
On  Blenheim's  plain  immortal  trophies  reap'd. 
And  fiich,  O  prince  !  great  patron  of  my  theme, 
Should  e'er  infidious  France  again  prefume 
On  Europe's  freedom,  fuch,  though  all  averfe 
To  flaughtcring  war,  thy  coimtry  fhall  prefcnt 
To  bear  her  hero  to  the  martial  plain, 
Arm'd  with  the  fword  of  jullice.     Other  caufe 
Ne'er  fliall  ambition's  fopiiillry  perfuadc 
Thine  honour  to  efpoufe.     Britannia's  peace  ; 
Her  facred  rights  ;  her  jufl:,  her  equal  laws  ; 
Thefe.thefe  alone,  to  cherifh  or  defend, 
Shall  raife  thy  youthful  arm,  and  wake  to  war. 
To  dreadful  war,  the  Britifh  lion's  rage. 

But  milder  ftars  on  thy  illuflrious  birth 
Their  kindefl  influence  (bed.     Beneath  the  fmilc 
Of  thy  indvlg'.nce,  the  proteifled  arts 
Lifting  their  graceful  heads;  her  envy'd  fail 
Fair  commerce  fj>reading  to  remotcfl  climes  ; 
And  plenty  rifiiig  from  th'  encourag'd  jilough; 
iihairfccd,  enrich,  adorn,  the  happy  land. 

MELPOMENE: 

OR  iriF. 

XICIOXS  OF  TERROR  AXD  PITY. 

AN   ODE. 

QoEKN  of  the  human  heart !  at  whofe  conmiand 

The  fwelling  tides  cf  n-.igl;ty  paflion  rife  ; 
Melpomene,  fupport  my  vent'r  )us  hand. 
And  aid  thy  fuppliant  in  his  bold  emprife  ; 
From  the  gay  fccnei  nf  pride 
Do  thou  his  footileps  guide 
F'  To  nature's  awful  courts,  where  nurfl  of  yore. 
Young  .Shakfpeare,  fancy's  child,  was  taught  his 
various  lore. 

So  may  his  favour'd  eye  explore  the  fource. 
To  few  rcveal'd,  whence  num:'.:i  forrows  charm; 


So  may  his  numbers,  widi  pathetTc  force, 

Bid  terror  fliake  us,  or  compnfiion  warm, 

As  (liflTen  nv  fltains  controul 

Tlie  movements  uf  the  foul ; 

Adjufl  its  paflioiis,  harmonize  its  tone  ; 

To  feel  for  others'  woe,  or  nobly  bear  its  own. 

Deep  in  the  covert  of  a  (hadowy  grove, 

'Mid  broken  rocks  where  daihing  currents 
play  ; 
Dear  to  the  penfivc  pleafurcs,  dear  to  love, 
And  Damon's  mufe,  that  breathes  her  melt- 
ing lay, 
I  his  ardent  prayer  was  made  : 
When,  lo  !  the  fecrct  fliadc, 
As  confeiou^  of  fome  heavenly  piefence,  (book — 
Strength,  firmncfs,  reafon,  all— my  aftonifli'd  loul 
forfook. 

Ah  !  whither  goddcfs !  whither  am  I  borne  .' 
To  what  wild  region's  necromantic  fhorc  .' 
Thefc    panics   whence  \   and   why   my   bofom 
torn 
With  fuddcn  terrors  never  felt  before  ? 
Darknefs  enwraps  nie  round. 
While  from  tlie  vaft  profound 
Emerging  fpcdlres  dreadful  Ihapes  affume, 
.^nd  gleaming  on  my  light,  add  horror  lo  the 
gloom. 

Ha  '  what  is  he  whoC.'  fierce  indignant  eye, 

Deiionncing  vengeance,  kindles  into  flame? 
Whofe  boiflerous  fury  blows  a  ftorm  fo  high. 
As   with   its   thunder  fhakcs   his   labouring 
frame. 
\\'hat  can  fuch  rage  provoke  .' 
His  words  their  paffage  choke  : 
His  eager  fteps  nor  tiine  nor  truce  allow. 
And  dreadful  dangers  wait  the  menace  of  his  brow. 

Prote»fl;  me,  goddefs!  whence  that  fearful  fhrick 

Of  conflernation  .'  as  grim  death  had  laid 
His  icy  fingers  on  fome  guilty  cheek, 

And  all  the  powers  of  manhood  flirunk  dif- 
may'd : 
A\\  fee  I  bcfmear'd  with  gore 
Revenge  ftands  threatening  o'er 
.A.  pale  delinquent,  whofe  retorted  eyes 
In  vam  for  pity  call — the  wretched  vidim  dies. 

Not  long  the  fpacc — abandon'd  to  defpair. 

With  eyes  aghaft,  or  hopelefs  fix'd  on  earth. 
This  (lave  of  pafTion  rends  his  fcatter'd  hair. 
Beats  his  fad  breall,  and  execrates  his  birth; 
While  torn  within  he  feels 
The  pangs  of  whips  and  wheels; 
And  fees,  or  fancies,  all  the  fiends  below 
Beckoning  his  frighted  foul  to  realms  of  cndlefs 
woe. 

Before    my    w;onJering    fcnfc    new   phantoms 
,     dance,  [brain — 

And    flamp    their    horrid    (hapes   upon   my 
A  wretch  with  jealous  brow,  and  eyes  afcauncc, 
Feeds  all  in  fecrct  on  his  bofom  pain. 
Fond  love,  fierce  hate  alEiil ; 
Alternate  they  prevail ; 
While  confcious  pride  and  Ihame  with  rage  con« 
fpire,  [fire. 

And  urge  the  Xa^vx  fp ark  to  flames  of  torturing 
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The  ftorm  proceeds — his  changeful  vifage  trace; 

From  rage  to  madncfs  every  feature  breaks. 
A  growing  frenzy  grins  upon  his  face, 

And  in  his  frightful  Hare  diftraction  fpeaks. 
His  ftraw-inveiled  head 
Proclaims  all  reafon  fled  ; 
And  not  a  tear  bedews  thofe  vacant  eyes — 
But  fongs  and  flioutsfucceed,  and  laughter-mingled 
lighs. 

Yet,  yet  again! — a  murder's  hand  appears 

Grafping  a  pointed  dagger  ftain'd  with  blood  ! 
His  look  malignant  chills  with  boding  fears, 
That  check  the  current  of  life's  ebljing  flood. 
In  midnight's  darkeft  clouds 
The  dreary  mifcreant  fhrouds 
His  felon  Hep — as  'twere  to  darknefs  given 
To  dim  the  watchful  eye  of  all-pervading  heaven. 

And   hark !    ah  mercy !    whence  that  hollow 
found?  [hair? 

Why  with  flrange  horror  flarts  my  bridling 
Earth  opens  wide,  and  from  unhallow'd  ground 
A  pallid  ghoil  flow-rifmg  fleals  on  air. 
To  where  a  mangled  corfe 
Expos'd  without  remorfe 
Lies  Ihroudlefs,    unentomb'd,    he    points   the 
way~- 
Points  to  the  prowling  wolf  exultant  o'er  his  prey. 

"  Was  it  for  this,  he  cries,  with  kindly  Ihower 

"  Of  daily  gifts  the  traitor  I  carefs'd  ? 
*•  For  this,  array 'd  him  in  the  robe  of  power, 
"  And  lodg'd  my  royal  fecrets  in  his  breaft  ? 
"  O  kindneis  ill  repay'd  ! 
"  To  bare  the  murdering  blade 
"  Againfl;  my  life  ! — may  Heav'n  his  guilt  ex- 
"  plore,  [reftorc." 

■"  And  to  my  fuffering  race  their  fplcndid  rights 

He  faid,  and  ftalk'd  away. — Ah  goddcfs !  ceafe 

Thus  with  terrific  forms  to  rack  my  brain ; 
Thefe    horrid   phantoms   fliake   the   throne  of 
peace. 
And  reafon  calls  her  boafl.ed  powers  in  vain  : 
Then  change  thy  magic  v/and, 
Tliy  dreadful  troops  diftand, 
And  gentler  fliapes,  and  fofter  fcenes  difclofe. 
To  melt  the  feeling  heart,  yet  footh  its  tendereft 
woes. 

The  fervent  prayer  was  heard. — With  hideous 
found, 
Her  ebon  gates  of  darknefs  open  flew ; 
A  dawning  twilight  cheers  the  dri.ad  profound; 
The  train  of  terror  Vjinifhes  from  view. 
More  mild  enchantments  rife  ; 
New  fcenes  i'alute  my  eyes. 
Groves,  fountains,  bowers,   and  tem.ples  grace 
the  plain,  fplain. 

And  turtles   coo   around,  and  nightingales  coni- 

And  every  myrtle  bower  and  cyprefs  grove, 
And  every  falemn  temple  teems  with  life; 
Here  glows  the  fcene  with  fond  but  haplefs  love. 
There,  with  the  deeper  woes  of  human  ftrile. 
In  groups  around  the  lawn, 
By  frt-fli  difaflers  drawn. 
The  fad  fpedlators  fcem  transfix'd  in  woe ; 
And  pitying  fighs  are  heard,  and  heart- felt  forrowi 
flow. 
Vol.  XI. 


Behold  that  beauteous  maid  !  her  languid  head 
Bends  like  a  drooping  lily  charg'd  with  rain- 
With  floods  of  tears  Ihe  bathes  a  lover  dead, 
In  brave  afiertion  of  her  honour  flain. 
Her  bofom  heaves  with  fighs; 
To  Heaven  ftie  lifts  her  eyes. 
With  grief  beyond  the  power  of  words  opprefl:. 
Sinks  on  the  lifelefs  corfe,  and  dies  upon  his  breaft. 

How  fl;rong  the  bands  of  friendfliip  ?  yet,  alas  ! 
Behind    yon    mouldering    tower    wijh    ivy 
crown'd. 
Of  two,  the  formofl  in  her  facred  clafs. 
One,  from  his  friend,  receives  the  fatal  wound  ! 
What  could  fuch  fury  move  ! 
Ah  what,  but  ill-ftar'd  love  ? 
The  fame  fair  objecl  each  fond  heart  enthralls. 
And  he,  the  favour'd  youth,  her  haplefs  vicSlini 
falls. 

Can  ought  fo  deeply  fway  the  generous  mind 

To  mutual  truih,  as  female  trufl  in  love  ? 
Then,  what  relief  fliall  yon  fair  mourner  find, 
Scorn'd  by  the  man  who  fhould  her  plaints 
remove  ? 
By  fair,  but  falfe  pretence, 
She  loft  her  innocence  ; 
And  that  ivveet  babe,  the  fruit  of  treacherous  art, 
Clafp'd  in  her  arms  expires,  and  breaks  the  parent's 
heart. 

Ah  !  who  to  pomp  or  grandeur  would  afpire  ? 
Kings  are  not  rais'd  above  misfortune's  frown : 
That  form  fo  graceful  Oven  in  mean  attire, 
Svv'ay'd  once  a  fccptre,  once  fuftain'd  a  crown. 
From  filial  rage'and  llrife. 
To  fcreen  his  clofing  life, 
He  quits  his  throne,  a  father's  forrow  feels. 
And  in   the   lap  of  want  his  patient  head  con-' 
ceals. 

More  yet  remain'd — but  lo  !  the  penfive  queen 

Appears  confeft  before  my  dazzled  fight, 
Grace  in  her  flcps,  and  foftnefs  ia  her  mien, 
The  face  of  forrow  mingled  with  delight. 
Not  fuch  her  nobler  frame, 
When  kindling  into  flame. 
And  bold  in  virtue's  caufe,  her  zeal  afpires 
To  waken  guilty  pangs,  or  breathe  heroic  fire?. 

Aw'd  into  filence,  my  rapt  foul  attends  ~ 
The  power,  with  eyes  complacent,  fav/  my 
fear; 
And,  as  with  grace  ineflable  flie  bends, 
1  hefe  accents  vibrate  on  my  liftening  ear. 
"  Afpiring  fon  of  art, 
"  Know,  though  thy  feeling  heart 
"  Glow  with  thefe  wonders  to  thy  f^ncy  fhown  ; 
"  Srr.'A  may  the  Delian  god  tliy  poweilefs  toils  dif~ 
"  own. 

"  A  thoufaiid  tender  fcenes  of  fcft  diflrefs 
"  May   fv.ell   thy   breall   with   fympathetic 
"  woes ; 
"  A  thoufand  fuch  dread  forms  on  fancy  prefs, 
"  As  from  my  dreary  realms  of  darknefs  rofc; 
"  Whence  Shakfpeare's  chilling  fears, 
"  Vi'hence  Otway's  melting  tears — 
"  That  awful  gloom,  this  m.clancholy  plain, 
"  The  types  of  every  theme  that  fuits  tte  tragic 
«'  ilraia. 
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THE    WORKS   OF   DODSLEY. 


"  But  doft  thou  worfhip  nature  night  and  morn, 
"  And  all  due  honour  to  her  precept!,  pay  ? 
*'  Cault  thou  the  lure  o(  ulTtii^atioii  I'coni 

''  I'Jeas'd   in  the   limpkr  patJis  of  truth   to 
"  ftray? 
«'  Hart  thou  the  graces  fair 
"  Invok'd  with  ardent  prayer? 
"  'Tis  they  attire,  as  nature  niufl  impart, 
**  The    fentimcnt   fublijne,   the  langnage  of  the 
"  heart. 

•<  Then,  if  creative  genius  pour  his  ray, 

•'  Warm   with    infpiring    influence    on   thy 
"  brcart  ; 
«  Taftc,  judgment,  fancy,  if  thou  canft  difplay, 
"  And  the  deep  fource  of  paflion  Hand  coii- 
"  fefl: 
*'  Then  may  the  liflcning  train, 
<'  Aff'  (ilcd,  feci  thy  (Ir.iin  ; 
«'  Feel  grief  or  terror,  rage  or  pity  move; 
*  Change    with    the    varying   fcencs,   and   every 
"  fccne  approve." 
Humbled  before  her  fight,  and  bending  low, 

I  kifb'd  the  borders  of  her  crimfon  veft ; 
E-ager  to  fpeak,  I  felt  my  bofom  glow, 
But  fear  upon  my  lip  1k:i-  fcal  imprcfl. 
While  awe-ftruck-thus  I  flood. 
The  bowers,  the  lawn,  the  wood, 
The  form  cclellial,  fading  on  my  fight, 
Diffolv'd  in  liquid  air,  and  fleeting  gleams  of  light. 

THE  ART  OF  PREACHING. 

IN  IMITATION  OF  HORACe's  ART  OF  POETRT. 

Should  fomc  ftrange  poet  in  his  piece  affcft 
Pope's  nervous  ftylc,  with  Gibber's  jokes  bcdeck'd, 
Trink  Milton's  f.ue  fublimc  with  Cowley's  wit, 
And  j;;irnifh  Blackmore's  Job  with  Swift's  conceit. 
Would  you  not  laugh  ?  Trull  me,  that  prieft's  as 

bad. 
tVho  in  a  ftyle  now  grave,  now  raving  mad, 
Gives  the  wild  whims  of  dreaming  fchoolmen  vent, 
"Whilft  drowfy  congregations  nod  afTcnt. 
Painters  und  pricfts,  'tis  true,  great  licence  claim, 
And  by  bold  flrakes  have  often  rofe  to  fame  :     lo 
But  whales  in  woods,  or  elcph?4Us  in  air. 
Serve  only  to  make  fools  and  children  ftare ; 
And  in  religion's  name,  if  pricfts  difpenfe 
Flat  contradictions  to  all  common  fcnfe, 
Though  gaping  bigots  wonder  and  beiieve, 
The  wife  'tis  not  fo  eafy  to  deceive.  [fcnfe. 

Some    take   a  text  fublime,   and  fraught  with 
But  quickly  fall  into  impertincnc*. 


Ver.  I. 
Humano  capitl  cervicem  pidor  cquinam 
Jungere  fi  velit,  et  varias  inducere  plumas 
Undiquc  coUatis  membris,  ut  turpiter  atrura 
Definat  in  pifcem  mulier  formofa  fuperne  ; 
Spcdatum  admifh  rifum  teneatis,  amici  ? 
Credite,  Pifones,  ifti  tabulas  fore  librum 
PcrQm  1cm • 

Ver.  9. 
__— PiAoribus  atque  poctis 
<^iidlibet  audcndi  fcmpcr  fuit  jqua  potcftas— — 
Sed  non  ut  placidls  cocant  immitia 

Ver.  17.  -  _ 

iBcaptis  gravibus  pkrumjuc  ct  magna  proicUis— 


On  trifles  eloquent,  with  great  delight 

'1  hey  fliiuriJh  out  on  fonie  ilrangc  inyftic  rite;  10 

Clear  up  the  djrkncfs  of  fonie  ufclefs  text, 

Or  make  fomc  crabbed  pafTage  more  perpkx'dt 

But  to  fubdue  the  pailions,  or  diredt, 

And  all  life's  mora!  duties  they  neglc<5l. 

Moft  preachers  err  (except  the  wifer  few), 
Thinking  cftablilh'd  do(ilriues  therefore  true  ; 
Others,  too  fond  of  novelty  and  ftlicmcs, 
Amufc  the  world  with  airy  idle  dreams: 
'I'hus  too  much  faith,  or  too  prcfuming  wit. 
Are  rocks  where  bigots,  or  freethinkers  fplit.     3» 

'I'hc  very  meancft  dabbler  at  Whitehall 
Can  rail  at  Papifh,  or  poor  Quakers  maul ; 
But  when  of  foine  great  truth  he  aims  to  preach, 
Alas  !  he  finds  it  far  beyond  his  reach.  [find 

Young  deacons  try  your  flrength,  and  ftrive  to 
A  fubjedl  fuited  to  your  turn  of  mind  ; 
Method  and  words  are  eafily  your  own. 
Or,  fhoiild  they  fail  you — fttal  from 'I'illotfon. 

Much  of  its  beauty,  ufcfulnefs,  and  force, 
IXptnds  on  rightly  timing  a  dilcourfe.  40 

Before  the  L — ds  or   C— mm — ns— — far  frora 

nice, 
.Say  boUlly — Rrib'ry  is  a  dirty  vice- 
But  quickly  check  yourfilf — and  with  a  fnecr— 
Of  which  this  honourable  houfc  is  clear. 

Great  is  the  work,  and  worthy  of  the  gown. 
To  bring  forth  hidden  truths,   and  make    then* 

known. 
Yet  in  all  new  opinions  have  a  care. 
Truth  is  too  ftrong  for  fomc  weak  minds  to  bear: 
And  are  new  docffrines  taught,  or  old  reviv'd  ? 
Let  them  from  Scripture  plainly  be  deriv'd.       50 

Barclay  oi"  Baxter,  wherefore  do  we  blame 
For  innovations,  yet  approve  the  fame 
In  Wickliffe  and  in  Luther  ?   Why  arc  thde 
Call'd  wife  reformers,  thofe  mad  fedlaries  ? 

Ver,  25. 

Maxima  pars  vatum 

Decipimur  fpecie  redli — i— 

Ver.  27. 
Qui  variarc  cupit  rem  prodrgaliter  unam, 
Dclpliinum  filvis  appingit,  fludlibus  aprunt. 

Ver.  29. 
In  vitium  ducit  culpa  fuga,  fi  caret  arte. 

Ver.  31. 
TEmilium  circa  hiduin  falier  imus  et  ungue 
Evprimet,  et  moUes  imitabitur  xrc  capillos  j 
Infelix  operis  fumma,  quia  poiicre  totum 
Ncfciet ' 

Ver.  35. 
Sumite  matcriaiu  vcllris,  qui  fcrlbitis,  a:qaani 
Virilvus 

Ver.  39. 
Ordinis  h.ec  virtus  erit,  ct  Venus,  aut  ego  fallor, 
Ut  jam  nunc  dicat,  jam  nunc  dcbcntia  dici 
Plcraque  differat ;  ct  prxfeiis  in  tempus  omittat— 

Ver.  45- 
In  Verbis  etiam  tenuis  cautufque  ferendis 

Ver.  49. 
Et  nova  iidlaque  nuper  habebunt  verba  fidcm,  & 
Gr.xco  fontc  cadant,  parce  detorta. 

Ver.  51. 

Quid  autcm 

C-ccilio  Plautoquc  dabit  Rominus,  adctnptum 
Virgiiio  Varioquc  I     •     ■■ 
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''Tis  moft  unjufl; :  Men  always  had  a  right. 
And  ever  will,  to  think,  to  fpeak,  to  write 
Their  various  minds  ;  yet  facred  ought  to  be 
The  public  peace,  as  private  liberty. 

Opinions  are  like  leaves,  which  every  year 
Nowflourifh  green,  no*^  fall  and  difappear.       60 
Once  the  Pope's  bulls  could  terrify  his  foesj 
And  kneeling  princes  kifs'd  his  facred  toes ; 
Now  h^  may  damn,  or  curie,  or  what  he  will, 
There's  not  a  prince  in  Chriftendom  will  kneel. 
Reafon  now  reigns,  and  by  her  aid  we  hope 
Truth  may  revive,  and  fickening  error  droop  : 
She  the  fole  judge,  the  rule,  the  gracious  light, 
Kind  Heaven  has  lent  to  guide  our  minds  aright. 

States  to  embroil,  and  fadlion  to  diiplay 
In  wild  harangues,  Sacheverel  (how'd  the  way.  70 

The  fun'ral  fermon,  when  it  firlt  began, 
Was  us'd  to  weep  the  lof'*  of  fome  good  man  ; 
Now  any  wretch,  for  one  fmall  piece  of  gold, 
Shall  have  fine  praifes  from  the  pulpit  fold  : 
But  whence  this  cuftom  rofe,  who  can  decide  ? 
From  prieflly  av'rice,  or  from  human  pride  ? 

Truth,  moral  virtue,  piety,  and  peace, 
Are  noble  fubjedls,  and  the  pulpit  grace  : 
But  zeal  for  trifles  arm'd  imperious  Laud, 
His  power  and  cruelty  the  nation  aw'd.  80 

V/hy  was  he  honour'd  with  the  name  of  priefl, 
And  greateft  made,  unworthy  to  be  leaft  ? 
Whofe  zeal  was  fury,  whofe  devotion  pride, 
Power  his  great  god,  and  intereft  his  Ible  guide. 

To  touch  the  paffions,  let  your  ftyle  be  plain  ; 
The  praife  of  virtue  alks  a  higher  (train  : 
Yet  fometimes  the  pathetic  may  receive 
The  utmoft  force  that  eloquence  can  give  ; 
As  fometimes,  in  eulogiums,  'tis  the  art, 
With  plain  limplicity  to  win  the  heart.  510 

'Tis  not  enough  that  what  you  fay  is  true. 
To  make  us  feel  it,  you  mud  feel  it  too :        [part 
Sliow  yourfelf  warm'd,  and  that  will  warmth  im- 
To  every  hearer's  fympathizing  heart. 


Ver.  55. 


Licuit,  fempetquc  licebit, 


Signatura  praefente  nota  procudere  nomen. 

Ver.  59. 
Ut  fylvsE  foliis  pronos  mutantur  in  annos 

Ver.  6g. 
Res  geft'£  rcgumque  ducumque,  ettriftia  bella, 
(^10  I'cribi  pofTent  numero,  monftravit  Humerus. 

Ver.  71. 
Verfibus  irapariter  junrtis  querimonia  primum, 
Poll  etiam  inclufa  eft  voti  fententia  compos, 
(^is  tamen  exiguos  elegos  emiferit  au(flor, 
Grammatici  certaat,  et  adhuc  fub  judice  lis  aft. 

Ver.  77. 

Mufa  dedit  fidibus  divos,  puejofque  deorum 

Archiiocum  proprio  rabies  armavit  iambo. 

Ver.  Sr. 
Cur  ego,  fi  nequeo  ignoroque,  pacta  falutor? 

Car  nefcire quam  difcere  malo  ? 

_Ver.  85. 

"V  erfibus  exponi  tragicis  res  comica  non  vult 

Interdum  tamen  et  vocem  comsedia  tollit ; 
Et  tragicus  plerumque  dolet  fermone  pedeftri. 

Ver.  91. 
Non  fatis  eft  pulchra  efle  poemata 
-  male  fi  mandata  loqueris, 

Aut  darmitabo,  aut  ridcbo. 


Does  generous  Fofter  virtue's  laws  enforce  ? 
All  give  attention  to  the  warm  difcourfe  : 
But  who  a  cold,  dull,  lifelefs,  drawling  keeps, 
One  half  his  audience  laughs,  the  other  fleeps. 

In  cenfuring  vice,  be  earneft  and  fevere, 
In  ftating  dubious  points,  concife  and  clear  ;    lo» 
Anger  requires  ftern  looks  and  threat'ning  ftyle  ; 
But  paint  the  charms  of  virtue  with  a  fmile. 
Theie  different  changes  common  fenfe  will  teach. 
And  we  expedl  them  from  you  if  you  preach  ; 
For  fliould  your  manner  differ  from  your  theme, 
Or  in  quite  different  fubjedts  be  the  i'amc, 
Defpis'd  and  laugh'd  at,  you  may  travel  down, 
And  hide  fuch  talents  in  Ibme  country  town. 

It  much  concerns  a  preacher  firfl  to  learn 
The  genius  of  his  audience,  and  their  turn.       ilo 
Amongft  the  citizens  be  grave  and  flow  ; 
Before  the  nobles  let  fine  periods  flow  ; 
The  Temple  Church  aflis  Sherlock's  fenfe  and  flcill  j 
Beyond  the  Tovv'r — no  matter — what  you  wilU 

In  fadts  or  notions  drawn  from  facred  writ, 
Be  orthodox,  nOr  caval  to  fliow  wit  : 
Let  Adam  lofe  a  rib  to  gain  a  wife  ; 
Let  Noah's  ark  contain  all  things  with  life  ; 
Let  Mofes  work  ftrange  Wonders  with  his  roJ, 
And  let  the  fun  ftaud  ftill  at  Jolhua's  nod,         i  «> 
Let  Solomora  be  wife,  and  Samfonftrong, 
Give  Saul  a  v/itch,  and  Balaam's  afs  a  tongue. 

But  if  your  daring  genius  is  fo  bold 
To  teach  new  dodtrines,  or  to  Cenfure  old. 
With  care  proceed  ;  you  tread  a  dangerous  path  J 
Error  ellablifh'd,  grows  eftablifli'd  faith. 
'Tis  eafier  much,  and  much  the  fafer  rule. 
To  teach  in  ;'ulpit  what  you  learn'd  at  fchool ; 
Willi  zeal  defend  whate'er  the  church  believes, 
If  you  expedi  to  thrive,  or  wear  lawn  fleeves.  I30 

Some  loudly  bluller,  and  confign  to  hell 
All  v^ho  dare  doubt  one  word  or  lyllable 
Of  what  they  call  the  faith  ;  and  which  extends 
To  whims  and  trifles  without  ufe  or  ends; 
Sure  'tis  much  nobler,  and  more  like  divine, 
T'  enlarge  the  path  to  heaven,  than  to  confine  : 
Infift  alone  on  ufeful  points,  or  plain  ; 
And  know,  God  cannot  hate  a  virtuous  man. 

If  you  expedl  or  hope  that  we  ftiould  ftay     139 
Your  whole  difcourfe,  nor  ftrive  to  flink  away, 


Ver.  99. 

Triftia  moefl:nm 

Vultum  verba  decent :  iratum,  plena  minarum ; 
Ludentem,  lafciva;  feverum,  feria  diftu 
Format  enim  natura  prius  nos  intus  ad  omnem 
Fortunarum  habitum  : 

Ver.  I ©9. 
Intererit  multum  Davufne  loquator  an  b:ios < 

Ver.  115. 
Famam  fequerC— — — 

Ver.  123. 
Si  quid  inexpertum  fcenje  commitis,  et  audes 
Perfonam  formare  novam  ; — < 


tuque 

Redlius  Iliacum  carmen  deducis  in  af^us 

Ver.  131. 
Nee  fie  incipies,  ut  fcriptor  Cyclicus  oUm— 

Ver.  135.  ^ 
Quanto  reclius  hie 

Ver.  139. 
Tu,  quid  ego  et  ponulis  mecum  dellderet,  aisdu 
Gij 
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Too 

Some  common  f:iult$  there  are  you  mud  avoid, 

To  every  age  and  circumftance  ally'*!. 

A,  pert  young  (tudent  juft  from  college  brought, 
AVith  many  little  pedantries  is  fraught : 
Re  afons  with  fyllogii'm,  perfuades  with  wit, 
i^iotes  fcraps  of  Greek  iurtead  of  facrcd  writ ; 
Or,  deep  immtrsM  in  jiolitic  debate, 
Reforms  the  churc  h,  and  guides  the  tottering  ftate. 

Thele  trifles  with  maiurer  age  forgot,  149 

Now  fonie  good  benetice  employs  his  thought; 
He  feeks  a  patron,  and  will  foon  incline 
To  all  his  iiolions,  civil  or  divine  ; 
Studies  h.s  principles  both  night  and  day,    [pray. 
And,  as  that  Scripture  guides,  muft  jKcacii   and 
Av'rice  and  age  creep  on  :   his  reverend  mind 
Begins  to  grow  right  reverendly  inclin'd. 
Power  and  preferment  Hill  fo  fweetly  call, 
'i  he  voice  of  Heaven  is  never  heard  i.t  all : 
S:t  l)Ut  a  tempting  bilhoprick  in  view, 
He's  ftridly  orihoJox,  and  loyal  too  ;  160 

AVith  equal  zeal  defui  is  the  church  aiwl  (late, 
And  inlidfls  and  rebels  ihare  his  hate. 

Some  things  arc  plain,  we  can't  mifunderftand. 
Some  (lillobfcure,  though  thoufand'- ha  veexplain'd: 
Tliofe  ir.fluence  more  which  reafoncaKiConccive,"! 
Than  luch  as  we  through  faith  alone  believe  ;     1- 
In  tli^'le  we  judge,  in  thele  you  may  deceive  :    J 
.But  what  too  deep  in  myfcery  is  thrown, 
The  wifeft  preachers  choofe  to  let  alone. 
Ho'.v  Adam's  fault  aflocls  all  human  kind  ;       170 
JHow  Three  is  One,  and  One  is  Three  conibin'd  ; 
How  certain  prefcience  checks  not  future  will ;     ^ 
And  why  Almighty  goodnefs  fuffer>  ill : 
Such  points  as  thele  lie  far  too  deep  for  man, 
Were  never  well  explained,  nor  evei*.:n. 

If  payors  more  than  thrice  five  minutes  preach. 
Their  ileepy  fl.icks  begin  to  yawn  and  ftr.-tcli. 

Never  prefume  the  name  of  God  to  brii% 
As  facred  faaclion  to  a  trifling  thing. 

Before,  or  after  fermon,  hymns  of  praife       iSo 
Exalt  the  foul,  and  true  devotion  raife. 

Si  plaulhiis  eges  aulaia  manentis,  etulquc. 
Sufiuri  donee  cantor,  vos  plaudite,  dicat ; 
JEtatis  cujufcjue  notandi  funt  tibi  more; 

Ver.  143. 
Reddere  qui  voces  jam  fcit  pucr 

Ver.  149. 
Conveills  I'udiis,  tetas  animufque  virilis 
Qiiserit  opes  et  amicitias 

Ver.  155. 
Malta  fenem  circumvenlunt 

Ver.  163. 
AiU  agiiur  res  in  fvTenis,  ant  arta  refcrturr 
Sflgniub  irritant  animos  demifla  per  aurem, 
^lam  (pice  funt  oculis  fubjecta  fldelibus,  ct  qua: 

Ipfc  fibi  tradit  fpciJlator. [em  ; 

in  avem  Progne  vertatur,  Cadmus  in  angu- 

Oiiodcunque  otlcndis  mihi  fic,  incrcdulus  odi. 

Ver.  176. 
Neve  minor,  neu  fit  quinto  produiflior  acflu 
Fabula. — ^ • 

Ver.  17s. 
■Ne£  deus  intcrfit,  nifi  dign.us  viudice  nodus 
Incident  : 

Ver.  I  So. 
Adloris  partes  chorus,  officiuaj^u?  virile. 
De(eadat.   ■   ■  ■  ■« 


In  fongs  of  wonder  celebrate  his  name, 
Who  fpread  the  Ikici,  and  built  the  (tarry  frame  : 
Or  thence  dcfcending  Tiew  this  globe  below, 
And  praifc  the  fource  of  every  blifs  we  know. 

In  ancient  times,  when  Heaven  was  to  be  prais'd. 
Our  humble  anceltors  their  voices  rais'd. 
And  hymns  of  thanks  from  grateful  l)ofoins  flow'd. 
For  ills  prevented,  or  for  good  beftow'd  :  ii9 

But  as  the  church  iHcrcas'd  in  power  and  pride. 
The  pomp  of  found  the  want  of  Itnfe  lupply'd  ; 
Majcitlc  organs  then  were  taught  to  blow, 
And  plain  religion  grew  a  rarcelhow : 
Strange  ceremonious  whims,  a  numerous  race, 
Were  iiitroduc'd,  in  truth's  and  virtue's  place. 
Myftcrious  turnpikes  block  up  heaven's  highway. 
And,  for  a  ticket,  we  our  real'on  pay. 

Theic  fuperftitions  quickly  introduce 
Contempt,  negle(fl,  wild  fatirc,  and  abuf:  ; 
Religiuu  and  its  priefts,  by  every  fool  2C» 

XV'ere  thought  a  jeft,  and  tum'd  to  ridicule. 
Some  few  indeed  found  where  the  medium  lay. 
And  kept  the  ■*  coat,  but  tore  the  fringe  away. 

Of  preacJiing  well  if  you  expccfl  the  fame, 
Let  truth  and  virtue  be  your  firll  great  aim. 
Your  I'acred  function  ol'tcn  call  to  mind, 
And  think  how  great  the  iruft,  to  teach  mankind  : 
'Tis  yours  in  ufcful  ferinons  to  explain. 
Both  what  we  owe  to  God.  and  what  to  man. 
'  ris  yours  the  ch.irms  of  lil.erty  to  paint,  >i» 

His  country's  love  in  every  breaft  to  plant; 
Yours  every  fecial  virtue  to  improve, 
Jullice,  forbearance,  charity,  and  love  ; 
Yours  too  the  pviv;:te  virtues  to  augment. 
Of  prudence,  temperance,  modefty,  content : 
When  fuch  the  man,  how  amiable  the  pricft ; 
Of  all  manlcind  the  v.orthiell  and  the  bell. 

Ticklilli  the  point,  I  grant,  and  hard  to  find. 
To  pleafe  the  ^.irious  tempers  of  mankind.       219 
^ome    love   you   iliould   the   crabbed  points  ex- 
plain, 
Where  tt.^cts  with  texts  a  dreadful  war  maintain : 
Some  love  a  new,  and  lome  the  beaten  path, 
.Morals  pleafe  forue,  and  others  points  of  faith ; 
But  he's  the  man,  he's  the  admir'd  divine. 
In  vvhofe  difcourfes  truth  and  virtue  join  : 

Vf  r.  lie. 
Tibia  r.on,  ut  nunc  orichalco  viiiifla,  tubxque 

iEmuia  ;  led  tenuis  fimplexque. 

Pofiquam  coepit  agros  cxtendcrc  vi(flor,  ct  urbctQ. 
I/atior  anipleCti  murus,  vinoque  diurno 
Placari  genius  fellis  impuiie  diebus; 
^.ccelPit  numerifque  modifque  licentia  major. 
Indoftus  quid  enim  faperet,  liherque  laborum, 
R'.iflicus  urbano  confut'us,  turpis  honefto  .' 

Ver.  i^S. 
Mox  eti*m  agrcftes  Satyros  niidavit,  ct  afper 
Incolunii  gravitate  jocum  tentavit 

Ver.  204. 
Scribendi  recle,  f.ipere  eft  et  principium  et  fous. 
Qj^ii  didicit  patrix  quid  dtbeat,  etquid  amicis. 

Ver.  21S. 
Centurix  I'eniornm  agitant  cxpertia  frugis ; 
C.'ili  prxtcreunt  aufter.i  pocmata  Rh.imnes. 
Ou)ne  tulit  punclum  qui  mifcuit  utile  dulci, 
LcClorem  deleClaiido,  pariterque  monendo.  ■ 

*  Vi.ie  J},Iartiniu  the  Tals  of  a.  Tui^ 
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Thefe  are  the  fcrmons  which  will  ever  live, 
By  thefe  our  Tonfons  and  our  Knaptons  thrive  ; 
How  fuch  are  read,  and  prais'd,  and  how  they  fell. 
Let  Barrow's  Clarke's,  and  Butler's  fermons  tell. 

Preachers  fliould  either  make  us  good  or  wile, 
Him  that  does  neither,  who  but  mult  defpife  ? 
If  all  your  rules  are  ufeful,  fliort,  and  plain,      432 
We  foon  Hiall  learn  them,  and  fhali  long  retain  ? 
But  if  on  trifles  you  harangue,  away 
We  turn  our  heads,  and  laugh  at  all  you  fay. 

But  priefts  are  men,  and  men  are  prone  to  err, 
On  common  failings  none  lliould  be  fevere  ; 
All  are  not  mafters  of  the  fame  good  fenfe, 
Nor  bleft  with  equal  powers  of  eloquence. 
'Tis  true  :  and  errors  with  an  honelt  mind,       240 
Will  meet  with  eafy  pardon  from  mankind  ; 
But  who  perfifts  in  wrong  with  ftubborn  pride, 
Him  all  muft  cenfure,  many  will  deride. 

Yet  few  are  judges  of  a  fine  difcourfe, 
Can  fee  its  beauties,  or  can  feel  its  force; 
With  equal  pleafuve  fome  attentive  fit, 
To  fober  reafoning,  and  to  (hallow  wit. 
What  then  ?  becaufe  your  audience  mod  are  fools. 
Will  you  negledl:  all  method,  and  all  rules  ? 
Or  fince  the  pulpit  is  a  facred  place,  25D 

Where  none  dare  contradiifl  you  to  your  face, 
'Will  you  prefume  to  tell  a  thoufand  lies? 
If  fo,  we  may  forgive,  but  muft  defpife. 

In  jingling  Bev'ridge  if  I  chance  to  fee 
One  word  of  fenfe,  I  prize  the  rarity  : 
But  if  in  Hooker,  Sprat,  or  Tillotfon, 
A  thought  unworthy  of  themfelves  is  fliown, 
I  grieve  to  fee  it  ;  but  'tis  no  furprifc, 
The  gre«teft  men  are  not  at  all  times  wife. 

Sermons,  like  plays,  fome  pleafe  us  at  the  ear. 
But  never  will  a  ferious  reading  bear  ;  »6i 

Some  in  the  clofet  edify  enough. 
That  from  the  pulpit  feem'd  but  forry  ftuff. 
'Tis  thus:  there  are,  who  by  ill-preaching  fpoil 
Young's  pointed  fenfe,  or  Atterbury's  ftyle  ; 
Whilft  others  by  the  force  of  eloquence. 
Make   that  feem   line,  which  fcarce  is  common 
fenfe. 

In  every  fcience,  they  that  hope  to  rife, 
Set  great  examples  friil  before  their  eyes. 
Young  lawyers  copy  iVIurray  where  they  can  ; 
Phylician5  Mead,  and  furgeons  Chefelden  ;       271 
But  ail  will  preach,  without  the  ieaft  pretence 
To  virtue,  learning,  art,  or  eloquence. 

Ver.  330. 
Aut  proc^effe  volant,  aut  deledlare  pcetae 

Ver.  23(5. 
Sunt  del'ifla  tamen,  quibus  ignovifie  velimus 

Ver.  ->44. 
IMon  quwis  videt  immodulata  poemata  judex. 

Ver.  254. 
Sic  mihi,  qui  multum  ceffat,  fit  Coerilus  ille, 
Ouem  bis  tervebonum,  cum  rifu  miror;  at  idem 
Ind'gnor,  quandoque  bono-,  dcrmitat  Homerus. 
Verum  on  ere  in  longo  fas  elt  obrepere  ibmnum. 

Ver.  260. 
Ut  picture,  pocfiserit:  qua;,  fi  propius  (les, 
Te  caoiet  magis ;  et  quKdam,  fi  longius  abltes. 

Ver.  26S. 

Lud-ic  quinefcit,  corapeftribus  abftinet  armis 

Qui  nefcit,  verfus  tamen  audet  fingere.  Quid  ni  ? 


Why  not  ?  you  cry  :  they  plainly  fee,  no  doubt, 
A  prieit  may  grow  right-reverend  without. 

Preachers  antl  preaching  were  at  firft  defign'd 
For  common  benefit  to  all  mankind.  ^ 

Public  and  private  virtues  they  explain"cl. 
To  goodnefs  courted,  and  from  vice  reftrain'd  : 
Love,  peace,  and  union  breath'd  in  each  difcourfe, 
And  their  examples  gave  their  precepts  force. 
From   thefe    good   men,  the  prieits  and  all  their 
line  aSz 

Were  honour'd  with  the  title  of  divine. 
But  foon  their  proud  fucceffors  left  tliis  path, 
Forfook  plain  morals  for  dark  points  of  faith  : 
Till  creeds  on  creeds  the  warring  world  inflam'd. 
And    all    mankind,    by   different    priefts,    were 
damn'd. 

Some  afk  which  isjth'  eflential  of  a  prieft. 
Virtue  or  learning  ?  what  they  afli's  a  jeft  : 
We  daily  fee  dull  loads  of  reverend  fat,  290 

Without  pretence  to  either  this  or  that. 
But  who  like  Herring  or  like  Hoadly  fliine, 
Muft  with  great  learning  real  virtue  join. 

He  who  by  preaching  hopes  to  raile  a  name, 
To  no  finall  excellence  direcfls  his  aim. 
On  every  noted  preacher  he  muft  wait  j 
The  voice,  tlie  look,  the  action  imitate  : 
And  when  complete  in  ftyle,  and  eloquence, 
Muft    then    crown    ail  with  learning  and  good 
fenfe.  2^9 

But  fome  with  lasy  pride  difgrace  the  gown, 
And  never  preacn  one  fermon  of  their  uwn; 
'Tiseafier  to  tranfcribe  than  to  compoie. 
So  all  the  week  they  eat,  and  drink,  and  doze. 

As  quacks  with  lying  pufls  the  papers  fill, 
Or  hand  their  own  praife  in  a  pocky  bill. 
Where  empty  boalts  of  much  lupenor  fenfe. 
Draw  from  the  cheated  crowd  tiieiridle  pence  ; 
So  the  great  H—nley  hires  for  half-a-crovvn,      "1 
A  quack  advertifement  to  tell  the  town  > 

Oi  fome  ftrange  point  to  be  difpuled  on:       3ioj^ 
Where  all  who  love  the  fcience  of  debate. 
May  hear  themfelves,  or  other  coxcombs  prate. 

When  dukes  or  noble  lords  a  chaplain  hire, 
They  rirlt  of  his  capacities  inquire. 

Ver.  276. 

Fuit  hssc  fapientia  quondam, 

Publica  prwatis  lecernere,  facra  profanis  : 
Concubitu  probibere  vago,  dare  jura  maritis; 

Oppida  moUri ;  leges  incidere  ligne 

Sic  honor  etnomen  divinis  vatibus  atque 

Caraiiuibus  venit 

— — I'oft  hos 

Animos  m  tr'ftia  bella 

Veriibus  exacuit. 

Ver.  28s. 
Natura  tieret  laudabile  carmen,  an  arte, 
Qusefitum  eft. 

Ver.  294. 
Qui  ftudet  optatam  curfu  contingere  metam, 
Multa  tulit  facuque  puer ;  fudavit  et  alfit— — « 

Ver.  304. 
U':  prsco,  ad  merces  turbam  qui  cogit  emendas— 

Ver.  313.       . 
Reges  dicuntur  multis  urgere  culullis, 
Lttorquere  mero,  quern  perfpexifi'e  iaborant. 

An  fit  araicitia  dignus. 

G  iij 
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ir  lloutly  qualify'd  to  drink  and  fmokc, 
II  not  too  nice  to  hear  an  impious  joke, 
li  tunie  enough  to  be  the  common  jcH, 
'J  hi;  is  a  chaplain  to  his  lordlhip's  taJIc. 

I:  hmdb  to  Pope  indifferent  vcrles  fliow, 
He  is  too  honell  not  to  tell  them  fo.  31D 

This  is  obfcure,  he  cries,  and  this  too  rough, 
'I'hele  trifling,  or  (uperfluous;   (Irikc  llicni  off. 
How  ufcful  every  word  I'rom  fuch  a  friend  !        ") 
Lilt  parlous  are  too  proud,  their  wotksto  mend,  J- 
And  every  fault  witli  arrogance  defend  :  j 

Tliirjk  tliem  too  facred  to  becriticis'd. 
And  rather  choofe  to  let  them  be  defpis'd. 

He  that  is  wile  will  not  preiume  to  laugh 
At  prieffs,  or  church-affairs  ;  it  is  not  fafe.       329 
Think  there  exifts,  and  let  it  check  your  iport, 
That  dreadful  monfter  cail'd  a  fpiritual  court. 
Inio  whofe  cruel  jaws  if  once  you  fall, 
In  vain,  alas '.   in  vain  for  aid  you  call ; 
(.If  rks,  protftors,  prieffs,  voracious  round  you  ply. 
Like  leeches  Iticklng,  till  they've  fuck'd  you  dry. 

AN  EPISTLE  TO  MR,  POPE. 

OCCASIONZD   BY   lllS  ESSAY  ON  MAN. 

CiREAT  bard  !  in  whom  united  we  admire, 
The  fage's  wifdom,  and  the  poet's  fire : 
111  whom  at  once,  the  great  and  good  commend 
The  fine  companion,  and  the  ufeful  friend :— - 
'Tivas  thus  the  mule  her  eager  llight  began, 
Ardent  lo  fing  the  poet  and  the  man. 
But  truth  in  vcrfe  is  clad  too  like  a  lie, 
And  you,  at  leaft,  would  thinic  it  flattery; 
Hating  the  thought,  1  clieck  my  forward  ftrain, 
I  change  my  flyle,  and  thus  begin  again. 

As  wlieu  fome  lluder-t  firfl:  with  curious  eye, 
Through   nature's  wond'rous  frame  attempts  to 

P'-y; 

His  doubttul  reafon  feeming  faults  lurprife. 
He  aiks  if  this  be  juft  ?  if  that  be  wife  ? 
Storms,  tempeffs,  earthquakes,  virtue  in  diftrefs, 
And  vice  unpunifh'd,  with  firange  thoughts  op- 

prefs : 
Till  thinking  on,  unclouded  by  degrees. 
His  mind  is  open'd,  fair  is  all  he  fees ; 
Storms,    tempefts,    earthquakes,    virtue's  ragged 

plight, 
And  rice's  triumph,  all  are  jud:  and  right : 
I'eauty  is  found,  and  order,  and  dcfign, 
And  tiie  whole  fclieme  acknowledg'd  all  divine. 
So  wlicn  at  firlt  I  view'd  thy  wor.d'rous  plan, 
Leading  through  all  the  winding  maze  of  man; 
tewililer'd,  weak,  unable  to  purfue, 
My  piide  would  fain  have  laid  the  fault  on  jou. 


Vcr.  319. 
Vir  bonus  ct  prudens  verfusrepreliendct  incrtes— 

ambitiofa  retidet 

Prnamcnta;  parum  claris  lucem  dare  cogct. 

Vcr.  32S. 
lU,  mala  qucm  fcabies  aut  mot'Dus  regius  urgct, 
Aut  faiiaticus  error,  et  iracunda  Diana, 
Vcfanum  tctigiiTe  limeat  fugiunlque  pocitam, 

Qjji  fapiunt : 

<^ie:ii  vero  arripnir,  tenet,  occiditque  legcndo, 
Ihoii  naiiT'ira  autem  r,ili  picr.a  cuioris  hiru(io. 


OF    DODSLEY. 

This  falfe,  that  iU-e.xprrft,  this  thought  not  gooi 
And  all  wa*  wrong  which  1  mifunderllood. 
But  reading  more  attentive,  foon  I  found. 
The  di(^1ioii  ncrvou-i,  and  the  doiftrine  found. 
Saw  man,  a  part  of  that  ftupendous  whole, 
"  Whole  body  nature  is,  and  Cod  the  foul." 
Saw  in  the  fcale  of  things  his  middle  ftate. 
And  all  his  pow'rs  adapted  juft  to  that. 
Saw  reafon,  paffion,  weaknefs,  how  of  ufe. 
How  all  to  good,  to  happinefs  conduce  ; 
Saw  my  own  weaknefs,  thy  fuperior  power. 
And  ftill  the  moie  1  read,  admire  the  more. 

This  fimile  drawn  out,  I  n»w  began 
To  think  of  forming  lome  defign  or  plan. 
To  aid  my  mufe,  and  guide  her  wand'ring  lay. 
When  fudden  to  my  mind  came  horjeft  Gay, 
For  form  or  method  I  no  more  contend, 
Jj.U  ftrive  to  copy  that  ingenious  friend  ♦: 
Like  him  to  catch  my  thoughts  juft  as  they  rofe— 
And  thus  I  caught  them,  laughing  at  thy  foes. 

Where  are  ye  noA- ye  critics,  fliall  I  fay  ? 

Or  owls  who  ficken  at  this  god  of  day  } 

What !   mighty  Icribblers,  will  you  let  him  go 

Uncenfur'd,  unabus'd,  unhonour'd  fo  ? 

Step  forth,  fome  great  diftinguilli'd  daring  dunce, 

Write  hut  one  page,  you  filencehim  at  once  : 

Write  w  ithout  fear  ;  you  will,  you  muft  fuccced  ; 

He  cannot  anfwer for  he  will  not  read. 

Here  paus'd  the  mufe-— alas  '.  the  jade  is  bit. 
She  fain  would  copy  Gay,  but  wants  his  wit. 
She  paus'd,  indeed— broke  off  as  he  had  done. 
Wrote  four  unmeaning  lines,  and  then  went  on. 

Ye  wits  and  fools;  ye  libertines  and  faints. 
Come  pour  ujjon  the  foe  your  joint  complaints. 
Firlt,  you  who  oft,  with  wifdom  too  refin'd. 
Clan  cenfure  and  direct  th'  Eternal  Mind, 
Ingenious  wits,  who  modeftly  pretend 
This  bungling  frame,  the  univerle,  to  mend; 
How  can  you  bear,  in  your-great  reafon's  fpight. 
To  hear  him  prove,  "  Whatever  is,  is  right .'" 
Alas  I   how  eafy  to  confute  the  fong  1 
If  r.ll  is  right,  how  came  your  heads  fo  wrong  ? 
And  come,  ye  folemn  fools,  a  numerous  band. 
Who  read,  and  read,  but  never  uiiderftand. 
Pronounce  it  nonfenfe---Can't  you  prove  it  too  ? 
Good  faith,  my  friend',  it  may  be  fo — to  you. 

Come  t('0,  ye  libertines,  who  luft  for  power. 
Or  wealth,  or  fame,  or  grcatnefs,  or  a  whore  ; 
All  who  true  fenfual  happinefs  adhere  to. 
And  laugh  him  out  of  this old-fafliion'd  virtue; 
Virtue,  \\  here  he  has  whimlically  plac'd 
Your  only  blifs— How  odd  is  fome  mens  tafte! 

And  come,  ye  rigid  faints,  with  looks  demure, 
Who  bo  ill  yourfelves  right  holy,  juft,  and  pure; 
Come,  and  with  pious  zeal  the  lines  decry. 
Which  give  your  proud  hypocrify  the  lie  : 
Which  own  the  beft  have  failings,  not  a  few  ; 
And  prove  the  worft,  fomctimes,  as  good  as  you. 

V/hat :  fliali  he  taint  fuch  perfect  fouls  with  ill  ? 
Shall  fots  not  place  tl-.cir  blifs  in  what  they  will  ? 
Nor  fools  be  fools .'  nor  wits  fublime  defcend 
In  charity  to  heaven  its  works  to  mend  } 
Laughs  he  at  thefe?— -'tis  mor.ftrou.'.  To  be  plain^ 
I'd  have  ye  write— -he  can  but  laugh  again. 

Here  lilting  up  my  head,  furiiris'd  I  fee 
Ciofc  at  my  elbow,  flattering  vanity. 

*  Jn  '-is  /;•  /?  rpi/lu\ 
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fffom  her  foft  whifpers  foon  t  found  it  came. 
That  I  fuppos'd  myfelf  not  one  of  them. 
Alas  !  how  eafily  ourfelves  we  footh ! 
I  fear,  in  juftice,  he  mufl  laugh  at  both. 

For  vanity  abalh'd,  up  to  my  ear 
Steps  honeft  truth,  and  thefe  fharp  words  I  hear ; 
"  Forbear,  vain  bard,  like  them  forbear  thy  lays; 
*'  Alike  to  Pope  fuch  cenfure  and  fuch  praife, 
*'  Nor  that  can  fink,  nor  this  exalt  his  name, 
"  Who  owes  to  virtue  and  himfelf  his  fame." 
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ON  GOOD  AND  ILL-NATURE. 

TO  MR.  POPr. 

In  virtue's  caufe  to  draw  a  daring  pen, 

Defend  the  good,  encounter  wicked  men^ 

Freely  to  praife  the  virtues  of  the  few, 

And  boldly  cenfure  the  degenerate  crew. 

To  fcorn,  with  equal  juftice,  to  deride 

The  poor  man's  worth,  or  footh  the  great  one's 

pride ; 
All  this  was  once  good-nature  thought,  not  ill ; 
Nay,  fome  there  a^-e  fo  odd  to  think  fo  ftill. 
Old-fafhion'd  fouls !  your  men  of  modern  taflc. 
Are  with  new  virtue,  new  politenefs  grac'd. 
Good-nature  now  has  chang'd  her  honeft  face. 
For  fmiling  flattery,  comphment,  grimace : 
Fool  grins  at  fool,  each  coxcomb  owns  his  brother, 
And  thieves  and  fharpers  compliment  each  other. 
To  fuch  extent  gocd-naturc  now  is  fpread, 
To  be  fincere  is  monftroufly  ill-bred : 
An  equal  brow  to  all  is  now  the  vogue, 
And  complaifance  goes  round  from  rogue  to  rogue. 
If  this  be  good — 'tis  glorioiifly  true. 
The  mofi  ill-natur'dman  alive  is  you. 

THE  CAVE  OF  POPE. 
A  prophe|V. 

When  dark  oblivion,  in  her  fable  cloak 

Shall  wrap  the  names  of  heroes  and  of  kings ; 

And  their  high  deeds,  fubmitting  to  the  ftroke 
Of  time,  fhall  fall  amongft  forgotten  things; 

Then  (for  the  mufe  that  dillant  day  can  fee) 
On  Thames's  bank  the  ilranger  fhall  arrive. 

With  curious  wifh  thyfacred  grott  to  fee. 

Thy  facred  grott  fhall  witli  thy  name  furvlvc. 

Grateful  poflerity,  from  age  to  age. 
With  pious  hand  the  ruin  fhall  repair: 

Some  good  old  man,  to  each  inquiring  fage, 

Pointmg  the  place,  fhall  cry, The  bard  liv'd  there, 

Whofe  fong  was  mufic  to  the  liflening  ear, 
Yet  taught  audacious  vice  and  folly  fhamej 

Eafy  his  manners,  but  his  life  fevere  ; 
His  word  alone  gave  ipfamy  or  fame. 

Sequcfler'd  from  the  fool  and  coxcomb  wit. 
Beneath  this  filent  roof  the  mufe  he  found ; 

'Twas  here  he  flept  infpir'd,  or  fat  and  writ. 
Here  with  his  friends  the  fpcial  glafs  v/ent  round. 

With  awful  veneration  fhall  they  trace 

The  fteps  which  thou  fo  long  before  hafl  trod; 

With  reverend  wonder  view  the  folemn  place, 
From  whence  thy  ^e^ius  fcar'd  to  nature's  God, 


Then,  fome  fmall  gem,  or  mors,  or  flilning  car. 
Departing,  each  Ihall  pilfer,  in  fond  hope 

To  pleafe  their  friends,  on  every  diftant  fhorc, 
Boafung  a  rehc  from  the  Cave  of  Pope. 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  MR.  POPE. 

Come,  ye  whofe  fouls  harmonious  founds  infpire. 
Friends  to  the  mufe,  and  judges  of  her  fong ; 

Who,  catching  from  the  bard  his  heavenly  fire, 
Soar  as  lie  loars,  fublimely  rapt  along;  [art 

iVIourn,  mourn  your  lofs:   he's  gone  who  had  the 

With  founds  to  Iboth  the  ear,  witli  fenfe  to  warm 
the  heart. 

Who  now  fliall  dare  to  lift  the  facred  rod,     [law  ? 

Truth's  faithful  guard,  where  vice  efcapes  the 
Who  now,  high  foaring  to  the  throne  of  God, 

In  nature's  moral  caufe  his  pen  fhall  draw  ? 
Let  none  pretend ;  he's  gone,  who  had  the  art 
With  founds  to  footh  the  ear,  with  fenfe  to  warm 
the  heart. 

Vice  oow  fecure  her  blufhlefs  front  Ihall  raife, 

And  all  her  triumph  be  through  Britain  borne  ; 
Whofe  worthlefs  fons  from  guilt  fliall  purchafe 
praife. 
Nor  dread  the  hand  that  pointed  them  to  fcorn; 
No  check  remains ;  he's  gone,  who  had  the  art 
With  founds  to  footh  the  ear,  with  fenfe  to  warjij 
the  heart. 

Ye  tunclefs  bards  now  tire  each  venal  quill. 

And  from  the  public  gather  idle  pence ; 
Ye  tafl;elefs  peers,  now  build  and  plant  your  fill. 
Though  fplendour  borrows  not  one  ray  from 
fenfe ; 
Fear  no  rebu'Ke ;  he's  gone,  who  had  the  art 
With  founds  to  footh  the  ear,  with  fenfe  to  warnj 
the  heart. 

But  come,  ye  chofen,  ye  felecSed  few, 

Yc  next  in  genius,  as  in  friendftiip,  join'd, 

The  focial  virtues  of  his  heart  who  knew, 
And  ftated  all  the  beauties  of  his  mind ; 

Drop,  drop  a  tear;  he's  gone,  who  had  the  art 

With  founds  to  charm  the  ear,  with  fenfe  to  warn* 
the  heart. 

And,  O  great  fhadc !  permit  thy  humbleft  friend 
His  figh  to  waft,  his  grateful  tear  to  pay 

Thy  honourM  memory;  and  condefccnd  [lay, 

1  o  hear,  wcll-pleas'd,  the  weak,  yet  well-meant: 

Lamenting  thus  :  he's  gone,  who  had  the  art 

"W'ith  founds  to  footh  the  ear,  with  fenfe  to  warai 
the  heart. 


MODERJT  REASONING, 

AN  EPISTLE. 

Whence  comes  it,  L ,  that  ev'ry  foal^' 

In  reafon's  fpite,  in  fpite  of  ridicule, 
Fondly  his  own  wild  whims  for  truth  maintains, 
And  all  the  blind  deluded  world  difdains 
Himfelf  the  only  perfon  bleft  with  fight, 
And  his  opinion  the  great  rule  of  right  ? 

'Tis  flrange  from  folly  this  conceit  fhould  rife. 
That  want  of  fenfe  fhould  njaj^e  us  think  we'« 
wjfe: 

G  iiij 
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THE   WORKS   OF   DODSLF.Y. 


Yt  t  To  it  is.    The  mofl  cprcpious  elf 

'Jhiiiks  mine  I'o  wife  or  witty  rti  liiinfclf. 

Who  nothinji;  knows,  will  all  thiiijjs  cornprchciid; 

And  who  can  Icaft  confiitc,  will  moll  contend. 

1  love  the  m.in,  I  love  liini  Iroui  my  loul. 
Whom  neither  wcakncfs  hliudf,  nor  whims  eon- 

troiil ; 
With  learning  bleft,  with  folid  rcafnn  frauyjlit, 
Who  llowly  thinks,  and  ponders  every  thoujjht'; 
Yet  confcious  to  himfeil  how  :i]>t  to  err, 
Suggcfts  his  notions  with  a  niodefl  fear; 
Hears  every  reafon,  every  pafTion  hides, 
Dchates  with  calnincfs,  and  with  care  decides; 
IVJore  pleas'd  to  learn,  tlian  ca^er  to  cohfutc, 
Not  vldory,  but  tviith,  his  fole  piiihiit. 

Bur  thefe  are  very  rare.    How  happy  he 

Who  taftcs  Inch  converle,  I ,  with  thee ! 

Each  focial  hour  is  fpent  in  joys  Aiblimc, 
Whilfl  hand  in  hand  o'er  Icarninjj's  Alps  you  climb-, 
Thrniijrh  rt.ifon's  paths  in  (".arch  of  truth  j>rocccd, 
And  de^r  the  flow'ry  way  from  every  weed  ; 
'rill  from  her  ancient  cavern  rais'd  to  light, 
Q'he  bcautcou*  llraiigcr  flnnds  rcveal'd  to  fight. 

Hnw  far  from  this  tlie  furious  noify  crew. 
Who,  what  they  once  afiert,  with  zeal  purfue  .' 
Their  greater  right  infer  frum  louder  tongues ; 
And  llrrn;jfh  of  argument  from  fti-en;;th  of  lungs, 
Inftcad  of  fciife,  who  ftun  your  ears  with  found. 
And  think  th-v  conquer,  v.-hen  they  but  confound. 
'J'aunis,  a  bellowing  champion,  ftorms  and  fwear?, 
And  drives  his  argument  through  both  your  cars; 
'And  v/hether  truth  or  I'alf'hood,  right  or  wrong, 
"I'is  fti!l   maintain'd,   and   prov'd   by   dint  of— 

tongue. 
In  all  difputes  he  bravely  wins  the  dny,' 
No  wonder — for  he  heirs  not  what  you  fay. 

But  though  to  tire  t!ic  ear's  fuflicicnt:  ciirfe. 
To  lire  one's  patience  is  a  plague  IHIl  worfe. 
Plato,  a  formal  ftge,  debates  a\  ith  care, 
A  ftrong  opponent,  take  him  up  who  dare. 
His  words  art:  grave,  delib<.Tale,  and  cool, 
He  looks  fo  wife — 'tii  pity  he's  a  fool. 
If  he  afftrts.  though  what  no  man  can  doubt. 
He'll  bring  ten  thoufand  proofs  to  make  it  out. 
This,  this,  and  this — i>  fo,  and  fo,  and  fo ;    [know. 
And   therefore,    therefore — that,    and   that,   you. 
Cirrles  no  angles  liave  ;  a  fquare  has  four  : 
A  fquart's  no  circle Jthcrefore — to  be  fure. 
The  fum  of  Plato's  wond'roiis  wifilom  is, 
This  is  not  that,  and,  therefore,  th.it  not  this. 

Oppos'd  to  him,  but  mtith  the  greater  dunce, 
Ts  he  who  throws  all  knowledge  off  at  once. 
The  firft  for  every  triile  will  contend  ; 
But  this  has  no  opinions  to  dtfeod. 
In  fire  no  heat,  no  f\\eetnefs  in  the  rofe; 
The  man's  impos'd  on  by  his  very  noO;; 
Kor  light  nor  colour  charms  hi.s  douluing  eye, 
The  world's  a  dream,  and  afl  hi''  l\  nfes  lie. 
He  thinks,  yit  doubts  if  he'.s  pi-vfl".  fs'd  of  thought ; 
Nay,  even  doubts  his  very  power  to  doubt. 
Afk  him  if  he's  a  m.in,  or  beafi,  or  bird. 
He  cannot  tell.tip'^'n  his  boiiefb  word. 
'TIS  l^range  fo  plain  a  point's  fo  hard  to  prove  ; 
I'll  te^l  you  what  you  are — a  finl,  by  Jove. 

Another  clafs  of  difpnt;'.i''s  there  are, 
^To.'e  num'rous  than  the  doubting  trilic  by  f.ir. 
Thefc  are  your  wanderers,  w  ho  fioin  the  point 
Run  wild  in  loofc  harangues,  all  out  of  joint. 


Vaj'-arious,  and  confute  him  if  you  eafl, 

Will  hold  debate  with  any  mortal  man. 

He  roves  from  Genefis  to  Revelations, 

And  quite  confounds  you  with  divine  quofatiom,' 

Shoulil  you  aflirm  that  Adam  knew  his  wife, 

And  by  that  knowledge  loft  the  tree  of  life  ; 

He  contradidls  you,  and,  in  half  an  hour, 

Moft  plain'y  juovt.' — P(  pc  Joan,  the  feailct  whore. 

Nor  head  nor  tail  his  argument  affords, 

A  jumbling,  incoherent  mafs  of  words; 

Moft  of  them  true,  but  fo  together  toft 

Without  connedVion,  that  their  fenfe  is  loft. 

But,  leaving  thefc  to  rove,  and  thofc  to  doubt. 
Another  clan  alarms  us  ;  face  about : 
See,  arm'd  with  grave  authority  they  come. 
And  \\  ith  great  names  and  numbers  ftrikc  us  durol}. 
With  thefe  an  error  ven'rable  appears, 
for  having  been  believ'd  three  thoufand  years. 
Reafon,  nay  common  fenfe,  to  names  muft  fall. 
And  (Irengtli  of  argument's  no  flrength  at  all. 
But  on,  my  mufe,  thoug'i  multitudes  oppofc  u«, 
Alas  !  truth  is  not  prov'd  by  counting  nofes : 
Nor  fear,  though  ancient  fages  are  fubjoin'd  ; 
A  lie's  a  lie,  though  told  by  all  mankind. 
'Tis  true,  I  love  the  ancients — but  vhat  then? 
Plato  and  Ariflotle  were  but  men. 
I  grant  'em  wii'c — tlie  wifeft  difagrce, 
And  therefore  no  fufficient  guides  for  me. 
An  error,  though  by  half  the  world  cfpous'd. 
Is  ftill  an  error,  and  may  be  oppos'd  ; 
And  truth,  though  much  from  mortal  eyes  con- 

ccal'd. 
Is  ftill  the  truth,  and  may  be  more  reveal'd. 
I  low  foolifli  then  will  look  your  mighty  wife, 
.Should  half  their /^yi  (//.rita^ovo  plain  lies  ! 

But  on,  my  niaie,  anot^ffujibe  demands 
Thy  cenfure  yetlvipr  tboul^^^  Tcapc  thy  lianJs, 
'i'hefe  are  the  ]ianionat< 
Drmand  fnbmifiion,iAuarchB'^tSUiti. 
Sole  judges,  in  their^b  conccitJBf  wit, 
')  hey  dan.n  all  "liofe^^  fools  thy  won't  fubmit. 
Sir'l'elty  (thwart  Sir ''"'"IKjJ^ycm  dare) 
.Sweart  thr/e's  irihabiriuts^ievery  ftar. 
If  you  prefume  to  fay  this  mayn't  be  true. 
Yen  lie,  ^ir.  you're  a  foe  I  and  blockhead  too. 
What  he  alTerts.  if  any  difbelicvc. 
How  folks  can  be  fo  dull  he  can't  conceive. 
"He  knows  he's  right ;  he  knows  his  judgment'^ 

clear;     . 
But  men  are  fo  pcrvcrfc  they  will  not  hear. 
With  him.  Swift  treads  a  dull  tri'c  beaten  way; 
In  Young  no  wit,  no  hnn our  fmiles  in  Gay; 
Xor  truth,  nor  virtue.  Pope,  adorns  thy  page ; 
And  "I'hf  mfon's  liberty  con  apts  the  age. 
This  to  (.ienv,  if  any  dare  prcfiinie, 
Fool,  coxcomb,  fot,  and  puppy,  fill  the  room. 
Hilhilo,  who  full  well  this  humour  knows, 
Relolv'il  one  day  his  folly  to  expofe. 
Kindly  invites  him  with  llime  Iriends  to  dine, 
j\nd  entertains  'em  %\  ilh  a  roalt  firloin  : 
Of  this  he  kviewSirTefty  could  not  eat, 
•And  purpofely  prepar'd  it  for  his  treat, 
i  he  reft  begin — csir  lefty,  pray  fall  to— 
'Yon  love  roaft  beef.  Sir,  come — I  know  you  do. 
"  Lxcufc  mc-Sir, 'tis  V  hilt  I  never  eat." 
How,  Sir  !  nor  love  roaft  beef!  the  king  of  meat} 
"  'Tis  true  indeed."    Indeed  it  is  not  true  ; 
1  love  it,  Sir,  and  you  muft  love  it  too. 


y  o  E 

**  I  can't,  npon  n\y  word."  Then  you're  a  fool, 
And  don't  know  what's  goed  eating,  by  my  foul. 
Kot  love  roaft  beef !— come,  come,  firs,  fill  his 

plate, 
I'll  make  hini'love  it— Sir,  G —  d---  ye,  eat. 
Sir  Tefty  finding  what  it  was  they  meant, 
Kofe  in  a  palEon,  and  away  he  went. 

RELIGION. 

A    SIMILi:. 

I'm  often  drawn  to  make  a  ftop, 
And  gaze  upon  a  pidlure-fliop. 
There  have  I  feen  (as  who  that  tarries 
Has  not  the  fame)  :  a  head  that  varies ; 
And  as  in  ditT'rent  views  e-vpos'd, 
"A  diff 'rent  figure  is  difclo>'d. 
This  way  a  fool's  head  is  exprefs'd, 
Whofe  very  count'nance  is  a  jeft  ; 
Such  as  were  formerly  at  court, 
Kept  to  make  wifer  people  fport. 
Turn  it  another  way,  you'll  have  T 

A  face  ridiculoufly  grave,  > 

Something  betwixt  the  fool  and  knave.  j 

Again,  but  alter  the  pofition, 
You're  frighted  with  the  apparition ; 
A  hideous  threatening  Gorgon  head 
Appears,   enough  to  fright  the  dead. 
Eut  place  it  in  its  proper  light, 
A  lovely  face  accofts  the  fight ; 
Our  eyes  are  charm'd  with  every  feature, 
We  own  the  whole  a  beauteous  creature. 

Thus  true  religion  fares.     For  when 
By  filly,  or  defigning  men. 
In  falfe  or  foolifh  ligh^tis  plac'd, 
'Tis  made  a  bugbeaj^B;  a  jelt. 
Here,  by  a  fet  ^^.Jfl^Hfi^  thought 
A  fcheme,  by  pouSiaiis  wrought, 
To  ftrengthen  and  enforce  the  law. 
And  keep  the  vur^^j|M|^mkv e  : 
And  thefe,  tofhow|^^^^^^ai'ts, 
Caft  all  religion  fron^^PHicarts; 
Brand  all  its  vot'ries  as  the  tools 
Of  priefts,  and  politician's  fools. 

Some  view  it  in  another  light, 
Lefs  wicked,  but  as  fooliih  quite  : 
And  thefe  are  fuch  as  blindly  place  it 
In  fuperftitions  that  difgrace  it ; 
And  think  the  eflenee  of  it  lies 
In  ceremonious  fooleries ; 
In  points  of  faith  and  fpeculation, 
Which  tend  to  nothing  but  vexation. 
With  thefe  it  is  a  heinous  crime 
To  cough  or  fpit  in  fermon  time  : 
'Tis  worfe  to  whiftle  on  a  Sunday, 
Than  cheat  their  neighbours  on  a  Monday  : 
To  dine  without  firft  faying  grace,  is 
Enough  to  lofe  in  ^eaven  their  places  ; 
But  goodnefs,  honefty,  and  virtue. 
Are  what  they've  not  the  leaft  regard  to. 

Others  there  are,  and  not  a  fev/. 
Who  place  it  in  the  bugbear  view  '. 
Think  it  confifts  in  fti  ange  feverities  ; 
In  failings,  weepings,  and  aufterities. 
Falfe  notions  their  weak  minds  poffefs, 
Of  faith,  and  grace,  and  hciincfs : 
And  as  the  Lord's  of  purer  eyes 
Than  to  behold  ini(juitjes  5 


They  think,  unlefs  they're  pure  and  fpotlefs, 
All  their  endeavours  will  be  bootlefs ; 
And  dreadful  furies  in  aternum. 
In  uncont'uming  fires  will  burn  'em. 

But  O,  how  happy  are  the  few. 
Who  place  it  in  its  proper  view  !  ' 

To  thefe  it  Ihines  divinely  bright, 
No  clouds  obfcure  its  native  light; 
Truth  ftamps  convi(flion  in  the  mind, 
All  doubts  and  fears  are  left  behind. 
And  peace  and  joy  at  once  an  entrance  find. 

PAIN  AND  PATIENCE : 


To  fcourge  the  riot  and  intemperate  luft. 

Or  check  the  felf-fufiicient  jjride  of  man, 
OfTended  Heaven  fent  forth,  in  vengeance  juft. 
The  dire  inexorable  fury,  pain; 
Beneath  whofe  griping  hand,  when  fhe  aflails. 
The  firmeft    fpirits  fink,  the  ftrongeft  reafoning^ 
fails. 

Near  to  the  confines  of  th'  infernal  den. 

Deep  in  a  hollow  cave's  profound  recefs. 
Her  courts  flie  holds ;  and  to  the  fons  of  mea 
Sends  out  the  miniilers  of  dire  diftrefs: 
Repentrnce,  fliame,  defpair,  each  adls  her  part, 
Whets  the  vindiclive  fteel,    and  aggravates  the- 
fmart. 

He,  whofe  luxurious  palate  daily  rang'd 

Earth,  air,  and  ocean,  to  fupply  his  board; 
And  to  high-reliili'd  poifons  niadJy  chang'd 
The  wholefome  gifts  of  nature's  bounteous 
lord  ; 
Shall  find  fick  naufeous  furfeit  taint  his  blond; 
And  his  abus'd  pall'd  ftomach  lothe  the  daintieft 
food. 

The  midnight  reveller's  intemperate  bowl. 
To  rage  and  riot  fires  his  furious  brain; 
Remorfe  enfiies,  and  agony  of  foul, 

His  future  life  condemn'd  to  ceafelefs  pain: 
Gout,  fever,  ftone,  to  madnefs  heighten  grief; 
And  temperance,  cail'd  too  late,  affords  him  n* 
relief; 

He  whofe  hot  blood  excites  to  dangerous  joy. 
And  headlong  drives  to  feek  the  lewd  em-< 
brace, 
Startled  at  length,  fhalt  in  his  face  defcry 
The  mark  indelible  of  foul  difgrace: 
Ulcers  obfcene  corrode  his  aching  bones; 
And  his  high  raptures  change  to  deep-felt  fighs 
and  groans. 

The  wild  extravagant,  whofe. thoughtlefs  hand. 
With   lavifh    taftelefs   pride,'  commits  ex- 
pence, 
Ruin'd,  perceives  hiswaining  age  demand 
Sad  reparation  for  his  youth's  offence  : 
Upbraiding  riot  points  to  follies  paft, 
Prefenting  hollow  want,  fit  fucceffor  to  wafle- 

He  too,  whofe  high  prefuming  health  defies  - 
Th'  almighty  hand  of  Heaven  to  pull  hina 
down ; 
Who  flights  the  care  and  caution  of  the  wife. 
Nor  fears  hot  fummer's  rage,  nor  winter's 
frown  ; 
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Some  trifling  ail  fhall  feize  this  mighty  man  ; 
Jlaft  all  his  boafted  ftrength,  rack  every  nerve 
with  pain. 

Thus  nature's  God  inflicfis,  by  nature's  law, 

Oil  every  crime  its  proper  punidiment; 
Creating  pain  to  keep  mankind  in  awe, 
And  moral  ills  by  phyfical  prevent : 
Xn  wrath  iHll  gracious ;  claiming  ftiU  our  praife, 
Iv'n  in  thofe  very  groans  our  chaftifements  fliall 
raife. 

But  left  the  feeble  heart. of  fuffering  man 

Too  low  fliould  fink  beneath  the  keen  diftrefs; 
Left  tell  defpair,  in  league  with  cruel  pain, 
Should  drive    him  defperate    in    their  wild 
excefs ; 
Kind  hope  her  daughter  patience  fent  from  high. 
To  eafc  the  labouring  breaft,  and  wipe  the  trick- 
ling eye. 

Hail,  mild  divinity  '.  calm  patience,  hail  I 
Soft-handed,  meek-ey'd  maid,  yet  whofe  firm 
breath. 
And  ftrong  perfuafive  eloquence  prevail 

Againft  the  rage  of  pain,  the  fear  of  death  : 
Come,  lenient  beauty,  fpread  thy  healing  wing. 
And  fmooth  my  reftlefi  couch,  wbilft  I  ihy  praifes 
fing. 

In  all  this  toilfome  round  of  weary  life, 

Wh^re  duUnel's  teazes,  or  pert  noile  afTails; 
Where  trifling  follies  end  in  ferious  ftrilc, 
And  money  purchales  where  merit  fails; 
"What  honelt  fpirit  would  not  rile  in  rage. 
If  patience  lent  not  aid  his  pafllon  to  alTuage  ? 

No  ftare  of  life  but  muft  to  patience  bow : 

The  tradefman  mult  have  patience  for  his  bill; 

He  muft  have  patience  who  to  law  will  go  ; 

And  fliould  he  lofe  his  right,  more  patience 

Yea,  to  prevent  or  heal  full  many  a  llrife,     [ilill ; 

How  oft,  how  iong  muft  man  have  patience  with 

his  wife  ? 

But  Heav'n    grant  patience  to  the  wretched 
wight. 
Whom  pills,  and  draughts,  and  boluffes  affail  I 
-Which    he    muft  fwallow  down  with    all    his 
might;  [rits  fail. 

Ev'n  then,  when  health,  and  ftrength,  and  fpi- 
Pear  do(flors,  find  fome  gentk-i  ways  to  kill  ; 
J^ightcn  this  load  of  drugs,  contract  yon  length  of 
bill. 

When  theduU,  prating  loud,  long-winded  dame. 
Her  tedious,  vague,  unmeaning  tale  repeats; 
f  erplex'd  and  wand'ring  round  and  round  her 
theme. 
Till  loft  and  puzzled,  flie  all  theme  forgets; 
Yet  ftill  talks  on  with  unabating  fpetd; 
Good  gods  1    who  hears  her  out,  muft  patience 
have  indeed. 

So  when  fome  grave,  deep-learned,  found  divine 

Afcends  the  pulpit,  and  unfolds  his  text : 
.park    and    more  dark  grows  what  he  would 
define, 
And  every  fentence  more  and  more  perplex'd; 
Yet  ftill  he  blunders  on  the  fame  blind  courfe. 
Teaching  his  wcary'd  hearers  patience  upon  force. 


Without  firm  patience  who  could  ever  bear 

The  great  man's  levee,  watching  for  afmile? 
Then,  with  a  whifper'd  promifc  in  his  ear, 
Wait  its  accomplifliment  a  long,  iong  while; 
Yet  through  the  bounds  of  patience  if  he  burft, 
Daniel's  long  weeks  of  years  maybe  accomplifli'd 
firft. 

O  patience  !  guardian  of  the  tempered  breaft, 
Againft  the  infolence  of  pride  and  j)ower ; 
Againft  the  wit's  keen  fneer,  the  fool's  dull  jeft  * 
Againft  the  boafter's  lie,  told  o'er  and  o'er  ; 
To  thee  this  tributary  lay  I  bring,  [fing. 

By  whofe  firm  aid  empower'd,  in  raging  pain  I 

KITTY. 

A    PASTORAt. 

Beneath  a  cool  fhadt-,  by  the  fide  of  a  flream, 
Thus  breath'd  a  fond   flicphcrd,    his    Kitty    his 

theme  : 
Thy  beauties  comparing,  my  dearcft,  faid  he» 
There's  nothing  in  nature  fo  lovely  as  thee. 

Though  diftance  divides  us,  1  view  thy  dear  face 
And  wander  in  tranfport  o'er  every  grace  ; 
Now,  now  I  behold  thee,  fweet-fmiling  and  pretty, 

0  gods  I  you've  made  nothing  fo  fair  as  my  Kitty  I 

Come,  lovely  idea,  come  fill  my  fond  arms. 
And  whilft  in  foft  rapture  I  gaze  on  thy  charms, 
The  beautiful  obje(fls  which  round  me  arile, 
Shall  yield  to  thofe  beauties  that  live  in  thine 
eyes. 

Now  Flora  the  meads  and  the  groves  does  adorn. 
With  flowers  and  bloflbm^i  every  thorn  ; 
But  look  on  my  Kitty  ^-tSfSmS  fweetly  does  blow, 
A  fpring  of  more  beauties  than  Flora  can  fliovv. 

See,  fee  how  that  rofe  there  adorns  the  gay  bufti. 
And    proud   of  its  colour,   would  vie  with  her 

blufti. 
Vain  boafter  '.  thy  beaWies  flinll  quickly  decay. 
She  bluflies— and  fee  how  it  withers  away. 

Obftrve  that  fair  lily,  the  pride  of  the  vale. 
In  whitenefs  iinrivaird,  now  droop  and  look  pale; 
It  fickens,  and  changes  its  beautiful  hue. 
And  bows  down  its  head  in  fu|»piift3on  to  you. 

The  zephyrs  that  fan  me  beneath  the  cool  fliade, 
VVhen  panting  with  heat  on  the  ground  I  am  laid. 
Are  lefs  grateful  and  fwect  than  the  heavenly  air 
That  breaihes  from  her  lips  when  ihe  whifpers— 
my  dear. 

1  hear  the  gay  lark,  as  (he  mounts  in  the  (kies, 
How  fweet  are   her  notes !    how  delightful  her 

voice  ! 
Co  dwell  in  the  air,  little  warbler,  go  I 
I  have  muflc  enough  while  my  Kitty's  below. 

With  pleafure  I  watch  the  induftrious  bee, 
Extraifling  her  fweets  from  each  flower  and  tree  i 
Ah  fools  1   thus  to  labour  to  keep  you  alive  ; 
Fly,  fly  to  her  lips,  and  at  once  fill  your  hive. 

See    there,    on  the  top   of  that  oak,    how    the 

doves 
Sit  brooding  each  other,  and  cooing  their  loves: 
Our  loves  are  thul  tender,  thus  mutual  our  joy^ 
When  folded  ou  each  other's  bofom  wc  lie.       • 
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It  glads  me  to  fee  how  the  pretty  young  lambs 
Are  fondled,  and  cherifli'd,  and  lov'd  by  their  dams: 
The  Iambs  are  lefs  pretty,  my  deareft,  than  thee  ; 
Their  dams  are  lefs  fond,  uor  fo  tender  as  me. 

As  I  gaze  on  the  river  that  fmoothly  glides  by. 
Thus  even  and  fweetls  her  temper,  I  cry  ; 
Thus  clear  is  her  mind,  thus  calm  and  ferene. 
And  virtues,  like  gems,  at  the  bottom  are  feen. 

Here  various  flowers  ftill  paint  the  gay  fcene. 
And  as  fome  fade  and  die,  others  bud  and  look 

green  ; 
The  charms  of  my  Kitty  are  conftant  as  they  ; 
Her  virtues  will  bloom  as  her  beauties  decay. 

But  in  vain   I  compare  her,    here's  nothing   fo 

bright ; 
And  daiknefs  approaches  to  hinder  my  fight : 
To  bed  I  will  haften,  and  there  all  her  cUarms, 
In  fofter  ideas,  I'll  bring  to  my  arms. 

COUNTS  KISSES. 
SONG  I. 

THE  TUTOR. 

doME,  my  faireft,  learn  of  me, 

Learn  to  give  and  take  the  blifs ; 
Come,  my  love,  here's  none  but  we, 

I'll  inftrud  thee  how  to  kifs. 
Why  turn  from  me  that  dear  face  ? 

Why  that  blulh  and  downcaft  eye  ? 
Come,  come,  meet  my  fond  embrace. 

And  the  mutual  rapture  try. 

Throw  thy  lovely  twining  arms 

Round  my  neck,  or  round  my  waift; 
And  whilft  I  devour  thy  charms. 

Let  me  clofely  be  embrac'd  : 
Then  when  foft  ideas  rife, 

And  the  gay  defires  grow  ftrong  ; 
Let  them  fparkle  in  thy  eyes. 

Let  them  murmur  from  thy  tongue. 

To  my  breaft  with  rapture  cling, 

Look  with  tranfport  on  my  face, 
Kifs  me,  prefs  me,  every  thing 

To  endear  the  fond  embrace. 
Every  tender  name  of  love. 

In  foft  whifpers  let  me  hear; 
And  let  fpeaking  nature  prove 
'  Every  ecftafy  fincere. 

SONG  n. 

THE  IMAGINARY  KISS. 

When  Fanny  I  faw  as  fhe  tipt  o'er  the  green, 

Fair,  blooming,  foft,  artlefs,  and  kind  : 
Fond  love  in  her  eyes,  wit  and  fenfe  in  her  mien. 

And  warmnefs  with  modefly  join'd  : 
Tranfported  with  fudden  amazement  I  ftood. 

Fail  rivettcd  down  to  the  place; 
Her  delicate  fliape,  eafy  motion  I  view'd, 

And  wander'd  o'er  every  grace. 

ye  gods  1  what  luxuriance  of  beauty,  I  cry. 
What  raptures  mult  dwell  in  her  arms '. 

On  her  lips  I  could  feaft,  on  her  breaft  I  could  die, 
O  Fanny,  how  fweet  arc  thy  ch,ariTi,s ! 


Whilft  thus  in  idea  my  paffion  I  fed. 

Soft  tranfport  my  fenfes  invade,  [fled. 

Young  Damon  ftepp'd  up,  with  the  fubftaace  he 

And  left  me  to  kifs  the  dear  fliade. 

SONG  IIL 

TKE    FEAST. 

Polly,  when  your  lips  you  join. 
Lovely  ruby  lips  to  mine  ; 
To  the  bee  the  flow'ry  field 
Such  a  banquet  does  not  yield  ; 
Not  the  dewy  morning  rofe 
So  much  fweetnefs  does  enclofe  ; 
Not  the  gods  fuch  nedlarlip, 
As  Cohn  from  thy  balmy  lip  : 
Kifs  me  then,  with  rapture  kifs. 
We'll  furpafs  the  gods  in  blifs. 

SONG  IV-  ^ 

THE  STOLEff  KISS. 

On  a  molTy  bank  reclin'd, 

Beauteous  Chloe  lay  repofing. 
O'er  her  breaft  each  am'rous  wind 

Wanton  play'd,  its  fweets  difclofing : 
Tempted  with  the  fwelling  charms, 

Colin,  happy  fwain,  drew  nigh  her. 
Softly  ftole  into  her  arms. 

Laid  his  fcrip  and  iheep-hook  by  her. 

O'er  her  downy  panting  breaft 

His  delighted  fingers  roving  j 
To  her  lips  his  lips  he  preft, 

In  the  ecftafy  of  loving  : 
Chloe,  waken'd  with  his  kifs, 

Pleas'd,  yet  frowning  to  conceal  it, 
Cry'd,  true  lovers  fliare  the  blifs  ? 

Why  then,  Colin,  would  j-ou  fteal  it  J 

SONG  V. 

THE  MEETING  KISS. 

Let  me  fly  into  thy  arms  : 
Let  me  talte  again  thy  charms  ; 
Kifsme,  prefs  me  to  thy  breaft. 
In  raptures  not  to  be  expreft. 

Let  me  clafp  thy  lovely  waift ; 
Throw  thy  arms  around  my  neck; 

Thus  embracing  and  embrac'd. 
Nothing  ftiall  our  raptures  check. 

Hearts  with  mutual  pleafure  glowingj 

Lips  with  lips  together  growing ; 

Eyes  with  tears  of  gladnefs  flowing ;         % 
Eyes,  and  lips,  and  hearts  fliali  fliow, 
Th'  excefs  of  joy  that  meeting  lover?  know« 

SONG  VL 

THE    PARTING  KISS« 

One  kind  kifs  before  we  part, 

Drop  a  tear  and  bid  adieu  : 
Though  we  fever,  my  fond  heart 

Till  we  meet  fliall  pant  for  you. 

Yet,  yet  weep  not  fo,  my  love, 
JliCt  me  kifs  that  falling  tear, 
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Though  my  body  muft  remove, 
AU  ray  loul  will  llili  be  here. 


All  my  foul,  and  all  my  heart. 

And  every  wilh  Ihall  |)int  lor  you ; 

One  kind  kils  then  e'er  we  part, 
Dtoy  a  tear  and  bid  adieu.         ^^ 

SONG  VII. 

THE  BORROWED  KISS. 

See  I  iangiiirti,  fre  I  faint, 

I  mull  borrow,  beg,  or  Ileal ; 
Can  you  lee  a  foul  ui  want, 

And  ni)  kind  compalFion  leel  ? 
Give,  or  kiid,  or  let  me  take 

One  iwcct  kils,  I  alk  no  more ; 
One  inert  kiu,  K:r  pity'i  lake, 

I'll  repay  it  o'er  and  o'er. 

Chlot  heard,  and  with  a  fmilc, 

Kinil,  C'.mpairiunatf-,  and  Iwcet, 
Coli>i   'lis  a  fill  to  iletil, 

A  "-J  for  nu  to  f^ivc's  not  meet : 
But  I'll  lt:nd  a  kif>  ur  twain, 

To  poor  CoLn  in  diltrels; 
JJot  th.;t  I'd  lie  paid  aj-^ain, 

Colin,  I  mean  nothuig  iefs. 

SONG  VIII. 

THE  KISS  REPAID. 

CntoE,  by  that  borrow 'd  kifs,. 

I,  alas '.  am  quite  undone  ; 
'Twas  fo  fweet,  fo  fraught  with  blifs, 

Thouiands  will  not  pay  that  one. 

Left  the  debt  fliould  break  your  heart, 
Rogiiirti  Cliloe  fmiling  cries, 

Cnm.  ,  a  hundred  then  in  part, 
For  tho  prefent  fliall  fuftice. 

SONG  IX. 

THE  SECRET  KISS. 

At  tTie  filcnt  evening  hour. 
Two  fond  lovers  in  a  bower 

Sought  their  mutunl  blifs; 
Though  her  heart  was  juft  relenting. 
Though  her  cye»ftcm'd  juft  comenting 

Yet  flie  fcar'd  to  kiis. 
Since  this  fecretfhacfe,  he  cry'd, 
tV'ill  thofc  rofy  blulht-shide. 

Why  will  you  relill  ? 
WhcRno  tell-tale  fpy  is  near  us, 
Eye  not  fees,  nor  ear  can  hear  us. 

Who  would  not  be  kifi'd  ? 

Molly  hearing  what  he  faid, 
Blullnng  lifted  up  her  head, 

Herbriaft  foft  wiOies  fill ; 
Since,  flic  cry'd  na|^^  is  near  us. 
Eye  not  fet  s,  nor  ear  can  hear  us, 

Kifs or  what  yoiilBvill. 

SONG  X. 
the  raptur 


VThii-ST  on  thy  dear  liofom  J) 
Cxiia,  who  can  fpeakmy  blifs? 


WTio  the  raptures  I'm  ertjoyinf. 

When  thy  balmy  lips  1  kifs  ? 
Every  look  with  love  mfpircs  me, 

EvtTy  touch  my  bofom  warms. 
Every  melting  murmur  fires  me, 

Every  joy  is  in  thy  arms. 
Thofc  dear  eyes,  how  foft  they  languifli ! 

Feel  my  heart  with  rapture  beat  '. 
Pleafurc  turns  almolt  to  anguifli. 

When  the  tranfjiort  is  i\)  fweet. 
Look  not  fo  divinely  on  me, 

Ca:lia,  I  Ihall  die  with  blifs  ; 
Yet,  ypt  mm  thole  eyes  upon  me, 

Wiio'd  not  die  a  diath  like  thib? 

SONG  XI. 

THE    RECONCILING  KISS. 

Why  that  fadnefs  on  thy  brow  ? 

V/hy  tuat  ftarting  cryftal  tear? 
Deart'.t  ^'olly,  let  ine  know, 

lor  thy  grief  I  cannot  bear. 
Polly  wilh  a  ftgh  reply'd, 

\\  iiat  neee  I  the  caufe  impart  ? 
Did  you  not  this,  moment  chide  ? 

And  jon  know  it  breaks  my  heart. 
Colin,  melting  as  (he  fpoke. 

Caught  the  fair  one  in  his  arms: 
O  my  Hear  I   tiiut  tender  look. 

Every  paflTun  quite  dii'arms: 
By  this  dear  relenting  kifs, 

I'd  no  anger  in  my  thought; 
Come,  my  love,  by  this,  and  this, 

Let  our  qiiarrti  be  forgot. 
As  whtn  fudden  ftorn.y  rain. 

Every  drociping  flowret  fpoils; 
Wlien  the  fun  lliines  out  again. 

All  the  face  of  nature  (miles  : 
Polly,  10  reviv'd  and  cheer'd 

IJy  her  Colin's  kind  embrace, 
Her  declining  head  uprear'd. 

Sweetly  fmiling  in  his  face. 

SONG  XIL 
THE  mi;t(jal  kiss. 
Ci5:T.TA,  by  thofe  f:;)iling  graces. 

Which  my  panting  bolom  warm; 
By  the  heaven  of  thy  embraces. 

By  thy  wond'rous  power  to  charm; 
By  thofc  foft  bewitching  glances, 

\\hich  my  ininoft  bofom  move  ; 
By  thofe  lips,  wiiofe  kifs  entrances. 

Thee,  and  thee  aloae  I  love. 

By  thy  godlike  art  of  loving, 

Ciclia,  with  a  blufli,  replies  ; 
By  thy  heavenly  power  of  moving. 

All  my  foul  to  fympathize  ? 
By  thy  eager  fond  careffes, 

By  thofe  arms  around  me  thrown  ; 
By  that  look,  which  truth  exprelfes, 

IMy  fou:ul  heart  is  all  thy  own. 

Thus  with  gloxving  inclination, 
Ihey  indulge  the  tender  blifs; 

And  to  hind  the  lading  paffion, 
Seal  it  with  a  mutual  kift. 
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Clofe,  in  fond  eipbraces,  lyln^, 

They  together  feem  to  grow  ; 
Such  fupreme  delight  enjoying, 

As  true  lovers  only  know. 

THE  WIFE:   A  FRAGMENT. 

The  virtues  that  endear  and  fweeten  life, 
And  form  that  foft  companion,  call'd  a  wife  ; 
Demand  my  fong.     Thou  who  didlt  firit  infpire 
The  tender  theme,  to  thee  1  tune  the  lyre. 

Hail,  lovely  v/oman  1  nature's  blefiing,  hail  I 
Whofe  charms  o'er  all  the  powers  of  man  prevail: 
Thou  healing  balm  of  life,  which  bounteous  hea- 
To  pour  on  all  our  woes,  has  kindly  give;i !      [ven, 
What  were  mankind  without  thee  ?  or  what  joy, 
Like  thy  loft  converfe,  can  his  hours  employ  ? 
The  dry,  dull,  drowfy  bachelor  furveys, 
Alternative,  joylefs  nights  and  lonefome  days  : 
No  tender  tranfports  wake  his  lulien  breaft, 
No  foft  endearments  lull  his  cares  to  reft  : 
Stupidly  free  from  nature's  tenderelt  ties. 
Loft  in  his  own  fad  felf  he  lives  and  dies. 
Not  fo  the  man,  to  whom  indulgent  Heaven 
That  tender  bofom- friend,  a  v^'ife,  has  given  : 
Him,  bleft  in  her  kind  arms,  no  fears  difmay, 
No  fecret  checks  of  guilt  his  mind  ailay  : 
No  hulbund  wrong'^d,  no  virgin  honour  fpoil'd, 
No  anxious  parent  weeps  his  ruin'd  child  1 
No  fell  difeafe,  no  falfe  embrace  is  here. 
The  joys  are  fafe,  the  raptures  are  fincere. 
Does  fortune  fmile  ?   How  grateful  muft  it  prove 
To  tread  life's  pleafing  round  with  one  we  love  '. 
Or  does  flie  frown  ?   The  fair  with  foftenin^  art. 
Will  footh  our  woes,  or  bear  a  willing  part. 

But  are  all  women  of  the  footliing  kind  ? 
"  In  choofing  wives  no  hazard  fliall  we  find  ? 
"  Will  fpleen,  nor  vapours,  pride,  nor  prate  mo- 
"  And  is  all  fear  of  cuckoldom  a  jeft  ?"         [left? 

Grant  fome  are  bad  :  yet  furely  fonie  remain. 
Good  without  fliow,  and  lovely  without  (lain  ; 
Warm  without  lewdnefs ;  virtuous  without  pride  ; 
Content  to  follow,  yet  with  fenfe  to  guide. 
Such  is  Fidelia,  fair^ft,  fondeft  wife  ; 
Obferve  the  pidlu^for  I  draw  from  life. 

Near  that  fam'd  hill,  from  whofe   enchanting 
bro\y 
Such  various  fcenes  enrich  the  vales  below  ; 
While  gentle  Thames,  meandering  ghdes  along, 
Me.ads,  flocks,   and  groves,  and  rifmg  towers  a- 

mong, 
Fidelia  dwelt :  fair  as  thefaireft  fcene 
Of  fmiling  nature,  when  the  fky's  ferene. 
Full  fixteen  Summers  had  adorn'd  her  face, 
Warni'd  every  fenfe,  and  <(J8ken'd  every  grace; 
Her  eye  look'd  fweetnefs,  gently  h&av'd  her  breaft, 
Her  ftiape,  her  motion,  .graceful  eafe  expreft. 
And  to  this  fair,  this  finifli'd  form,  were  join'd 
The  fofteft  paiaons,  and  the  pureft  mind.  ' 

ROME'S  PARDON:  A  TALE. 
•*  If  Rome  can  pardon  fins,  as  Romans  hold'; 
"  And  if  thoie  pardons  may  be  bought  and  fold, 
"  It  were  ik)  fin  t'  adore  and  worfliip  gold." 

ROCHESTER. 

It  happen'd  on  a  certain  time, 

'/ivo  feignio4-s,  who  had  fpent  the  prime 
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Of  youth  in  every  wickednefs. 

Came  to  his  Holinefs  to  conf.-fs ; 

Of  which,  the  one  had  riches  ftore. 

The  other  (wicked  wretch  i  !   was  poor. 

But  both  grown  old,  had  now  a  mind 

To  die  in  p^|fl|viih  all  mankind  ;  ' 

And  go  to  ^^^Ba  ne.irer  way 

Than  thofeJj^Wll  their  life-time  pray  : 

Which  maj^ffefted  be  they  hope, 

By  buying  pardon  of  the  Pope. 

So  calling  frefli  to  mind  their  (ins. 

The  rich  offender  thus  begins. 

<'  Moft  holy  father,  I  have  been, 
"  I  muft  confefs,  in  niany  a  fin. 
"  All  laws  divine  I've  thought  a  joke  • 
•'  All  human  laws  for  intereil:  broke. 
"  And  to  increafe  my  ill-got  ftore, 
*'  Thought  it  no  crime  t'  opprefs  the  poor* 
"  To  cheat  the  rich,  betray  my  friends 
"  Or  any  thing  to  gain  my  ends. 
"  But  now  grown  old,  and  near  to  die, 
"  I  do  repent  me  heartily 
''  Of  all  my  vile  offences  paft, 
"  And  in  particular  the  laft, 
''  By  which  I  wickedly  beguil'd 
'<  A  dead  friend's  fon,  my  guardian  child, 
"  Of  all  his  dear  paternal  ftore, 
"  Which  was  ten  thoufand  pounds  or  more  • 
"  Who  fince  is  ftarv'd  to  death  by  want,     ' 
"   And  now  fincerely  I  repent : 
"  Which  that  your  Holinefs  may  fee, 
"  One  half  the  fum  I've  brought  with  me 
"  And  thus  I  caft  it  at  your  feet, 
"  Difpoi'e  of  it  as  you  think  meet, 
"  To  pious  ufes,  or  your  own, 
"  I  hope  'twill  all  my  faults  atone, 

"  Friend,"  quoth   the   Pope,    "  I'm   glad   f» 

"  ^"^^  1 

"  Such  true  repen'ttin^ce  wrought  in  thee  j 

"   But  as  your  lins  are  vciv  ^ reat 

"  You  have  but  half  repented  yet : 

"  Nor  can  your  pardon  be  obtain'd,  -j 

"   Unlefs  the  whole  which  thus  you've  gain'd     ' 

"  ilWP'^"^  "'"'^^  '^'^  ordain'd.       '  '    C 

"  Wr."  cry'd  the  man,  "  I  thought  that  half 

"   Had  been  a  pretty  price  enough." 

"  Nay,"  quoth  the  Pope,    "  fir,  if  vqu  hura 
"  And  haw  at  parting  with  the  funi  ' 
"  Go,  keep  it,  do  ;  and  damn  your  fuul  • 
"  I  tell  you,  I  muft  have  the  whole. 
"  '  Pis  not  a  little  thing  procures 
"  A  pardon  for  fuch  fins  as  yours." 
Well— rather  than  be  doom'd  t^  go. 
To  dwell  with  everlalling  woe. 
One  would  give  any  thing,  you  know: 
So  th'  other  half  \'.'as  thrown  down  to't 
And  then  he  foon  obtain'd  his  fuit  • 
A  pardon  for  his  lins  was  given 
And  home  he  went  afliir'd  oifceaven. 

And^ow  the  poor  man  bSfs  his  knee  • 
'^'  ^i^ioly  father,  \)0un  me,  * 

A  poor  and  humble  penitent 
"  Who  all  my  fubftance  vilely  fpent, 
"  In  every  wanton,  youthful  pleafure ; 
I'  But  now  I  l"ufteAjj,tof  meafure; 
''  With  dire  difealW  being  fraught 
"  And  eke  ib  po:.>r  not  v.-.Tih  a  groat." 


} 


itft  THE   ^VORKS 

•'  Poor  !  qnoth  tlie  Pope,  then  ceafc  your  fuit, 
*'  Indc-cd  jou  may  as  well  be  mute  ; 
*•  Foibear  your  now  too  late  contrition, 
'**  You're  in  a  rcproL-*^  conJition. 
"  What !   fpend  your  wealth,  andfrom  the  whole 
*'  Not  fave  one  foul'e  to  fave  yo 
•*  O,  you're  a  (inner,  and  a  hard 
**  1  wonder  you  can  r.lk  a  pardon 
*•  Friend,  they're  not  bad,  unlcfs  yoirbuy  'em 
••  You're  tlierefarc  damo'd,  as  furt  ai  1  am— 
"  Virtgcrent  to  the  king  of  heaven  : 
«'  No,  no,  fucli  finscin'tbc  forgiven. 
•*  I  cannot  fave  you  if  I  would, 
•'  Nor  would  1  do  it  if  I  could.'' 

Home  goes  the  man  in  deep  defpalr, 
And  died  foon  after  he  tfanie  there  ; 
And  went,  'tii  faid,  to  hell :   but  fure 
He  was  not  d;iinn'd  for  being  poor  1 
But  long  he  had  not  been  below, 
Pjefofc  he  faw  his  friend  come  too  ; 
At  this  he  was  in  great  furprife. 
And  fcarcely  could  believe  his  eyes: 
*'  What,  fiiend,  faid  he,  are  you  come  too  ? 
"  I  thought  the  Tope  had  pardon'd  you. 
"  Yes,  quoth  the  r.ipu,  I  tiiought  fo  too ; 
"  Eut  I  was  by  the  Pope  trepann'd-— 
"  The  devil  could  not  read  his  hand." 

AN  EPISTLE  TO  STEPHEN  DUCK, 

AT  HIS  FIRST  COMING  TO  COURT. 

Forgive  me.  Duck,  that  fuch  a  mule  as  mine, 
Brings  her  weiik  aid  to  the  fupport  of  thine  ; 
In  lines,  which  if  the  world  fliouid  chance  to  fee, 
They'd  find  I  nlcadrd  for  myfcif — in  thee. 

Yet  fome  indulgence  furc  they  ought  to  fliow 
An  infant  poet,  and  unlearn'd  as  you ;         ^ 
UnflciU'd  in  art,  uncxercis'd  tc^ng  ; 
I've  jufl  but  tailed  the  Pierian  fprinj  : 
But  though  my  ftor.k  of  learning  y.  t  is  Ion- ; 
Though  yet  my  numbcrsdon't  harmonious  llow, 
I  fain  would  hope  it  tvon't  be  alw.iys  fo. 
The  morning  fun  emits  a  flrur.gcr  ray. 
Still  as  h.e  rifes  tow'rds  meridian  day  :  j^^ 

Lr.rge  hills  at  firft  obftrucl  the  oblique  beaifl^^ 
And  dark'ning  fliadows  Ihoot  along  tiie  gleam  ; 
Im])ending  miftsjet  hover  in  the  air, 
Anddiftant  objf®  undiftincT:  appear. 
But  as  he  rifcs  irrthe  eaf^ern  fky. 
The  fliadows  fiirlfel:,  the  conquer'd  vapours  fly  ; 
Objecfls  their  proper  forms  and  colours  gain  ; 
In  all  her  various  beauties  iliincs  th'  enlightcn'd 
j)Iain. 

So  when  the  dawn  of  thought  pe:pscut  in  man. 
Mountains  of  ign'rance  fliade  at  Grit  his  brain? 
A  gleam  of  reafon  by  degrees  aj;pear>. 
Which  brightens  and  increafes  with  his  years; 
And  as  the  rays  of  thought  gain  ftrength  in  youth, 
Dark  mills  of  error  jMelt  and  brighten  into  truth. 

Thus  afking  ign'rance  will  to  knowledge  grow  ; 
Conceited  I'ools  alone  continue  fo. 
On  then,  my  friend,  nor  doubt  but  that  in  time 
Our  tender  mules,  learning  how  to  climb, 
Ma]t  reach  perfection's  top,  and  grow  fublime. 
The  Iliad  fcirce  was  Ilomer'^^rft  clfay ; 
Virgil  wrote  not  his  ALneid  iiia  day  : 
Nor  is't  impodihle  a  time  mij^htbc. 
When  Pope  and  Prior  wrote  like  you  and  ir.e. 


OF  DODSLEY. 

'Tis  true,  more  learning  might  tlieir  works  adorn, 

They  wrote  not  from  a  pantry  nor  a  barn  : 

Yet  they,  as  well  as  we,  by  flow  degrees 

Aluft  reach  pcrfeiflion,  and  to  write  witii  cafe. 

Have  you  not  fccn  ?   Yes,  oft  you  muft  have  fcen 

When  vernal  funs  adorn  the  woods  with  green, 

And  genial  warmth,  enkindling  wanton  love, 

Fills  with  a  various  progeny  the  grove, 

The  tim'rous  young,  jult  veniur'd  from  the  neft, 

Pirft  in  low  budjes  liop,  and  often  relt ; 

From  twig  to  twig,  their  tender  wings  they  try, 

Yet  only  flutter  when  tht-y  feem  to  fly. 

But  as  their  (trength  and  feathers  more  increafe. 

Short  flights  they  take,  and  fly  with  greater  cafe  ; 

Expcrienc'd  foon,  they  boldly  venture  higher, 

Forfake  the  hedge,  to  lofty  trees  afpire  ; 

Tranfported  thence,  with  ftrong  and  fteady  wing 

They  mount  the  fl<ies,  and  loar  alofr,  and  fnig. 

So  you  and  I,  juft  naked  from  the  fliell, 
In  chirping  notes  our  future  Cnging  tell ; 
Unfeather'd  yet,  in  judgment,  thought,  or  fkili, 
Hop  round  the  bafis  of  Parnaflus'  hill : 
Our  flights  are  low,  and  want  of  art  and  ftrengllj. 
Forbids  to  carry  us  to  the  wifli'd-for  length. 
But  fledf'd,  and  cherilli'd  with  a  kindly  fpring, 
We'll  mount  the  fummit,  and  melodious  fmg. 


AN  EPITAPH. 

Here  lie  the  remains  of  Caroline, 
<^ieen  confort  of  Great  Britain, 

Whofe  virtues 
Her  friends,  when  living,  knew  and  enjoy'd  ; 
Now  dead,  lier  Ibes  confefs  and  admire. 
Her  ambition  afpired  to  wifdom. 

And  attain'd  it; 

To  knowledge. 
And  it  fill'd  her  mind. 

Patronefs  of  the  wife. 

And  a  friend  of  the  good, 
She  look'd,  and  modeft;  merit  rais'd  its  head  ; 
She  fmil'd,  and  weeping  woe  grew  glad. 

Ri-ligion,  plaijMknd  funple, 

Dignify'd  her^ftd, 
Dcfjnfing  forms  and  ufelefs  pa^antry. 
Morals,  clear  and  rehn'd, 

Dwelt  in  her  heart. 
And  guided  all  her  acflions. 
Virtue  Ihe  lov'd,  beneath  her  fmile  it  (louri(h"d  ; 
She  frown'd  on  vice,  and  it  was  put  to  fliame.         \ 
In  line. 
Her  life  was  a  public  blefling  ; 
Her  death  is  an  ui^prfal  lofs. 
O  reader!  if  thou  doBteft  of  thefe  things, 
Afk  the  cries  of  the  fatherlc'"<,  they  fhall  tell  thee, 
And  the  tears  of  the  widow  fliall  confirm  their 

truth  : 
The  fonsof  wifdom  fliall  tefiify  of  her, 
And  the  daughters  of  virtue  beat  her  witnefs  ; 
The  voice  of  the  nation  fliall  applaud  her. 
And  the  heart  of  the  king  fhali  figh  her  praife. 

TO  RICHES. 
Humhly  Irifcrihed  to  the  Ri^kt  Hon.  — * 
To  fuccour  all  whom  grief  or  care  opprefs. 
To  raife  neglected  merit  fiom  dL^trefs, 


linr 
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'*th£  dying  arts  t'  encourage  and  revive, 
And  independent  of  manldnd  to  live ; 
This,  this  is  riches'  grand  prerogative. 
Thcfe  all  the  wife  and  good  with  joy  purfue, 
And  thoufands  feel,  and  biefs  their  power  in  you. 

But  llay,  my  mufe,  nor  rafhly  urge  thy  theme, 
Examine  well  thy  candidates  for  fame  ; 
Thy  verfe  is  praife.     Conlider very  few- 
Can  jullly  fay  one  fingle  line's  their  due  : 
Scorn  thou  with  generous  freedom  to  record, 
Without  his  juft  credentials,  duke  or  lord: 
An  honeft  line  prefer  to  a  polite. 
So  fliall  thy  praife  no  confcious  blufh  excite. 

But  as  to  paint  a  lovely  female  face, 
With  every  charm  adorn'd,  and  every  grace, 
Requires  a  finer  hand,  and  greater  care, 

Than  the  rough  features  of  a  H r  ; 

So  praife  than  fatire  afks  a  nicer  touch; 
But  finilh'd  well,  there's  nothing  charms  fo  much. 
A  fhining  ckaracfter  when  drawn  with  art, 
Like  beauty,  whilll  it  pleafes,  wins  the  heart. 

Mecsenas  firfl  the  noble  lift  fliall  grace. 
Learning's  great  patron  merits  the  firft  place. 
O  dear  to  every  mufe  !  to  every  art ! 
Virtue's  chief  friend  !  fupporter  of  defert ! 
Is  there  a  man,  though  poor,  defpis'd,  opprefl. 
Yet  whofc  fuperior  geirius  fhines  confeft; 
Whether  the  uftful  arts  his  foul  infpire. 
Or  the  politer  mufe's  facred  fire. 
Learning  and  arts  t'  encourage  and  extend  ? 
In  thee  he  finds  a  patron  and  a  friend. 

Wealth  thus  beftow'd,  returns  in  lalting  fame, 
A  grateful  tribute  to  the  donor's  name. 

Next  him  from  whom  true  virtue  meets  reward. 
Is  he  who  (hows  to  want  a  kind  regard. 
Carus,  though  bleft  with  plenty,  eafe,  and  health, 
His  every  want  fupply'd  from'bpundlefs  wealth, 
Yet  feels  humanity  :  his  foul  o'cfflbws 
To  fee,  or  hear,  or  think  on  others  woes. 
Is  there  a  wretch  with  pinching  want  oppreft  ? 
His  pain,  till  eas'd,  is  felt  in  Carus'  breaft. 
Does  any  languifli  under  dire  difeafe  ? 
Carus  prefcribes,or  pays  the  dodlor's  fees* 
Has  fad  misfortunejatal  ruin  thrown, 
And  fome  expirin|MM»ily  undone  ? 
Carus  repairs,  ancW^^cs  the  lofs  his  own. 
To  hear  the  widoWp  or  the  orphan's  cries, 
His  foul  in  pity  melts  into  his  eyes : 
O  manly  tendernefs !  good-natur'd  grief. 
To  feel,  to  fympathize,  and  give  relief. 

Sure  gods  are  Carus'  debtors.    Gold  thvK  given. 
Lies  out  at  interefl  in  the  bank  of  heaven. 

But  where's  th'  advantage  then,  will  Cprvus 
fay,  y*. 
If  wealth  is  only  lent  to  give  away  ? 
Corvus,  were  that  the  fole  prerogative, 
How  great,  how  godlike  is  the  power  to  give  ! 
Thou  canft  not  feel  it ;  True,  'tis  too  divine 
For  fuch  a  felfifh  narrow  foul  as  thine. 
Comes  is  rich,  belov'd  by  all  mankind, 
To  cheerful  hofpitality  inclin'd  ; 
His  ponds  with  fifli,  with  fowl  his  woods  arc  llor'd, 
inviting  plenty  fmilesjipon  his  board  : 
Eafy  and  free,  his^^Rds  his  fortune  fhare, 
Ev'n  travelling  ftiWgers  find  a  welcome  there  5 
Neighbours,  domeftics,  all  enjoy  their  parts, 
|ie  ia  return  pofTeflst  all  th«u:  be^rtf. 


} 


Who,  foolifli  Corvus,  who  but  thee  will  fay, 
That  Comes  idly  throws  his  wealth  away  ? 

Is  then  the  noble  privilege  to  give, 
The  fole  advantage  we  from  wealth  receive  I 
Whilll  others  wants  or  merits  we  fupply, 
Have  we  ourielvesno  title  to  enjoy  ? 
Doubtlefs  yoi^Piavc.  A  thoufand  different  ways 
Wealth  may  be  felf-enjoy'd,and  all  with  praife. 
Whom  truth  and  reafou  guides,  or  genius  fires, 
Never  need  fear  ind^lging  his  defires. 
But  Ihou'd  pretending,  coxcombs,  from  this  rule. 
Plead  equal  privilege  to  play  the  fool  ? 
The  mule  forbids,  bhe  only  gives  to  fenfe 
The  dangerous  province  to  contrive  expencc. 
Marcus  in  fumptuous  buildings  takes  delight, 
His  houfe,  his  gardens  charm  the  ravilh'd  light ; 
With  beauty  ufe,  with  grandeur  neatnefs  joins. 
And  order  with  magnificence  combines. 
'Tis   coftly:    True,   but  who  can  blame  th'  et- 
pence  [fenfe?" 

"   Where  Iplendour   borrows  all  her  rays  from 

Sylvia  retirement  loves;  fmooth  cryftal  floods, 
Green   meadows,   hills   and   dales,   and   verdant 

woods 
Delight  his  eye ;  the  warbling  birds  to  hear, 
With  rapture  fills  his  foul,  and  charms  his  ear. 
In  Ihady  walks,  in  groves,  in  fecret  bowers, 
Plann'd  by  himfelf,  he  fpends  the  peaceful  hours:; 
Here  ferious  thought  purfues  her  thread  ferene. 
No  interrupting  follies  intervene  ; 
Propitious  filence  aids  th'  attentive  mind. 
The  God  of  nature  in  his  works  to  find. 

If  this  t"^  enjoy  affords  him  mofl  delight. 
Who  fays  that  Sylvio  is  not  in  the  right  ? 

Publius  in  curious  paintings  wealth  confumcs,. 
The  beft,  the  fineft  hands  adorn  his  rooms  ; 
Various  defigns,  from  each  enliven'd  wall,        [all. 
Meet  the  pleas'd  eyes,  and  fomething  charms  in 
Here  well-drawn  land&ips  to  the  mind  convey 
A  fmiling  country,  or  a  ftormy  fca ; 
Towns,  houfes,  trees,  diverfify  the  plain. 
And  fhips  in  danger  fright  us  from  the  main. 
There  the  pail  adiious  of  illuftrious  men, 
In  flrong  defcription  charm  the  world  agen  : 
Love,  anger,  grief,  in  different  fcenes  are  wrought^ 
All  itsjull  paflions  animates  the  draught. 
But  fee  new  charms  break  in  a  flood  of  day. 
See  loves  and  graces  on  the  canvafs  play ; 
Beauty's  imagin'd  fmiles  our  bofom  warm. 
And  light  and  fhade  retains  the  power  to  charm. 

Who  cenfures  Publius,  or  condemns  his  coll, 
Muft  wilh  the  noble  art  of  painting  loft. 

Whilft  Publius  thus  his  tafte  in  painting  fliows, 
Critus  admires  her  fifter  art,  the  mufe. 
Homer  and  Virgil,  Horace  and  Bolleau        ^ 
Teach  in  hisbreaft  poetic  warmth  to  glow. 
From  thefe  inftrufted,  and  from  thefe  infpir'd, 
Critus  for  tafte  and  judgment  is  admir'd. 
Poets  before  him  lay  the  work  of  years. 
And  from  hisfentence  draw  their  hopes  and  fears. 
Hail,  j:udge  impartial !  noble  critic  hail ! 
In  this  thy  day,  good  writing  muft  prevail : 
Our  bards  from   you  will  hence  be  what  they 

fhou'd, 
Pleafe  and  improve  us,  make  us  wife  and  good. 

Thus  blefs'd  with  wealth,  his  genius  each  pur- 
Ia  building,  planting,  painting,  or  the  oiuie.  [fuesj 


uz 
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0  cnvy'd  power ! — B'lt  you'll  ol)jc<5l  and  fay, 
How  few  employ  it  in  thi^envyM  way  ? 
With  ;ill  hib  hcipttdid  Clirtmcs  e'er  dn  j^ood  ? 
No  :  But  they  ^[vc  hiiu  power,  if  once  he  wou'd 
*Tis  not  in  riches  to  create  tlie  will, 

Mifers,  in  fpit    of  wealth,  arc  niUJBiAill' 

It  is  for  jrolj  the  Liwicfft  villain 

"lis  for  the  fann-  the  honcll  hb'i 

Does  wealth  to  floth,  to  luxury  perv 

Wealth  too  excites  to  imlullry,  to  art: 

Many,  no  doubt,  through  power  of  wealth  op- 

prefs, 
But  fonic,  whom  Heaven  reward,  dcli;jht  to  bleft. ' 
fhtn  blame  not   gold,   that   men   are   proud  or 

vain. 
Slothful  or  covetous;  but  blame  the  man. 
Wlien  riji;ht  afledion';  rule  a  j^cnerous  heart, 
Gold  may  retinc,  but  I'eldom  willjiervert. 

THE  PETITION. 

Tiir  various  fuppliants  which  addrtls 

Their  pray'rsto  Heaven  on  bcudeJknecs, 

All  hope  alike  for  happincfs, 

Yet  each  petition  dila^rees. 

Fancy,  not  judjjment,  conllitutes  their  hlifs; 

The  wile,  no  cloubt,  will  fay  the  fame  of  this. 

Yc  gods,  if  you  remember  right, 

Some  eighteen  years  ago, 
A  form  was  made  divinciy  bright. 

And  fent  for  us  t'  afl<nirt  below 
J  firft  diftinguilh'd  her  from  all  th--  reft. 
And  hope  you'll  therefore  think  my  title  bcft. 

1  afic  not  heaps  of  fliining  gold, 

No,  if  tlu-  gods  vouch  Cafe 
My  longing  arms  may  her  infold, 

I'm  rich,  Vm  licli  enough  ! 
Riches  at  bed  can  hardly  give  content ; 
But  having  her,  what  is  there  I  can  want  ? 

1  aflc  not,  with  a  pompous  train 

Of  honours,  :dl  th'  world  t'  outbrave  ; 
The  title  I  wou'd  wifh  to  gain, 

Is, — Her  moft  fav'rite  flavc: 
To  bow  to  her,  a  greater  blifs  wou'd  be 
Than  kin<Ts  and  princes  bowing  down  to  nic. 

To  rule  the  world  with  power  fupreme, 

Let  meaner  fo\ds  alpirc  ; 
To  Tain  the  lov'reigiuy  from  them 

1  ftoou  not  to  delire  : 
Oive  me  to  reign  fole  monarch  in  her  brcaft. 
Let  petty  princes  for  the  world  conteft. 

Let  libertines,  who  take  delight 

In  riot  and  cxcef^, 
Thusw-ftc  the  day,  thus  fpend  the  night, 

Whilil  I  to  joys  fublimer  prcls  : 
Clafp'd  in  her  fnowy  amis  fuch  blifs  I'd  prove. 
As  never  yet  was  found,  or  felt  in  love. 

In  fhort,  I  afk  yon  not  t»  live 
A  tedious  length  of  days; 
Old  a^ic  can  litt',-;  pleafure  give, 

When  health  and  ftrcngth  decays: 
Let  but  what  tim.-  1  hive  be  fpci.i  with  hrr's, 
Bach  moment  will  b«  woilli  a  thoufand  ycirs; 


AN  EPITHALAMIUM. 

Hencs,  hence  all  dull  cares. 

All  quarrels  and  jars, 
Yc  factious  difturbcrb  of  pleafure,  avoid ! 

Content,  love,  and  joy, 

.Shall  their  powers  employ, 
I'o  blcfs  the  glad  bridegroom  and  beautiful  bride: 

Anger  fhall  ne'er  prefume 

'J"o  come  within  this  room ; 

No  doubt  nor  anxious  fear. 

Nor  jealous  thought  fhall  enter  here. 
Ill-natarc,  ill  manners,  contention,  and  pride, 
Shall  never,  fhall  never  the  union  divide. 
O  t'ae  plcafing,  pleafing  ra|)tures. 
Read  in  Hymen's  nuptial  chapters  I 

Love  commencing, 

Joysdifpenling; 

Beauty  fnnling, 

Wit  beguiling; 

Kindnefs  charming, 

Fancy  warming ; 

KiCiiig,  toying, 

Meltmg,  dying; 
O  the  pleafing,  plcafing  raptures ! 

THE  ADVICE. 

Do>T  thou,  my  friend,  defire  to  rife 
To  honour,  wealth,  and  div^-nities  ? 
\'irtuc'3  paths,  though  trod  by  few, 
M'ith  conllant  ftepsdo  thou  purfue. 
For  as  the  coward-foul  admires 
That  eoiirige  which  the  brave  infpircs; 
And  his  'iwn  quar^B^deleiid, 
Gladly  makes  fu^^^^^Lis  friend; 
So  in     world  whl^^^^^  infe|L 
How  is  an  honeft  nK^HVf>'d  ! 
Tlie  villains  from  each  other  fly. 
And  on  his  virtue  fafe  rely. 

A  LAMENTABLE  CASE. 


SUBMITTED   TO  THE   Bi 


.FHTSICIANS* 


Ye  fam'd  phyficiansof  this  |t| 
Hcar.Stre]>hion'!>  and  poor  Chloe's  cafe. 

Nor  think  that  1  am  joking; 
Wlien  fhe  wou'd,  he  cannot  comply. 
When  he  wou'd  drjwk,  fncs  not  a-dry ; 

And  Ih  not  thispA^ing ? 

At  night,  whnHwcplroii  comes  to  rfl 
Chloe  receives  him  on  her  bread, 

With  fondly-foldjae  arms: 
Down,  down  he  ha^ph-s  drooping  licad, 
Falls  fikft  aflecp,  antWfei  as  dead, 

Neglcdling  all  lior  charms. 

Revivinfi;  when  the  morn  returns. 

With  rihnp  flames  young  Strephon  burns. 

Anil  fain,  wou'd  ♦ain  be  doing : 
But  Cliloe  now,  afltep  or  fic" 
Has  no  great  relilli  for  the  i 

And  failly  baulks  his\vooin| 

O  cruel  and  difaft'rous  cafe, 
\\'uen  iu  the  critical  embrace 
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That  only  one  is  burning! 
Dear  Dodlors,  fet  this  matter  right, 
Give  Strephon  fpirits  over  night, 

Or  Chloe  in  the  morning. 

A  LADY'S  SALUTATION 

TO  HER  GARDEN  IN  THE  COUNTRY. 

V/elcome,  fair  fcene  ;  welcome,  thou-lov'd  re- 
treat. 
From  the  vain  hurry  of  the  buflling  great. 
Here  let  me  walk,  or  in  this  fragrant  bower, 
Wrap'd  in    calm  thought  improve  each  fleeting 

hour. 
My  foul  while  nature's  beauties  feafl;  mine  eyes, 
To  nature's  God  contemplative  fliall  rile. 

What  are  ^e  now,  ye  glittering,  vain  delights, 
Which  wafte  our  days,  and  rob  us  of  our  nights  ? 
What  your  allurements  ?  what  your  fancy 'd  jo\s  ? 
DreCs,  equipage,  and  fliovv,  and  pomp,  and  noife. 
Alas!  how  tall elefs  thefe,  how  low,  how  mean. 
To  the  calm  pleafures  of  this  rural  fcene  ? 

Come   then   ye  fhades,  beneath   your  bending 
arms 
Enclofe  the  fond  admirer  of  your  charms; 
Come  then  ye  bowers  receive  your  joyful  gueft, 
Glad  to  retire,  and  in  retirement  bleft  ; 
Corne,  ye  fair  flowers,  and  open  ev'ry  fweet ; 
Come,  little  birds,  your  warbling  fongs  repeat. 
And  O  defcend  to  fweeten  all  the  reft, 
Soft  fmiling  peace,  in  white-rob'd  virtue  drefl ; 
Content  unenvious,  eafe  with  freedom  join'd, 
And  contemplation  calm,  with  truth  refin'd  ; 
Deign  but  in  this  fair  fcene  with  me  to  dwi'll, 
All  noife  and  nonefenfe,  pomp  and  fliow  farewell 

And  fee  !  O  fee  !  the  heaJ^tDrn  train  appear 
Fix  then,  my  heart ;  th^s^^^^Bfs  is  here. 


hea^^^rr 
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Beneath  the  myrtle's  fecret  fhade, 

When  Delia  blell  my  eyes;      * 
At  firft  I  view'd  the  lovely  maid 

In  fdent  foft  furprife. 
With  trembling  voice,  and  anxious  mind, 

I  foftly  whifper'd  love; 
She  blufh'd  a  fmile  fo  fvveetly  kind, 

Did  all  my  fears  remove. 
Her  lovely  >ielding  form  1  pi'eft, 

Sweet  maddening  kiftcs  ftole  ; 
And  foon  her  fwimming  ejresconfefl 

The  wifhes  of  her  foul : 
In  wild  tumultuous  blifs,  I  cry, 

O  Delia,  now  be  kind  I 
She  prefs'd  me  clofe,  and  with  a  {igh, 

I'o  melting  joys  reugn'd. 

SONG. 

Man's  a  poor  deluded  bubble, 

Wand'ring  in  a  mifl  of  lies : 
Seeing  falfe,  or  feeing  double, 

Who  wou'd  trufli^uch  weak  eyes? 
Yet  prefuming  on  ^pfenfes. 

On  he  goesmoft  wond'rous  wife  : 
Doub'.sof  truth,  believes  pretences 

Lofl  in  error,  lives  and  dies. 

Vol,  Xi.        .  ' 


AN  EPIGRAM. 


0:caf:oned  by   the   luord  "  one   Prior,"   in   the  fecond 
volume  of  Bijhop  Burnet'' s  Hijlory. 

One  Prior  !  and  is  this,  this  all  the  fame 
The  poet  from  th'  hiftorian  can  claim ! 
No  ;  Prior's  verfe  poilerity  fhall  quote. 
When  'tis  forgot  one  Burnet  ever  vrrotc, 

AN  EPIGRAM. 

Cries  Sylvia  to  a  reverend  dean. 

What  rcafon  can  be  given. 
Since  marriage  is  a  holy  thing. 

That  there  are  none  in  heaven  .' 

There  are  no  women,  he  reply'd: 

She  quick  returns  the  jefl: 
Women,  there  are  but  I'm  afraid 

They  cannot  find  a  prieft. 

THE  KINGS  OF  EUROPE. 

A  JEST. 

Why  pray,  of  late,  do  Europe's  kings 

No  jefter  in  their  courts  admit  ? 
They're  grown  fuch  ftately  folemn  thino-s, 

To  bear  a  joke  they  think  not  fit. 

But  though  each  court  a  jefler  lacks. 
To  laugh  at  monarchs  to  their  face ; 

All  mankind  do  bch'nd  their  backs 
Supply  the  honelf  jeller's  place. 

VERSES 

On  the  Author'' s  Jirjl  arrival  at  the  Leafoives, 
1754. 
"  How  fhall  I  fix  my  wandering  eye  ?   Where  find 
<'  The  fource  of  this  enchantment  ?  Dwells  it  in 
<'  The  woods  ?  or  waves  there  not  a  m«gic  wand 
«'  O'er  the  tranllucent  waters?  Sure,  unfcen, 
<•  Some  favouring  power  diredls  the  happy  lines 
"  That   fketch   thefc  beauties;  fwells  the  rifinjj 

«  hills, 
"  And  fcoopes  the  dales,  to  nature's  finell;  forms, 
"  Vague,  undetermin'd,  infinite;  untaught 
"  By  line  or  compafs,  yet  fupremcly  fair." 
So  fpake  Philenor,  as  with  raptur'd  gaze 
He  travcrs'd  Damon's  farm  :    From  diflant  plains 
He  fought  his  friend's  abode  ;  nor  had  the  fame 
Of  that  new-form'd  Arcadia  reach'd  his  ear. 

And  thus  the  fwain,  as  o'er  each  hll  and  dale. 
Through  lawn  or  thicket  he  purfu'd  his  way  : 
"  What  is  it  gilds  the  verdure  of  thcfe  meads 
"  With  hues  more  briglit  than  fancy  paints  the 

"  flowers 
"  Of  Paradife  ?  What  Naiad's  guiding  hand 
"  Leads  through  the  broider'd    vale,  thcfe  lucid 

"  rills, 
"  That,  murmuring  an  they  flow,  bear  melody 
"  Along    their    banks ;    and    through    the  vocal 

"  fhades, 
"  Improve  the  mufic  of  the  woodland  choir ,? 
"  \\!hat  penfive  dryad  r.i^s'd  yon  lolemn    .i-ove, 
"■   Where  niinds  contemplative,  at  clofe  of  day 
«  Retiring,  niufe,  o'er  nature's  various  wcrks» 
H 
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'   Her  wondcrt  venerate,  cr  her  fwccts  tnjoy — 
''   W'liat  room  fiii  doubt  ?  Some    urdl  dciiy, 
''   I'ltfiding,  I'ca'.ters  o'er  th' I'.niqj.al  lawns, 
''  In  bcaiit.  ous  wihln.fs,  yon  fjii-lpreading  trees; 
''  And  minpling  woods  and  waters,  hills  ami  dales, 
*    And  h'  rdsandbkatiiij;  flocUb,  domcllic  iowl, 
*=  And  thofc  that  fwim  the  lake,  fees  riling  round 
••  More  jilc^nnp:  landieapts  than  in  Tiiiipc's  vale 
"   I'tncu-- wati-T'd.      Yes,  foni;-  >j  Iv  n  j^od 
'[  bpreads  wide  the  varied  proiji^tSl;    wavts  the 
"  woods,  [hike.^; 

"  Lifts   tfx-   pioud  hills,   and   clears   the   ih.mny 
"  While,  I'roni  the  eongrcgated  waters  pour'd, 
«'  The  biiriliiijj;  torrent  tumbles  down  thellcep 
"  Id  ioamin;;  iiiry;  licice,  irregular, 
"   \Vdd  inttiriipted,  crwls'd  with  rocks-and  roots, 
«'  And  inter\sovtn  trees     till,  loon  abforb'd, 
"  An  opening  cavern  all  its  rage  entombs. 
«'  >o  vanilli  human  glories  !  liich  the  pomp 
it  Of  fwclling  warrioi3,  of  ambitious  kings, 
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•'  \\  ho  fret  and  flrr.t  their  horr  npon  the  fragc 
"  Ol  hidy  lite,  and  then  are  h  ard  no  more  ! 

"  Yes  'tis  enelianmunt  all — And  fee,  the  fpclli, 
"  The  powerful  iueantations.  magic  vtrlc, 

"   Inlcrib'd  on  every  tiee,  alcove,  or  urr 

"  Spcllsl — Incantations!   ah.  my  tuiiefid  iritnd! 
"  '1  hiiie  arc  the  niiniber.s!  thine  the   vvciid'rous 

"  w  ork  !— — 
"  Yes.  great  magician  !  now  I  read  thee  right, 
"  And  lightly  weigh  all  fyrccry,  but  thine. 
"   i\o  naiad's  leading  flep  ccndueJs  the  rill ; 
"   Nor  lyivan  god  prefiding  ikirts  the  lawn 
"   In  heautetjus  wildnil's  with  fair  1'pri.ading  trees; 
"   i\or  ma_v;ic  v.ar.d  has  eirctimferib'd  the  f.vne, 
"  'I'ls  thine  own  tafte,  thy  genius  that  prciidts, 
"   Nor  needs  th.re  other  deity,  nor  needs 
"  More  potent  fpclls  than  they." — iVo  more  the 

J  wain, 
Forlo,  his  L'amon,  o'er  the  tufted  lawn 
Advancing,  leads  hini  to  the  loeial  dome. 
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CHRISTOPHER     SMART. 


Containing 


ON  THE  DIVINE  ATTRIBUTES,  I 

HOP-GARDEN, 

HILLIAD, 

JUDGMENT   or    MIDAS, 

»D£S, 


FABLES, 

SONGS, 

ETIGKAMS, 

IMITATIONS, 

TRANSLATIONS, 
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To  which  K  prefixed, 


THE    LIFE    OF    THE    AUTHOR. 


1  dare  to  raife  the  founding  firing, 

TL-  Post  of  my  God. 


ON  THE  IMMENSITV  OF  THE   SUPREME  BEING. 


EDINBURGH: 


PI^INTED  BY  MVITDELL  AND  SOT^,  ROYAL  BANK  GLOSS. 
Anno  1795. 


tHE  LIFE  OF  SMART. 


CHRISTOPHER  Smart  WES  bom  at  Shlpbourne,  in  Kent,  April  n.  1722.  The  family  of  which  he 
vas  defcended  had  been  long  eftabliflied  in  the  county  of  Dm  ham.  His  grandfather  married  a  Mifs 
jilpin,  of  the  family  of  the  celebrated  Bernard  Gilpin,  Rcdlor  of  Houghton-le-Spring,  "  the 
\poftle  of  the  North."  His  father  was  fteward  of  the  eftates  in  Kent,  of  Lord  Barnard,  afterwards 
[arl  of  Darlington,  and  was  poffelfed  of  an  eftate  of  300  1.  a-year,  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Ship- 
(ourne.  Having  been  intended  for  holy  orders,  he  had  a  better  tafte  for  literature  than  is  common- 
y  found  in  country  gentlemen ;  a  talte  which  he  tranfmitted  to  his  fon. 

In  the  beginning  of  his  life  he  was  of  a  very  delicate  conftitution,  having  been  bom  earlier  than 
he  natural  period  ;  and  his  body  being  too  feeble  to  permit  his  indulging  freely  in  childilh  amufc- 
Dents,  his  mind  had  leifure  to  exercil'e  and  expand  its  powers. 

He  difcovered  a  very  early  tafte  for  poetry ;  and  proved  when  he  was  only  four  years  old  by  an 
ixtemporary  effufion,  that  even  then  he  had  a  relidi  for  verfe,  and  an  ear  for  numbers. 

He  received  the  rudiments  of  his  education  at  Maidftone  fchooi,  from  which  he  was  removed 
vhen  he  was  eleven  years  old,  on  the  death  of  his  father,  which  happened  at  that  time,  and  fent  by 
lis  mother  to  Durham,  that  he  might  have  the  advantages  of  a  good  fchooi,  change  of  air,  to  ilrength- 
n  a  weakly  frame,  and  the  notice  and  prote(flion  of  his  father's  relations. 

He  did  not  contlnne  without  diftindlion  at  Durham  fchooi,  the  mafter  of  which  at  that  time 
vas  the  Rev.  Mr.  Dongworth,  an  Etonian,  and  a  man  of  eminent  learning  and  abilities.  His  ad- 
liclion  to  metre  was  then  fuch,  that  feveral  of  his  fchool-fellows  have  confefled  their  obligations  to 
lim  for  their  firft  fucceisful  effays  in  Latin  verfification. 

The  Ode  to  Ethelinda,  was  written  at  the  age  of  thirteen ;  and  the  Latin  tranflation  of  the  bal- 
ad,  when  Fcuiny  Bloominjr  Fair,  at  fixteen. 

As  his  father  had  been  fteward  to  Lord  Barnard,  he  was  very  cordially  received  at  Raby  Caftle. 
vhen  abfent,  during  the  holidays,  from  fchooi.     In  this  noble  family  he  was  introduced  to  the  ac- 
[uaintance  of  the  late  Duchefs  of  Cleveland,  who  difcerned  and  patronized  his  talents.  She  allowed 
lim  forty  pounds  a-year,  till  her  death.     In  the   Ode  to  Lord  Barnard,  he  alludes  beautifully  to  his 
iterary  habits,  and  to  the  fplcndour  of  his  connecfbions  at  this  early  period  of  his  life. 
Can  I  forget  fair  Jfoby's  towers, 
How  awful  and  how  great  1— 
Where  me,  even  me,  an  infant  bard, 

Cleveland  and  Hope  indulgent  heard,  Sec. 

He  was  removed  from  Durham  fchooi  to  the  univerfity  of  Cambridge,  when  he  was  feventeen  ^ 
jeing  admitted  ot  Pembroke  Hall,  Ocl.  30.  1739. 

Though  the  favourite  ftudies  of  this  feat  of  learning  were  not  congenial  with  his  mind  vet  hi» 
:laflical  attainments,  and  poetical  powers  were  fo  eminent,  as  to  attracfl  the  notice  of  perlons  not 
rery  rtrongly  prejudiced  in  favour  of  fuch  accomplifhments.  Such  was  the  fame  of  his  o-enuis  and 
"uch  the  vivacity  of  his  difpofition,  that  his  company  was  very  earneftly  folicited  ;  and  to  fupprefs  or 
^•ithhold  our  talents,  when  the  difplay  of  them  is  repaid  by  admiration,  is  commonly  too  <rreat  an 
;ffort  for  humar   prudence. 

While  he  was  the  pride  of  Cambridge,  ^nd  the  chief  poetical  ornament  of  that  univerfitv  he  ruined 
limfeif  by  retuining  the  tavern-treats  of  frrangers,  who  had  invited  him  as  a  wit,  and  an  extrxordi* 
aary  ptrfonage,  in  order  to  boaft  of  his  acquaintance. 

H  ilj 
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This  focial  fpirit  of  retaliation  qiiiikly  iiivoivod  liim  in  liabiis  and  expences,  of  whicli  he  feit  the 
oonfequencfS  during  the  reft  of  his  life. 

His  allow  ance  from  home  was  fcanty  ;  (or  as  his  father  had  died  fuddenly,  and  in  embarafled  cir- 
cumftances,  his  mother  had  bctn  tompelieii  to  fell  the  largell  part  of  the  family  eftatc  at  confiderablc 
lofV. 

His  chief  depc'dence  was  the  adlftance  He  derived  from  his  college,  and  from  the  Duchefs  of  Clcre- 
laiid's  bounty.     Ma  .y  diftinpiiili.cd  characters  iiow  livintj,  weic,  notvvithi.anding  of  h;s  intimate 
acquaintance;  and  it  ajjpears  by  tht-  Latin  invitation  of  his  friend  Mr.  Saunders,  of  King's  College,! 
to  fupper,  that  he  Knew  how  torelifti  the  "  fea't  of  reafon." 

At  this  early  j)eriod  of  his  life  he  was  not  more  remarkable  for  his  learning  than  his  humour,  of 
which  many  examples,  like  the  following,  are  fljH  rpiiiembercd  by  his  academical  acquaintance. 
The  three  bf  adhs  of  the  univeifity  being  men  of  unulual  bulk,  he  is  faid  to  have  charaClerifcd  ihtiu 
in  this  extemporary  fpondiac. 

Piiiguia  tergeminorum  abdomina  bedeilorum. 

In  1740- 1,  he  wrote  his  prft  Tripos  Pcnn,  Datr.r  Mundorum  Pluralitas,  which  wasfuccpcd^d  in 
the  followii  g  years  by  iMatetics  G.iudetii  Ineitia,  and  Mutua  Ofc'itationum  Fropa^atio foixi potefl 
JMechcinice.  Thefe  verfes  have  more  fyiiem  and  delign  thi.n  is  generally  lound  in  the  compoiitions 
ot  young  ac;.demics  J  and  it  is  fome  argument  of  their  being  well  ap;)roved,  that  they  were  all 
thought  worthy  of  a  tranflation  into  Englifli  by  Fawkes,  the  ingenious  trai.flatorof  "' Thcotnlus,'* 
"  Anacrcon,"  •'  Bion,"  '■  Mofcbi.s"  "  Muficus"  and  "  Apolloniub  Rhodiui.'" 

He  was  encouraged  by  the  commendations  of  his  friends  to  otfer  himfelf  a  candidate  for  an  uni- 
verfity  tcholarfliip.  The  yearly  value  of  thefe  appointments  is  barely  20  1.  ;  but  the  cleclion  is  open 
to  the  whole  univerCty.  under  the  deiree  ot  Mafter  of  Arts;  and  as  the  elecflors  are  of  approved 
learning,  and  fix  their  choice  after  the  ftridtli:  fcrutuiy,  the  honour  oi  obtaining  a  icholarfliip  is  con- 
fiderable. 

'  It  has  been  faid,  that  upon  this  occafnn,  he  tranilated  Pope's  "  Ode  on  St  Ccciliu's  Day  ,■"  but  the 
conjcolure  is  rtndtred  improbable  by  the  length  and  labour  of  the  conipofition.  But  that  a  fcholar 
cq\ial  to  fuch  a  woik,  ui  an  impartial  clairical  examination,  ihould  lurpafs  his  competitors,  is  no  mat- 
ter of  furprif'. 

His  extraordinary  fiiccefs  in  this  ode,  induced  him  to  turn  liis  mind  to  the  trandation  of  the  "  LiVay 
on  Man  ;"  and  he  feems  to  have  written  to  Pope  for  his  approbatian  ;  who,  in  his  anfwer,  advifes 
him  to  undertake  the  "  Lffay  on  Ciititifm" 

"  I  would  not,"  Popes  writes  him,  "  give  you  the  trouble  of  tranflating  the  whole  "  Eftay"  ;  the 
fwofuft  cpiftles  are  already  well  done;  and  if  you  try,  I  could  wifliit  were  on  the  laft,  which  is  lef>  ab- 
llrafled,  a:  d  more  eafily  falls  into  poetry  and  common  place.  I  believe  the  "  ElTay  on  Ciiticifm" 
will,  in  general,  be  more  agreeable,  both  to  a  youn^  writer,  and  to  the  generaliry  of  rcadcr^.  I 
oujrht  "CO  take  this  opportunity  «f  acknowledging  the  Latin  tranflation  of  my  ode,  which  you  fent  me, 
and  in  which,  I  could  fee  little  or  nothing  to  alter,  it  is  fo  exacT.  Believe  mc  equally  dcfimus  of 
Uoino  you  any  fervire,  and  afraid  of  engaging  you  in  an  art  fo  little  profitable,  though  fo  well  de- 
ferv:ng,  as  good  poetry." 

It  does  not  appear  that  he  bcflovvcd  any  farther  notice  on  his  trandator,  excepting  that  he  re- 
ceived him  once  very  «ivilly  at  his  houfe  at  Twickenham  ;  and  Smart  feems  to  have  br en  induced 
by  his  fuggcftion,  to  undertake  and  finifh  the  Lath:  Trat/JIufion  of  the  Effhy  on  Criticifm  ;  with 
much  praifc  from  the  Itarned.  but  without  either  prt  fir  or  |  opularity. 

In  1741;,  he.  was  admitted  to  tlie  degree  of  Bachelor  of  Arts,  and  was  eleded  Fellow  of  Pem- 
broke Hall,  July  3.  1745  ;  and  to"k  the  dcs^ree  of  iMafter  of  Arts,   1747. 

In  1747,  he  wrote  a  comedy,  chilled-/}  <rr/>  to  Catnhndgc  ;  or,  the  Grateful  Fji'r,  which  was 
aifted  by  the  lludents  of  the  univ.  rfity,  in  Pembroke  College  Hall ;  the  parlour  of  which  made  the 
green-room.  Of  this  mock-play,  no  remains  have  yet  been  found,  Sut  a  few  of  the  fonts,  and  "thtf 
Jo/iVo-^f/j/ o/tA)?  Pn«rr/ir  Pfr/w/r/i/f,  containing  his  well-known  fimile  of  the  ColSer,  the  Barber, 
and  the  Brickdufl-man,  preferved  in  the  0/d  JVomaris  il/i/^<7z///<r.  The  prologue  is  piinted  in  the 
f'jiirth  volume  of  the  "  Poetical  Calendar." 
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A.bDat  this. time,  he  wTote  feveral  Fables  and  Elfays,  for  r,jf  Stu.ii-itt,  or,  Oj/o;^^  a«i  Cainhri^lge 

IfceJtany,  a  periodical  work  of  confiderable  reputation,  in  which   many  of  the  wits  of  both  the 

niverlities  difplayed  their  talents.     The  papers  were  publilhed  in  a  vols,  8vo,  174S. 

In  173O,  he   became   candidate  for   Mr.   Seaton's  reward,  ariling  from  the  rent  of  his  Kifling- 

ury  ellate,  left  by  him  to  the  Univerfity  of  Cambridge,  to  be  annually  adjuda;ed  by  the  Vice-Cr^.an- 

cellor,  the  Mailer  of  Clare-Hall,  and  the  Greek  Profcffjr  for  the  time  being,  to  the  author,  being 

a  Mader  of  Arts,  of  the  bell  poem  on  "  one  or  other  of  the  attributes  of  the  Supreme  Being,  ta. 

the  fubjeA  is  exiiauited  ;  and  afterwards  on  death,  judgment,  heaven,  hell,  purity  of  heart,  ccc. 

or  whatever  elfe  may  be  judged  by  them  to  be  molt  conducive  to  the  honour  of  the  Supreme  Being, 

and  recommendation  of  virtue." 

i\Ir.  Seatons  v.-jl!,  dated  Oct.  8.  173S,  having  been  dii'puted  by  hi?  relations,  a  law  fu\t  com- 
ruenced  between  them  and  the  univerlity  ;  which  terminating  in  favour  of  the  latter,  the  firft  uib- 
jeift  given  out  was  Tue  Eternity  of  the  S'pieme  Being,  in  which  Smart  had  the  preference  ;  and 
for  live  years,  four  of  whicii  were  in  fucceflion,  the  prize  was  difpcfed  in  his  favour,  for  his  poeti- 
cal elTays  On  the  Eternity  of  the  Supreme  Bebi^^,  1750  ;  On  the  Imincnfity  of  the  Stipreine  Being, 
/7J(  ;  On  the  Oinnifcience  of  the  Supreme  Bei?ig,  1752;  Ow  the  Pov:er  of  the  Suprethe  Beings 
'753  J   On  the  Goadnefs  of  the  Supreme  Being,  1755.     The  value  of  the  prize  was  then  about  30  1. 

In  thefe  poems  on  the  Jiivine  Attributes,  confcflVdly  the  moft  finiflied  of  his  works,  conhdence  m 
genius,  and  averlion  to  the  labour  of  correction,  fometimes  prevailed  over  better  confiderutions. 
The  poem  O/i  the  Divi.'.'e  Goodn?fs,  which  was  written  in  London,  he  fo  long  delayed  to  under-- 
take,  that  there  was  barely  opportunity  to  write  it  upon  paper,  and  to  fend  it  to  Cambridge, 
by  the  moft  expeditious  conveyance,  within  the  time  limited  for  receiving  the  compofitions. 

The  decidoiis  of  the  Cambridge  judges  were,  almoft  in  every  inftance,  confirmed  by  the  appro- 
bation of  the  periodical  critics;  they  admired  the  vein  of  pious  poetry,  which  r.m  through  his 
prize  poems:  they  were  diffufe  in  the  praife  of  his  genius,  though  they  freely  cenfured  hia 
carelelihefs  and  inaccuracy;  and  thty  continued  their  approbation  of  his  rompcfit.ons.  till  fana- 
ticil'm  (\lways  fatal  to  juft  thinking),  dittorted  his  ideas,  and  con.lncd  their  applaufe  to  the  talents 
ef  his  be  ter  day. 

Whilehe  was  advancing  his  reputation  as  a  poet,  his  extravagance  involving  him  in  debt  with 
vintners,  \nd  college  cooks,  occalioned  his  fellowthip  to  be  fequcuerci,  and  obliged  him  to  leave 
tiie  up.ivelity. 

In  1757  he  quitted  college,  and  foon  after  rehnquiflied  his  fcUowfliip,  on  his  marriage  with  Mift 
Anna  Mdia  Carnan,  the  daughter  by  a  former  hiifband  of  Mary,  ihe  wife  of  the  late  Mr.  John  New- 
bery,  "  \e  philanthropic  bookfeller,  in  St.  Paul's  church-yard." 

As  he  id  reimquifljed  his  fellowfliip  without  engaging  in  any  of  the  profeffions,  he  feems  to  have 
tmlled  fc  his  future  maintenance  to  his  powers  as  an  author.  But  he  had  either  over-rated  his 
own  abili?sand  perfeverance,  or  the  favour  of  the  public. 

'I'houghlr.  Newbery,  to  whom  he  was  now  allied,  was  himfelf  a  man  of  genius,  and  a  liberal 
patron  of  jiius  in  others,  yet  the  difficulties  that  had  perplexed  him  at  Cambridge,  purfued  him  to 
London  ;  twhich  the  expence  of  a  family  was  fuperadded.  Such  was  his  thoughtleflnefs,  that 
he  has  oft  invited  company  to  dinner,  where  no  means  appeared  of  providing  a  meal  for  his 
family. 

Subfidinp  London  as  a  writer  for  bread,  his  manner  of  life  re'ther  pugmented  his  perfonal  im- 
portance, r  that  of  his  produftions.  Never  nice  in  his  perfon,  in  his  tade,  nor  in  his  acquaint- 
ance ;  he  Idiis  dignity,  his  time,  and  his  peace  of  mind.  The  profits  of  the  publications  in  which 
he  engaged?ere  diffipated  by  a  total  neglect  of  economy.  While  the  works  of  his  more  prudent 
contempora,  Gray,  and  Mafon,  always  poliOied  at  leikire,  with  critical  care,  and  foiicitude,  were 
received  as  i)ur3,  and  read  with  reverence  ;  his  compofitions  appeared  good,  bad,  and  inditTerent, 
before  the  dl  tribunal  of  the  public,  "  with  all  their  imperfeiftions  on  their  head." 

He  enjoyevhile  thus  engaged  in  the  metropolis,  the  familiar  acquaintance  of  Dr.  Johnfon,  Dr. 
James,  Dr.  vkefworth,  Goldfrnith,  and  Garrick,  and  indeed  ef  moft  who  were  then  celebrated 
i'.r  genius,  or  learninj, 
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In  1752,  he  publidied  a  collrdlion  of  Poems  on  Several  Oceajions,  in  one  volume,  4to  ;  which  ht 
dedicat'.d  to  the  Earl  of  Midillplcx,  "  not  as  a  writer,  or  a  fcholar,"  but  as  "  a  man  of  Kent.' 
T  1k:  Ho{>  Gartlcii,  ^T\Ci  'Judgment  of  Midas,  firll  appeared  in  thiscollcclion. 

Having  received  lome'piovocaiion  trom  Dr.  Hill,  afterwards  Sir  John  Hill,  in  "  The  Infpecftor," 
and  in  a  paper  called  "The  Impertinent,"  he  took  a  fevere  revenge  in  another  "  Dnnciad,"  which 
he  called  after  the  name  of  his  hero.  The  Hiliiad.  The  F'njl  Hook  of  this  mock-epic,  with  notes  I'ari- 
oriim,  was  publilhcd  in  1753,  4fo  ;  and  was  followed  by  an  anonymous  pcrformai.tc,  called  "  The 
Smartiad,  a  fatirc  occ.-'fioned  by  the  Hilliad,"  folio,  1753. 

In  his  quarrel  with  Dr.  Hill,  he  could  obtain  no  fame,  though  he  greatly  augmented  the  ridicule 
of  that  extraordinary  perfonagc  ;"  but  time  fettles  the  difputcs  of  authors  and  men  of  talents,  in  the 
moft  upright  manner.  Dr.  Hill  feem?  to  have  been  infenfible  to  the  learning  and  genius  of  Smart  ; 
and  S;iiart  only  faw  Ur.  Hill  in  the  light  of  a  quack,  and  a  coxcomb :  but  pollerity  not  only  allow» 
the  originality,  tlie  inveiifion,  and  the  poetical  talents  of  Smart,  but  alio  regards  Dr.  Hill  as  an 
able  botanift  ;  and  though  his  noltrums  and  panaceas  are  now  exploded,  his  voluminous  works  in 
natural  hillory  have  advanced  towards  fame,  with  nearly  as  much  rapidity  as  his  empirical  produc- 
tions have  defcendcd  towards  oblivion. 

To  the  Old  H'onian's  Maga'Xiine,  publiflied  about  this  time,  Mr.  Newbery  and  himfelf  were  the 
chief,  if  not  the  only  contributors.  He  tranflated  alio  for  Mr.  Newbery,  The  JVorLs  of  Horace  into 
Englijh  Piofet  in  2  vols,  i2mo,  1756;  a  talk  which  he  has  very  ably  executed,  but  of  that  kmd 
■which  will  never  be  praifed  in  proportion  to  the  labour.  By  few  and  appofite  terms,  he  has  ex- 
prelVed  the  fentiments  of  Horace,  in  an  idiom,  not  placed  very  near  the  Roman,  in  the  table  of  gram- 
niatical  athnitics  Of  an  author  not  among  the  lead  dilHcuIt,  he  is  at  once  an  accurate,  and  an  ele- 
gant tranflator.  He  fliows  the  humbltlt  attention  to  the  language  of  the  original,  and  au  abfo- 
lute  command  over  his  own. 

In  1756,  he  entered  into  an  engagement  with  Gardener  the  bookfeller,  to  furnilli  papers  monthly, 
in  conjun(5lion  with  Mr.  Rolt,  a  town  writer,  for  The  U/iiverfil  Vifitor.  Smart  and  his  coa.ijutor 
were  to  divide  one-third  of  the  profits  of  the  work  ;  they,  on  their  part,  figning  an  agrecmen',  "  not 
to  write  for  ninety-nine  years  to  come  in  any  other  publication.''  Never,  furcly,  did  rapaci(us  ava- 
rice di(flate  a  more  unrearonai;le  bargain,  or  Uibniillive  poverty  place  itfclf  in  a  more  huntliating 
fituation. 

"  I  wrote  for  fome  months  in  The  ri/itor,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  as  reported  by  Mr.  Bofwil,  "  for 
poor  Smart,  while  he  was  mad  j  not  thi-n  knowing  the  terms  on  which  he  was  cngagedto  write, 
and  thinking  1  was  doing  him  good.  1  hoped  his  wits  \^ould  foon  return  to  him.  Minccturncd 
to  me,  and  I  wrote  in  The  Vifitor  no  longer." 

All  the  e'llays  in  The  Univerfal  Vifitor,  marked  with  two  afteiifms,  have  been  afcribt  to  Dr. 
Johnfon;  but  Mr.  Bofwell  is  confident,  from  internal  evidence,  that  of  thele,  neither  "  T:  Life  of 
Chaucer,"  "  Retleiflions  on  the  State  of  Portugal,"  nor  an  "  Elfay  on  Architeclure,"  wctwritten 
by  him. 

He  was  likewife  engaged  with  IVIr.  Rolt,  in  a  tlieatrical  entorpriic  at  the  Hay-Mark  theatre, 
called  Mother  Midnight^ s  Enteitainment.  This  was  lirft  undertaken  at  the  expence  of  ir.  New- 
berv,  and  was  afterwards  carried  on  with  fome  degree  of  fuccefs. 

In  1756,  he  publilhcd  A  Hymn  to  the  Supreme  Hei'ig,  on  Recovery  from  a  dangerous  Fif  Illnefs, 
whi:h  he  dedicated  to  Dr.  Jan.es.  "  If  it  be  meritorious,"  fays  the  dedication.  "  te  ha  invented 
medicines  for  the  cure  of  dillempers,  either  overlooked  or  difregarded  by  all  your  predcflors,  mil. 
linns  yet  unborn  will  celebrate  the  man  who  wrote  the  "  I\Iedicinal  Dldionary,"  and  iinted  the 
"  Fever  Powder." 

Though  his  fortune,  as  well  as  conftitution,  required  the  utmnfl  care,  he  was  equanegligent 
in  the  management  of  bnth  ;  and  his  various  and  repeated  embaiaflments  aifling  upon  imagina- 
tion uncommonly  fervid,  produced  temporary  alienations  of  mind  ;  which  at  lall  \»  attended 
with  paroxyfms  fo  violent  and  continued,  as  to  render  confinement  necedary. 

"  My  poor  fiiend  Smart,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  as  reported  by  Mr.  Bofwell,  "  fliowrie  difturb- 
ancc  of  his  minJ,  by  falling  upon  his  knees,  and  faying  his  prayers  in  the  ftrcet,  or  in  iOther  uniu 
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fual  place."  Talking  of  his  confinement  to  Dr.  Burney,  "  it  feems,"  he  obfervcd,  "  as  if  his  nund 
had  ccafed  to  ftruggle  with  the  difeafe ;  for  he  grows  fat  upon  it."  Upon  Dr.  Burney  fuggefting, 
"  that,  perhaps,  it  may  be  Ircm  want  of  exercife,"  he  added,  "  he  has  partly  as  much  exercife  as  he 
ufed  to  liave  ;  for  he  digs  in  the  garden.  Indeed,  before  his  confinement,  he  ufed  for  exercife  to  walk 
to  the  ale-houfe  ;  but  he  was  carrieJ  back  again.  I  did  not  think  he  ought  to  be  fhut  up.  His  in- 
firmities were  not  noxious  to  fociety.  He  infilled  on  people  praying  with  him  ;  and  I'd  as  lief  pray 
with  Kit.  Smart  as  any  one  elfe.  Another  charge  was,  that  he  did  not  love  clean  linen  ;  and  I  have 
no  paffion  for  it." 

In  thi.s  melancholy  fiate,  his  family  (for  he  had  now  two  children),  muft  have  been  much  emba- 
rafied  in  their  circumfiances,  but  for  the  kind  friendfliip  and  afTiftance  of  Mr.  Newbery. 

Many  other  of  his  friends  were  likewife  forward  in  their  fervices  ;  particularly  Dr.  Johnfon  and 
Sir  Jolin  Hufley  Delaval,  Bart,  the  prtfcnt  Lord  Delaval,  to  whom  he  was  private  tutor  in  college  ; 
and  who  fliowed  him,  upon  various  occafions,  particular  inflances  of  his  regard. 

It  was  at  the  requeft  of  Sir  John,  that  he  wrote  a  Prologue  and  Epilogue  to  the  Tragedy  cfOthdlo,  adled 
at  Drury-Lane,  hy  feveral pcrfons  of  quality,  1751 ;  the  parts  of  lago  and  Othello  being  filled  by  Sir 
John,  and  his  brother  Sir  Francis  Blake  Delaval. 

Mrs.  Smart  feems  to  have  made  an  attempt  at  this  period,  to  fettle  in  Dublin,  with  a  view  to 
provide  for  her  family,  by  engaging  in  bufinefs ;  probably  without  fuccefs.  "  I  wifli,''  Dr.  Johnfon. 
writes  her,  "  it  was  in  my  power  to  make  Ireland  pleafe  you  better ;  and  whatever  is  in  my  power, 
you  may  always  command.  1  (hall  be  glad  to  hear  from  you  the  hiflory  of  your  management,  whe- 
ther you  have  a  houfe  or  a  fliop,  and  what  companions  you  have  found." 

After  an  interval  of  little  more  than  two  years,  he  appeared  to  be  pretty  well  reflored ;  and  was 
accordingly  fet  at  liberty;  but  his  mind  had  received  a  fhock,  from  which  it  never  entirely  recover- 
ed- He  took  a  pleafant  lodging  in  the  neighbourhood  of  St.  James's  Park  ;  conducing  his  affairs, 
for  fomc  time,  with  fufficient  prudence.  He  was  maintained  partly  by  his  literary  compofitions, 
and  partly  by  the  generofity  of  his  friends,  receiving,  among  other  benefacStions,  fifty  pounds  a-year 
from  the  Treafury. 

Of  the  ftate  of  his  mind,  and  of  his  modes  of  life  at  this  period,  Dr.  Hawkefworth  gives  the  fol- 
lowing account,  in  a  letter  to  Mrs.  Hunter,  one  of  his  fillers. 

"  I  have,  fince  my  being  in  town,  called  on  my  old  friend,  and  feen  him.  He  received  me  with 
an  ardour  of  kindnefs  natural  to  the  fenfibility  ot  his  temper  ;  and  all  were  foon  feated  together  by 
Jiis  fire-fide.  I  perceived  upon  his  table  a  quarto  book,  in  which*  he  had  been  writing,  a  prayer- 
hook,  and  a  Horace.  After  the  firft  compliments,  1  faid  1  had  been  at  Margate,  had  feen  his 
mother  and  his  fifter,  who  expreffed  great  kindnefs  for  him,  and  made  me  prcmife  to  come  and  fee 
him.  To  this  he  made  no  reply  ;  nor  did  he  make  any  inquiry  after  thofe  I  mentioned.  He  did 
not  even  mention  the  place,  nor  alk  me  any  queflion  about  it,  or  what  carried  me  thither.  After 
fome  paufe,  andfome  indifferent  chat,  I  returned  to  the  fubject,  and  faid,  that  Mr.  Hunter  and  you 
would  be  very  glad  to  fee  him  in  Kent.  To  this  he  replied  very  quick,  "  I  cannot  afford  to  be 
idle."  I  faid  he  might  employ  his  mind  as  well  in  the  country  as  in  town  ;  at  which  he  only  fhook 
his  head,  and  1  entirely  changed  the  fubjed:.  Upon  my  afkipg  him  when  we  fhould  fee  the  Pfalmsy 
he  faid  they  were  going  to  prefs  immediately :  as  to  his  other  undertakings,  I  found  he  had  com- 
pleted a  tranflation  of  Fhcedrus,  in  verfe,  for  Dodfley,  at  a  certain  price;  and  that  he  is  now  bufy  in 
tranflating  all  Horace  into  verfe  ;  which  he  fometimes  thinks  of  publilhing  on  his  own  account,  and 
fometimesof  contrading  for  it  with  a  bookfeller.  I  advifed  him  to  the  latter;  and  he  then  told 
me  he  was  in  treaty  about  it,  and  believed  it  would  be  a  bargain.  He  told  me,  his  principal  motive 
for  tranflating  Horace  into  verfe,  was  to  fuperfede  the  profe  tranflation,  which  he  did  for  Newbery ; 
which,  he  faid,  would  hurt  his  memory.  He  intends,  however,  to  review  that  tranflation,  and  print 
it  at  the  foot  of  the  page  in  his  poetical  verfion ;  which  he  propofes  to  print  in  quarto,  with  the  La- 
tin, both  in  verfe  and  profe,  on  the  oppofitepage.  He  told  me  he  once  had  thoughts  of  publilhing 
it  by  lubfcription  ;  but  as  h.'  had  troubled  his  friends  already,  he  was  unv/illing  to  do  it  again  ;  and 
had  been  perfuaded  to  publifh  it  in  numbers ;  which,  though  I  rather  diffuaded  him,  fecmed  at  lafl 
to  be  the  prevailing  bent  of  his  mind.  He  read  mc  fome  of  it :  it  is  very  clever  ;  and  his  own  poe- 
tical fire  fparkles  in  it  very  frequently;  yet,  upoQ  the  whole,  it  "/ill  fcarcily  take  placs  of  Francii's; 
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aud  tlicrcforc,  if  it  is  not  adopted  as  a  fchool  book,  wliich,  perhaps,  may  l»c  iLe  c^fc,  it  vrlA  turii  t4 
little  account.  Upon  nitntioning  hi'<  profe  trauilation,  I  f;!w  hii  countcnaDce  kiiiJle;  and,  fnatch- 
ingup  the  book,  "  what,"  fays  he,  "  do  you  think  1  had  for  this  ?"  1  laid  .  could  not  tell.  "  \\'hy," 
lays  he  with  great  indignation,  "  thirteen  pounds."  I  exprLffed  very  great  aftonifhment,  which  he 
feemcd  to  think  he  Uiouid  increafc,  by  adding; — "  but  I  gave  a  rcceij>t  for  a  hundred."  My  artoijilh- 
xncDt  wat  now  over;  and  I  found  that  he  received  only  thirteen  pounds,  becaufe  the  rclt  had  been 
advanced  for  hi!>  family.  'J  his  was  a  tender  point ;  and  I  found  means  immediately  to  divert  him 
from  it.  He  is  with  very  decent  people,  in  a  houfc  nio!l  delightfully  fituated,  w  ith  a  terras  that 
everlooks  bt.  James's  Puik,  and  a  door  into  it.  He  vvas  gninjj  to  dine  with  an  old  friend  of  my  own, 
IMr.  Richard  Dalton,  who  has  an  apjmintmcnt  in  the  Iving's  Library;  and  if  1  had  ndt  been  parti- 
cularly engaged,  I  would  have  dined  with  him.  He  had  lately  received  a  very  genteel  letter  from 
Dr.  Lowth,  and  it  is  by  no  meaiis  conlidered  in  any  ligiit,  that  his  conijany  as  a  gentLniaii,  a  fcho- 
lar,  and  a  genius,  is  lei-.  dcTirable."  ' 

In  I7jy,  Garrick  made  him  an  offer  of  a  free  bciiefic  at  Drur-/-Lane  theatre,  which  his  friends 
Jid  not  permit  him  to  refufe.  Upon  this  occafion,  Gariiek's  farce  of  "  Ihe  Guardian"  was  aded 
for  the  firft  time,  in  which  he  hinifclf  performed  the  principal  charafier. 

In  1763,  he  publifhed  A  Sang  to  DuviJ,  written  during  his  confinement ;  when  he  was  denied  the 

life  of  pen,  ink,  and  paper,  and  vvas  obliged  to  indent  his  lines  with  the  end  of  a  key  upon  the  wainfcot." 

The  fame  ye: r  he  publilhcd  two  fmall  quarto  pamphlets,  intituled,  Pccms,  and  Vucvn  on  Scj.r^l 

OccjfoHs  ;   and,  the  year  following,  Hmnah.,  nn  Oratorio,  4  to  ;  and  an  OJL-  to  tie  Earl  of  NortbumLcrlui.Jy 

*n  his  being  appointcl  Lord  Lieutenant  uf  Ird.ind,  ivitbjome  ather  pieces,  410. 

In  1765,  he  publifhed  A  Neiv  wijiwi  of  the  Pfj'lms,  4t0,  and  A  Poetical  Tra-flalion  cf  the  FdlL.  cf 
rhj.Jnis,  izvao,  which  were  followed  by  The  Parables,  in  familiar  vcrfe,  i2mo.  I768. 

In  the  courfc  of  a  few  years,  his  economy  forfook  him,  and  he  was  confined  for  debt  in  the 
King's-Bcnch  prifon ;  the  rules  of  which  he  afterwards  obtained,  by  the  kinduefs  of  his  brother-in- 
law,  Mr.  Thomas  Carnan.  He  appears  to  have  been  in  extreme  ddlrefs,  by  a  letter  of  his  to  tl;c 
Rev.  Mr.  Jackfon,  not  long  before  his  death.  "  Being  upon  the  recovery  from  a  fit  of  iilnefs,  and 
lijving  nothing  to  eat,  I  beg  you  to  lend  me  izvo  or  three jhllUngs,  which  (God  v.'illlng)  I  will  return, 
with  many  thunks,  in  two  or  three  days." 

At  length,  after  fuflering  the  accumulated  miferies  of  poverty,  difeafc,  and  uifanily,  he  died  of  a 
diforder  in  his  liver,  May  il.  1771,  in  the  4r)th  year  of  iiis  age;  leaving  behind  him  two  daughters, 
who,  with  his  widow,  arc  fettled  at  Reading,  in  Bcrkihirc  ;  and  by  their  prmdent  manageintnt  of  u 
bufincfs  transferred  to  thcni  by  Mr.  Newbery,  are  in  good  circumllances. 

A  fclcdl  CoUeiShion  cf  his  Poems,  conffing  of  bis  Pri-ze  Poems,  Odes,  Sonnets,  end  Fulles,  Lati.i  and 
Er.vlijh  Tranfr.Uioiis,  torefher  "zuitb  m.\:y  original  Co:n^oj'itions,  not  included  in  the  ^arto  Edititn,  to  ivbieb 
is  prefxedan  Account  cf  bis  Life,  &c.  was  printed  at  Reading,  by  Smart  and  Cowfladc,  in  2  vols.  lamo, 
1791.  Befidts  the  Poetical  Tranfations,  which  he  publiflied  in  his  life-time,  and  the  If'orki  of  Horace 
in  Enitlifh  Mcire,  which  "  hc  propofed  to  print  iu  4to. ;"  the  pieces  omitted  in  this  edition  of  hii 
works,  aie  chiefly  the  Song  to  David,  and  fume  pieces  in  the  two  fmall  4to.  pamphlets,  which  were 
written  after  his  cdnfinemeut,  and  bear,  for  the  nioll  p.irt,  melancholy  proofs  of  the  recent  cftrangc- 
ment  of  his  mind. 

Among  the  pieces  not  included  in  the  4to.  edition,  or  publifhed  feparately,  are,  An  Ode  nn  a  Tcmj^ 
Lady's  Birth-diiy;  Jmi!  alien  of  Horace  en  taking  a  Bach.Urs  Degree;  Ode  on  St.  Cecilia  t  D^y  ;  Re.fn 
4ind  Imagination,  a  Fable  ;  Ne-w  Ferfion  rf  the  iJ^Ztb  Pfalm  ;  Ode  to  Lord  Barnard;  Ode  to  Lady  Har- 
riot;  the  Siucets  of  Et/cning  ;  Ode  to  a  Firginia  Niibtingale  ;  Epigram  from  Martial ;  On  a  Lady  tbro'.v 
ing  Snoiu  Balls  at  her  Lover,  from  Petronius  Alcanius;  and  Sixteen  FaL'es,  chiefly  written  for  The 
Student,  and  the  Old  ll'omans  Magazine. 

It  is  not  eafy  to  account  for  the  works  of  Smart  not  being  included  in  the  collcSion  of  tie 
«<  Works  of  the  r.nglifli  Poets,"  whofe  lives  were  written  by  Dr.  Johnfon,  who  had  a  friendfhip  for 
him.  Dr.  Johnlon,  however,  frequently  declared,  that  the  choice  of  poets,  for  whofe  works  he  hai 
agreed  to  write  biographical  prefaces,  was  not  his  own  ;  and  yet,  as  he  condefccndcd  to  afk  a  pla«c 
for  Pomfrct,  Yaldtn,  Bhu  kmore,  and  Watts,  poor  Smart  had  an  equal  claim  to  his  notice,  from 
gicty,  and  frw.ni  genius;  but,  perhaps  tJic  copy-rijht  «f  hi*  fcatlercd  pradudiofs  co'.il'i  not  be  ciily 
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-fcUled.  Even  fiis  beft  pieces,  though  atiaiirable,  have  not  often  been  honoureJ  with  a  place  In  favour- 
ite CoiltHions  of  Poems.  He  was  too,  poor  an  author  to  beltow,  and  perhaps  he  had  no  ambition  to 
fliare  in  the  triumph  cf  thofe  who,  for  the  molt  part,  write  pieces  more  for  their  owil  diverfion,  than  for 
that  of  the  public.  His  way  of  living,  from  hand  to  mouth,  depending  always  on  the  produdl  of  his 
delultory  pen,  appropriated  to  no  regular  nor  profitable  purpol'e,  and  on  the  liberality  of  his  friend?, 
was  not  likely  to  procure  for  him  that  public  refjjed:  from  his  contemporaries,  which  fweetens  a 
man's  life,  however  ufelefs  it  may  be  to  his  works  after  his  death. 

The  works  of  Smart,  reprinted  from  the  edition  1791,  with  fome  additions  and  correcflions,  are 
now  received,  for  the  firft  time,  into  a  colle(ftion  of  claffical  Englilli  poetry.  The  Song  to  Da-vid  is 
highly  worthy  of  republication  ;  and  was  recommended  by  the  prefent  writer  to  he  inferted  in  this 
edition  ;  but  a  copy  could  not  be  obtained  for  that  purpofe.  The  flight  defedls,  and  Angularities 
of  this  negledled  performance,  are  amply  compenfated,  by  a  grandeur,  a  majelty  of  thought,  and  a 
tappinefs  of  expreflion,  in  feveral  of  the  ftanzas. 

The  characler  of  this  unfortunate  poet,  compounded  like  that  of  all  human  beings,  of  good  qua- 
lities and  of  dei"e(!-1s,  may  be  eafily  coUeCled  from  this  account  of  kis  life.  Of  his  domeftic  manners, 
and  petty  habits,  a  few  [leculiarities  remain  to  be  mentioned. 

Though  he  was  a  very  diligent  ftudent  wliile  he  was  at  Cambridge,  he  was  alfo  extremely  fond 
•fexercil'e,  and  of  walking  in  particular ;  at  which  times  it  was  his  cuftom  to  purfue  his  medita- 
tions. A  fellow  ftudent  remembers  a  path  worn  by  his  conflant  treading  on  the  pavement,  under 
the  cloifters  of  his  college.  Like  Milton  and  Gray,  he  had  his  moments  propitious  to  inver.tion  ;  and 
has  been  frequently  known  to  rife  fuddenly  from  his  bed,  that  he  might  fix  by  writing  thofe  delight- 
ful ideas  which  floated  before  his  fancy  in  the  vifions  of  the  night. 

His  piety  was  exemplary,  and  fervent.  In  compoling  his  religious  poems,  he  was  frequently  fo 
iraprelfed  with  the  fentiraents  of  devoticjn,  as  to  write  particular  palVages  on  his  knees. 

He  was  friendly,  affecflionate,  and  liberal  to  excefs ;  fo  as  often  to  give  that  to  others,  of  v/hic?i 
he  was  in  the  utmoft  want  himfelf.  lie  was  alfo  particularly  engaging  in  converfation,  when  his 
firft  fliinefs  was  worn  away,  which  he  had  in  common  with  literary  men  ;  but  in  a  very  remark- 
able degree.  Having  undertaken  to  introduce  his  wife  to  Lord  Darlington,  he  had  no  fooner  men- 
tioned her  name  to  his  Lordfuip,  than  he  retreated  fuddenly,  as  if  ftric'ien  with  a  panic,  from  the 
room,  and  from  the  houfe,  leaving  her  to  follow  overwhelmed  with  confufion. 

Daring  the  far  greater  part  of  his  life,  he  was  wholly  inattentive  to  economy;  and  by  this  negli- 
gence loft  his  fortune,  and  then  his  credit.  The  civilities  fhown  him  by  perfons  greatly  his  fuperior& 
in  rank  and  charafler,  either  induced  him  to  espcdl  mines  of  wealth  from  the  exertion  of  his  ta- 
lents, or  encouraged  him  to  think  himfelf  exempted  from  attention  to  common  obligations. 

But  his  chief  fault,  from  which  moft  of  his  other  faults  proceeded,  was  his  deviations  from  the 
rules  of  fobriety  ;  of  wliich  the  early  ufe  of  cordials,  in  the  infirm  ftate  of  his  childhood  and  his  youth, 
might,  perhaps,  be  one  caufe,  and  is  the  only  extenuation. 

As  a  poet,  his  genius  has  never  been  queftioned  by  thofe  who  cenfurtd  his  careleftnefs,  and  com- 
tniferated  the  unhappy  vacillation  of  his  mind.  He  is  fometimes  not  only  greatly  irregular,  but 
irregularly  great.  His  errors  are  thofe  of  a  bold  and  daring  fpirit,  which  bravely  hazards  what  a  vul- 
gar mind  coald  never  fuggeft.  Shakfpeare  and  Milton  are  fometimes  wild  and  irregular ;  and  it 
feems  as  if  originality  alone  could  try  experiments.  Accuracy  is  timid,  and  feeks  for  authority. 
.  Fowls  of  feeble  wing  leldom  quit  the  ground,  though  at  full  liberty  3  w  hile  the  eagle,  unreftrained, 
foars  into  unknown  regions. 

He  is  a  ■Various,  an  original,  but  unequal  writer.  Every  fpecies  of  poetry,  not  even  excepting  the 
•pic,  has  been  attempted  by  him,  and  mod  of  them  with  eminent  fuccefs. 

His  Jine  poems  on  the  Divine  Attributes,  are  written  with  the  fublimeft  energies  of  religion,  and 
the  true  enthufiafm  of  poetry  ;  and  if  he  had  written  nothing  elfe,  thefe  compofitions  alone  would 
have  given  him  a  very  diftinguifhed  rank  among  the  writers  of  verfe.  Their  faults,  though  nume- 
rous, are  amply  compenfated  by  their  beauties.  Some  of  their  defects  may  be  fairly  afcribed  to  re- 
dundance of  genius,  and  impatience  of  labour;  otliers  to  fanLiticifm,  generated,  perhaps,-by  the  gran- 
ilcor  of  the  fubjedl  5  on  which  he  Itrained  his  faculties,  in  trying  to  penetrate  ''  beyond  the  reach  of 
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Lumi'.n  ken,"— but  lie  never  could  mount  "  to  the  height  of  his  great  argument."  Dr.  Johnfon,  in 
fpeaking  ul  lacri-d  pot-try,  in  his  life  of  Waller,  has  adiniral<ly  faid,  that  "  whatever  is  great,  de- 
sirable, or  trtincndous,  is  compriftd  in  the  name  of  the  Supreme  Bcinp.  Omnipotence  cannot  be 
exalted  ;  infinity  cannot  be  amplitied  ;  pcrftiflion  cannot  be  improved."  Upon  the  whole,  however, 
his  prize  pnems  arc  more  accurate  than  the  generality  of  his  performances  ;  which  may  be  attri- 
buted to  the  detercnce  he  might  feel  from  thofc  pcrfous  who  were  to  adjudge  the  prizes  which  he 
obtained. 

Of  his  Giles  it  may  be  faid,  in  general,  that   they  arc   fpirited  and  poetical.     It  will  be  difficult 
to  lind  any  other  quality  equuily   a;)plical>lc  to  compofitions  very   dift'eient  from  each  other ;  and 
in  many  of  which  oppolite  tharadcrs  cccafionally  predominate.     He  has  followed  the  example  of 
Horace,  rather  than  that  of  the   Grecian  models;  and  of  him  he  is,  for  the  moR  part,  a  judiciou* 
imitator.     Some  of  the  fliorter  pieces  are  beautiful,  and  luarly  penecfl ;  but  inftanccs  of  an  impro- 
per aflbciation  of  the  grave  and  the  ludicrous,  fomeiimes  occur  ;  and  he  debafcs,  by  an  impure  ad- 
mixture, what  otherwife  would  have  been  gold  of  the  Handard  value.     The  Ode  to  Ulenefs  pollefles 
the  elegance  of  Safpho  ;  and  that  to  Rthelinda,  the  fprighllinefs  of  Anacreoti.     The  Ode  on  St.  Ce- 
{itias  Dav,    inferior  only  to  the  great  model  by  Dr\den,    is  dignified  throughout,  and  breathes  the 
true  fpirit  of  poetry.     The  Hytnn  to  the  Supreme  Being,  on  Recovery  from  Sicknefs,  is  pious,  animat- 
ed, and  pathetic.     The  Ode  on  Good-Nature  is  full  of  elegance,  and  that  on   Ill-Nature   full  of 
force.     The  Morning  Fiece  is  uniformly  beautiful ;  the  defcription  of  Labour  is  eminently  happy. 
Strong  Labour  got  up— v.ith  his  pipe  in  his  mouth, 
He  ftoutly  ftrode  over  the  dale,  &.c. 
The  lines  were  mifprinted  in  the  410  edition. 

Strong  Labour  got  up  with  Lis  pipe  in  his  month. 
And  ftoutly,  Sec. 
The  correiflion  was  advertifed  immediately  after   the   publication  of  the   firft  edition  ;  but  the 
blunder  has  been  retained  in  the  edition  I791.     The  poet  did  not  mean  to  infinuate,  that  Labour 
had  flept  with  his  pipe  in  his  mouth,  which  muft  have  been  the  cafe,  if  he  got  up  with  it  in  that 
fuuation.     In  the  Nigbt-Piece.  the  images  of  Night,  and  her  attendants,  Stilliufs  and  Silence,  are 
hiohly  painted.     1\\t  Noon- Piece  \ihG&\\\\{\x\\y  defcriptive.     The   imitation  of   Horace,    On   tak- 
ing a  Bachchr's  Degree,  Is  (p'nhcd  ^nd  p\ea\Ant.    The  Ode  »n  the  Birth-Day  nf  a  Beautiful  Ttutig 
Lady    is  highly  poetical :   its  chief  blemifli  is  the  too  frequent  and  affeded  ule  of  alliteration.     It 
•waswritten  on  Mifs  Harriot  Pratt  of  Durham,  in  Norfolk,  a  lady  for  whom  Smart  had  entertained 
a  lone  and  unfuccefsful  pafiion ;  who  was  the  fubiecfl  alfo  of  the   cratnbo  i/ilad,  zud  other  verfes 
among  his  poems.     0(  the  jed,  the  odes  On  an  Lugle  co>?fined  in  a  Cage :    To  Lord  Barnard ;    To 
Lady  Harriot ;   To  the  Earl  of  Northumberland ;  To  a  Virginia  Nigbtingaic  ;   The  Siveets  of  Even- 
ing: New  Verfion  of  the  CXLVIIIth  PfaUn,  deferve  particular  commentlation. 

On  the  Hjp-Garden  much  commendation  cannot  jurtly  be  conferred ;  and  the  praife  which  is 
withheld  from  the  poetry,  will  not  be  very  cheerfully  laviflied  on  the  inftrudlions.  But  the  rough- 
nefs  and  the  want  of  dignity  in  the  blank  vcrfe,  and  the  want  of  previous  information  on  the  art  of 
which  he  treats,  are  to  be  afcribed,  not  to  want  of  genius,  but  to  want  of  diligence  and  care  ;  for 
he  never  h^.d  patience  nor  application  fuffuieiU  to  bring  a  long  work  to  any  degree  of  pcrfedlion. 
There  are  however,  a  great  many  tiuly  poetical  ftrohes  in  this  Georgic,  and  whole  pages  that 
abound  with  beauty. 

His  mock  heroic  poem,  the  HHiiad,  may  afford  entertainment  to  thofe  who  care  little  about  the 
hero  of  the  poem,  or  the  fubjea  of  the  quarrel.  Compofitions  of  this  clafs,  as  they  gratify  malig- 
nity, arc  ufually  read  with  avidity  on  their  firft  appearance  ;  but,  without  uncommon  merit,  they 
quickly  fink  into  oblivion.  The  fpirit  and  loftinefs  of  fome  of  the  lines,  the  happy  imitations  of  the 
•'  Dunciad,"  aid  the  wit  and  humour  of  the  notes,  deferve  great  praile;  but  the  abufe  is  coarfe, 
and  the  fcurrility  is  a  difgrace  to  the  republic  of  letters. 

His  "fudfo'.ent  of  Midas,  a  mafque,  or  dranjatic  palloral,  is  a  clalTical  and  elegant  performance. 
It  is  executed  throu.i;hout  in  a  mafterly  maimer.  It  has  none  of  thofe  glaring  inaccuracies  which 
difirrace  fme  of  his  other  i  i-ccs.  '1  he  dcfciii  tion  of  Midas  following  Fan,  is  full  of  poetry,  as  well 
as  fpirit.    The  a.'.dtcf:  01  Tmohis  to  the  inanimate  things  about  hinj,  on  the  approach  of  the  gods. 
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ha*  great  dignity  and  propriety,  as  wtll  as  beauty.  The  firft  ftanza  of  the  fong  to  Pa»  has  great 
foftnefs  and  great  elegance.  But  dramatic  paftorajs,  even  if  the  generally  interefling-  loijIc  of  love 
be  fuperadded,  will  not  greatly  entertain  without  their  proper  embellifhmtnts,  ading  and  mufic. 

His  Fables  rank  with  the  mod  agreeable  niifti  ical  compofitions  of  tliat  kind  in  our  language.  His 
verfification  is'lefs  polilhed,  and  his  apologues,  in  general,  are  perhaps  lels  corredt  than  thofe  of  Gay 
or  Moore ;  but  in  originality,  in  wit,  and  in  humour,  the  preference  feems  due  to  Smart.  They  unite 
the  grace  and  eafe  of  Prior  with  the  huniour  of  Swift ;  and  to  thefe  is  fuperadded  a  very  conflder- 
able  portion  of  poetical  fpirit.  The  introdudory  lines  of  almofl  all  the  fables  are  fingularly  ino-e- 
nious  and  happy;  and  in  the  courfe  of  each,  the  fecond  line  of  mofl:  couplets  generally  prefents  us 
with  an  independent  new  idea.  The  befl  and  moft  ftrious  of  thefe  playful  compofitions  is  doubt- 
Icfs,  Care  and  Generofity.  It  is  one  of  the  moft  beautiful  allegories  that  has  ever  been  imagined.  The 
£ag-Wig  and  the  Tobacco  Pipe,  Madam  and  the  Magpie,  Reafon  and  Imagination,  The  Herald  and  the 
Hujbandmany  defervc  particular  commendation.  The  Citizen  ami  the  Ped  Lion  0/ Brentford  may  be 
thought  to  tranfgrefs  the  limits  of  mythological  probability  ;  but  a  dialogue  between  a  man  and  a 
painted  board,  may  be  forgiven  for  its  humour.  The  Brocaded  Coivn  and  Linen  Rag,  contains  liberal 
praifes  of  his  poetical  contemporaries,  Ak-nfide,  Collins,  Gray,  and  Mafon.  The  Fig  is  a  very  cxadfc 
and  beautiful  tranflation  of  the  fame  ftory  in  Phsdrus.  If  in  any  inftances  the  modern  is  furpafled 
by  the  moft  charming  fabulift  of  antiquity,  for  which,  perhaps,  the  Roman  is  not  a  little  indebted 
to  the  fuperior  force  and  concifenefs  of  the  language  in  which  he  wrote,  in  others  the  original  is 
undoubtedly  rivalled,  if  not  excelled,  and  obtains  at  laft  a  doubtful  vicSiory. 

His  Ballads,  and  Epigrams,  &c.  like  his  other  produdlions,  bear  the  ftamp  of  originality  of  wit 
and  of  pleafantry.  The  Force  0/  Innocence  is  more  ferious,  and  is  an  elegant  application  of  the  Ini^'o-er 
Vita  of  Horace,  to  female  virtue.  Siveet  IVillian:,  The  Lafs  -with  the  Golden  Locks,  The  Dec'fion  Lo-velf 
Harriot,  a  crambo  ballad,  "Jenny  Gray,  are  generally  known  and  admired.  The  epigrams  of  The 
Fhyfician  and  the  Monkey,  Apollo  and  Daphne,  are  fprightly  and  elegant,  and  the  imitations  of  Martial 
and  Fetronius  Afcanius  have  confiderablt  merit.  In  the  Horatian  Canons  of  Fricndjhip,  the  fentiments 
cf  Horace,  Lib.  I.  Sat.  3.  are  fuccefsfully  accommodated  to  recent  fadls  and  familiar  im.ages. 

Though  Smart,  if  placed  like  his  friend  Garrick  in  the  pidure,  between  Tragedy  and  Comedy- 
would  more  incline  to  the  laughter-loving  dame  than  the  goddefs  of  tears ;  fome  of  his  ferious  pieces 
bsfides  thofe  on  religious  fubjedts,  manifeft  and  excite  feeling  in  an  eminent  degree.  The  little 
poem  On  the  Death  of  Mr.  Nezvbcryy  after  a  lingering  illnefs,  muft  touch  every  .reader  of  fenfibility.  In 
the  Epitaph  on  the  Rev.  Mr.  Reynolds,  at  St.  Peter's,  in  the  IJle  of  Thanct,  the  thoughts  and  the  words 
in  which  they  are  clothed  feem  to  breathe  the  true  fpirit  of  poetical  pathos. 

In  the  firft  rank  of  the  elegant  writers  of  Latin,  among  our  Englifli  poets,  Jonfon,  May,  Cralhaw 
Cowley,  Milton,  Marvell,  Addifon,  Gray,  Warton,  &c.  Smart  ftands  very  high.  His  tranflation 
of  Pope's  Ode  on  St.  Cecilia's  Day,  is  at  once  elegant  and  appropriate.  He  equals  his  orio-inal  in  the 
Aiblimeft  paffages,  except  only  the  third  ftanza ;  and  to  the  ballad  and  epigrammatic  ftanzas  o-ivej 
dignity  and  grace.  The  vulgar  lines  which  defcribe  the  power  of  Styx  over  the  enthralled  Eurydice, 
and  the  fuperior  power  of  mufic  and  of  love,  are  tranflated  with  truth  and  beauty.  It  has  been  ob- 
jeded,  and  with  fome  reafon,  to  Smart's  tranflation,  that  it  exhibits  a  variety  of  metres  unauthorifed 
by  any  fingle  example  among  the  Latin  poets.  But  had  he,  too  timid  to  purfue  the  rapid  flights  and 
wild  genius  of  his  original,  confined  himfelf  to  the  regular  recurrence  of  the  Roman  ftanza,  his  imi- 
tation would  not  have  been  exadl,  and  probably  would  not  have  been  interefting.  The  opinion  of 
the  public  has  fully  juftified  the  choice  of  Smart. 

In  his  verfion  of  Pope's  EJliy  on  Criticifm,  he  is  a  very  diligent  imitator  of  the  epiftolary  ftyle  of 
Horace;  and  we  ftiall  find  him  carefully  following  the  footfteps  of  his  mafter,  where  we  miaht 
otherwife  have  been  difpofed  to  fufpedl  the  purity  of  his  language.  To  the  labours  of  Smart  thofe 
perfons  chiefly  are  indebted,  who,  being  unacquainted  with  the  Englifli  tongue,  wifli  to  fee  Pope's 
juft  rules  of  tafte,  embelliflied  indeed  with  his  powers  of  poetry,  though  appearing  with  lefs  glofs 
and  luftre  through  the  medium  of  tranflation.  In  the  famous  lines  intended  as  an  echo  to  the  fenfe 
he  has  laboured  through  a  very  painful  taflc,  with  confidcrable  dexterity ;  and  in  the  beautiful  pic- 
ture of  the  reign  of  Leo,  of  Fida,  and  of  the  Art.;  no  foreigner  need  regret  that  he  is  unacquainted 
wjth  Pope, 
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His  vcrfion  of  Mihcn's  V  Allegro,  exhibits  tlie  cxquifitc  poetry  and  brilliant  imagery  of  one  of 
tlic  firfl  dcfcriptive  poems  in  the  Enjjiifli  language,  in  appropriate  dicflion,  and  legitimate  vcrfe. 
'I  he  title  of  the  poem,  perhaps,  might  have  been  more  happily  exprtflld  in  Greek,  than  by  'O 
XVatyittiint- 

His  tranflation  oi  Far.ny  Blooming  Fair,  is  a  proftflcd  imitation  of  tlic  manner  of  Vincent  Bourne, 
and  is  not  without  a  coiifiderablc  portion  of  the  perfpicuity  of  contexture,  facility,  fluency,  delicacy, 
fmij'licity,  and  elegance,  which  charaAerife  the  compofitions  of  that  amiable  and  ingenious  jioet ; 
but  it  is  inferior  to  his  admirable  vcrfion  of  Mallet's  "  William  and  Margaret." 

His  Tri  OS-poems  may  be  juftly  cor.fidered  as  legitimate  ciadical  compofitions.  They  arc  the  pro- 
du(51ion  of  a  mind  deeply  tindurcd  with  the  excellencies  of  ancient  literature,  and  attentive  both  t« 
the  fnbflantial  parts,  and  to  the  decorations  of  poetry.  In  boUlnefs  of  invention,  felicity  of  defcrip- 
tlon,  and  Ilrengch  and  elegance  of  diilon,  they  arc  not  furpaflcd  by  the  hexam  trie  po-.-try  of  Mil- 
ton and  Gray.  The  Temple  of  Dulln.fs,  in  particular,  exhibits  fuch  beauties  of  perfonification,  as  only 
the  richeft  and  mefl  vivid  imagination  couid  fupply.  His  ptrfonifications  Oi  Stupor,  Soph-Jlica,  Ala- 
tttJ'Sy  Microphile,  and  Athcia,  abound  v.ith  the  moft  poetical  imagcryj  d«liv«red  iu  language  that  will 
abide  the  tcfl  of  criticLDu. 
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ODES. 


ODE  I. 

IDLENESS. 

OoDDESs  of  eafe,  leave  Lelic's  brink, 
Obfequioii^  to  t!ie  mule  and  me  ; 

For  once  endure  th.-  pain  to  think, 
Oh  !  fvveet  infenfibility  ! 

Sifter  of  peace  and  indok^nce, 

Bring,  mufe,  bring  numbers  foft  and  flow, 
Elaborately  void  of  Icnfe, 

And  fweeily  thoughtleis  let  them  flow. 

Near  foiTie  cowflip-painted  mead, 

'i  here  iet  me  doze  out  the  dull  hours, 
•  And  under  me  let  flora  fpread, 
A  loia  of  her  foftcfl  flow  Vs. 

Where,  Philomel,  your  notes  you  breathe 
Forth  from  behind  the  neighbouring  pine, 

And  murmurs  of  the  fl;ream  beneath 
Stili  flow  in  unifou  with  thine. 

For  thee,  O  Idknefs,  the  woes 

Of  life  wo  patiently  endure, 
Thou  art  the  fource  wiience  labour  flows, 

We  fliun  thee  but  to  make  thee  fure. 

For  who'd  fuftain  war's  toil  and  wafte, 
Or  who  th'  hoarfe  thund'ring  of  the  fca. 

But  to  bt,  idle  pt  the  lalt, 

And  find  a  pieafing  end  in  thee. 


ODE  II. 

TO    ETHELINB.\, 

C,7  /'.')•  doh?^  my  Verfes  the  honour  of  •wearli:g 
her  hofom— Written  at  thirteen. 

Happy  verfes  that  were  prefl; 

In  fair  Ethelinda's  breaft  1 

Happy  mufe,  that  didft  embrace 

The  fweet,  the  heav'nly-fragrant  place ! 

Tell  me,  is  the  omen  true, 

Shall  the  bard  arrive  there  too  ? 

Oft  through  my  eyes  my  foul  has  flown. 
And  wanton'd  on  that  iv'ry  throne  : 
There  with  ecftatic  tranfport  burn'd. 
And  thought  it  was  to  heav'n  return' d. 
Tell  me  is  the  omen  true, 
,  §h^l  the  body  follow  too  ? 


them  in 


When  firlt:  at  nature's  early  birth, 
Heav'n  fent  a  man  upon  the  earth, 
JCv'n  Eden  was  more  fruitful  found. 
When  Adam  came  to  till  the  ground  j 
Shall  then  thole  breafl*  be  fair  in  vain. 
And  only  rife  to  fall  again  ? 

No,  no,  fair  nymph — for  no  fuch  end 
Did  Heav'n  to  thee  its  bounty  lend  ; 
'1  hat  breaft  was  ne'er  defign'd  by  fate, 
1  or  verfe,  or  things  inanimate  ; 
'i  hen  throw  them  from  that  downy  bed,- 
And  take  the  poet  in  their  fl.ead. 


ODE  III. 

On  an  Eagle  confined  in  a  College  Court. 

Imperial  bird,  who  wont  to  fear 

High  o'er  the  rolling  cloud, 
Where  Hyperborean  mountains  hoar 

"I  heir  heads  in  etler  fhroud; — 
Thou  fcrvant  of  ahnighty  Jove, 
Who,  free  and  fwift  as  thought,  cculd'ft  rove-' 

To  the  bleak  north's  extremefl  goal;— 
Thou,  v>ho  magnanimous  could'lt  bear 
The  lovereign  thuud'rer's  arms  in  air, 

And  fliake  thy  native  pole  ! — 

Oh  cruel  fate  I  what  barbarous  hand. 

What  more  than  Gothic  ire. 
At  fome  fierce  tyrant's  dread  command. 

To  check  thy  daring  fire 
Has  plac'd  thee  in  this  fervile  cell, 
V.'hcre  difcipline  and  dulne/s  dwell. 

Where  genius  ne'er  was  feen  to  roam; 
Where  ev'ry  fel.fifh  foul's  at  refl:, 
Nor  ever  quits  the  carnal  breaft, 

But  lurks  and  fneaks  at  home  \ 

Though  dim'd  thine  eye,  and  dipt  thy  wing 

So  grov'ling  I  once  fo  great !  ' 

The  grief-infpired  mufe  fhall  fing 

In  tend'rcfl:  lays  thy  fate. 
What  time  by  thee  fchoiailic  pride 
Takes  his  precife  pedantic  ftride, 

Nor  on  thy  mis'iy  cafts  a  care, 
The  flream  of  love  ne'er  from  his  heart 
Flows  out,  to  a(5l  fair  pity's  part ; 

liut  ftinks,  and  Itagnates  there. 
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Yet  ufcful  ftill,  hold  to  the  tlirong — 

Hold  the  rcflcdling  glafs, — 
That  not  untutor'd  at  thy  wrong 

The  pafTcnjijLT  may  pafs  ! 
Thoii  type  of  wit  and  rciilc  coiifin'd, 
Cramp'd  by  the  opprcfTors  of  the  mind, 

Who  ilut'.y  downward  on  the  ground; 
Type  of  the  full  of  Cnece  and  Rome  ; 
While  more  tlian  mathcniatic  gloom, 
Envelopes  all  around. 

ODE  IV. 

On  the  fuddcn  Death  of  a  Clergyman. 

If,  like  th'  Orplican  lyre,  my  fong  could  cliarm, 

And  light  to  life  the  afhes  in  the  urn, 
Fate  of  his  iron  dart  I  would  difaim, 

Sudden  as  thy  deccafe  fhould'Il  thou  return, 
Rccall'd  with  mandates  of  defpotic  fouiid'., 
And  arbitrary  grief  that  will  not  hear  of  bounds. 
But,  ah!  fuch  widies,  attlefs  mule,  forbear; 

'Tis  impotence  of  frantic  love, 
Th'  enthufiaftie  flight  of  wild  defpair. 

To   hope    the    Thracian's  magic    power   to 
prove. 
Alas  !  thy  flender  vein. 

Nor  mighty  is  to  move,  nor  forgetivc  to  feign. 
Impatient  of  a  rein, 
Thou  canft  not  in  due  bounds  the  ftruggling  mca- 

fures  keep, 
— But  thou  alas  !  canft  weep — 
Thou  canft — and  o'er  the  mehuicholy  bier 
Canft  lend  the  iad  folemnity  a  tear. 
Hail !  to  that  wretched  corfc,  unrenanted  and  cold, 
And  hail  the  peaceful  fiiadc,  loos'd  from  its  irk- 
fome  hold. 
Now  let  me  fay  thou'rt  free. 

For  fure  thou  paid'ft  an  heavy  tax  for  life. 
While  combating  for  thee, 
Nature  and  mortality 
Maintain  a  daily  ftrife. 
High  on  a  flender  thiead  thy  vital  lamp  wasplac'd. 

Upon  the  mountain's  blcjkcft  brow, 
To  give  a  noble  light  fuperior  was  it  rais'd, 
But  more  expos'd  by  eminence  it  blaz'd  ; 
For  not  a  whiftling  wind  that  blew, 
Nor  the  drop  defcending  dew. 
But  half  extinguifh'd  its  fair  flame — but  now 
See — hear  the  ftorm's  tempcftuous  Iwecji — 
Precipitate  it  fallt — it  falls — falls  lifclcfs  in   the 

deep. 
Ceafe,  ceafe,  ye  weeping  youth. 
Sincerity's  foft  fighs,  and  all  tlie  tears  of  truth. 
And  you,  his  kindred  throng  forbear 
Maible  memorials  to  prepare. 
And  fculptur'd  in  your  breafts  his  bufto  wear. 
'Twas  thus  when  Ifrael's  legiflator  dy'd, 
No  fragile  mortal  honours  were  fupply'd. 
But  even  a  grave  denied. 
Better  than  what  the  pencil's  daub  can  give, 
Better  than  all  tliat  Fliidias  ever  wrouglit, 
Is  this — that  what  he  taught  Iball  live. 

And  what  he  liv'd  lor  ever  Ihall  be  taught. 

ODE  V. 

GOOD-NATURE. 

Ha  a.  cherub  of  the  liigheft  heav'n, 
Of  look  divyic,  aiiJ  temper  cv'n, 


Celcftial  fweetnefs,  exquifitc  of  mein, 
Of  ev'ry  virtue,  ev'ry  piaife  the  queen! 

Soft  gracefulnefs,  and  blooming  louth. 

Where,  grafted  on  the  ftcni  of  truth, 

'I'hat  friendfhip  reigns,  no  intereft  can  divide. 
And  great  humility  looks  down  on  pride. 

Oh  !  curfe  on  flunii^T's  vip'rous  tongue, 

That  daily  dares  thy  merit  wrong  ; 

Idiots  ulurp  thy  title,  and  thy  frame. 
Without  or  virtue,  talent,  tafte,  or  name. 

Is  apathy,  is  heart  of  ftecl, 

Nor  ear  to  hear,  nor  ftnfe  to  feel. 

Life  idly  inoflcnfive  fuch  a  grace. 
That  it  fliould  Ileal  thy  name   and  take   ihf 
place  .' 

No— thou  art  acflive — fpirit  all — 

Swifter  than  lightning,  at  the  call 

Of  injur'd  inni.c-nce,  or  griev'd  defert. 
And  large  with  liberality  thy  heart. 

Thy  appetites  in  rafy  tides 

(As  reafon's  luminary  guides) 

Soft  flow — no  wind  can  work  them  to  a  ftorm, 
Correcflly  quick,  difpalFionately  warm. 

Yet  if  a  tranfport  thou  canft  feel 

'Tis  only  for  thy  neighbours  weal ; 

Great,  generous  acfts  thy  dudlile  palTions  move, 
And  fmilingly  thou  weep'ft  with  joy  and  love. 

Aiild  is  thy  mind  to  cover  fhame, 

Averfe  to  envy,  flow  to  blame, 

Burfting  to  praifc,  yet  ftill  fincere  and  free 
From  flatt'ry's  fawning  tongue,  and  bending 
knee. 

Extenfive,  as  from  weft  to  eaft. 

Thy  love  defcends  from  man  to  beaft. 
Nought  is  excluded  little,  or  infirm, 
Thou   canft  with  greatnefs  ftoop  to  fave  a 
worm. 

Come,  goddefs,  come  with  all  thy  charms 

For  oh  !  1  love  thee,  to  my  arms — 

All,  all  my  a(5tions  guide,  my  fancy  feed. 
So  fhall  exiftence  then  be  life  indeed. 


ODE  VI. 

ON    ILL-NATURF. 

Offspring  of  folly  and  of  pride. 
To  all  that's  odious,  all  that's  !)afe  allied  ; 

Nurs'd  up  by  vice,  by  pravity  miflcd. 
By  pedant  afToflation  taught  and  bred  : 

Away,  thou  hideous  hell-horn  fpright. 
Go,  with  thy  looks  of  dark  dtiign. 

Sullen,  four,  and  f.i'uniine  ; 
Fly  to  fome  gloomy  fliade,  nor  blot  the  goodly 
light. 

Thy  planet  was  remote,  when  I  was  born  ; 
'Twa«i  Mercury  that  rul'd  my  natal  morn, 

What  time  the  fun  exerts  his  genial  ray. 
And  ripens  for  enjoyment  every  gi  owing  day : 

When  to  cxift  is  but  to  love  and  ling. 
And  fprijjluly  Ariea  fm:lc«  u]>ou  the  Ipiiiij. 


t   G   t    U   t. 
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There  in  ysn  lonefeBie  lieatli. 
Which  Flora,  or  Sylvanus  never  knew, 

Where  never  vegetable  drank  the  dew, 
Or  beaft,  or  fowl  attempts  to  breathe  ; 

Where  nature's  pencil  has  no  colours  laid ; 
But  all  is  blank,  and  univeifal  ftadc  ; 

Contrafl.  to  figure,  motion,  life  and  light, 
There  may'ft  thou  vent  thy  fpite, 

For  ever  curfing',  and  for  ever  curs'd, 
Of  all  th'  infernal  crew  the  worft ; 

The  worft  in  genius,  meafure  and  degree  ; 
For  envy,  hatred,  malice,  are  but  parts  of  thee. 

Or  would'ft  thou  change  the  fcene,  and  quit  the 

den. 
Where  fpleen,  by  vapours  denfe  begot  and  bred, 

Hardnefs  of  heart,  and  heavinefs  of  head. 
Have  rais'd  their  darkfome  walls,  and  plac'd  their 
thorny  bed ; 
There  may'ft  thou  all  thy  bitternefs  unload. 
There  may'ft  thou  croack  in  concert  with  the  toad, 
With  thee   the    hollow    howling  winds  ihali 
join, 
Kor  fhall  the  bittern  her  bafe  throat  deny. 

The  querulous  frogs  fhall  mix  their  dirge  with 
thine, 
Th'  ear-piercing  h.rn,  the  plover  fcreaming  high. 
Millions  of  humming  gnats  fit  oeftrum  fhall 
fupply. 

Away — away — ^behold  an  hideous  band 

An  herd  of  all  thy  minions  are  at  hand, 
Sufpicion  firft  with  jealous  caution  ftalks. 

And  ever  looks  around  her  as  (he  walks, 
With  bibolous  car  imperfc(5l  founds  to  catch. 

And  proud  to  liften  at  her  neighbours  latch. 

Next  fcandal's  meagre  fliadc, 
foe  to  the  virgins,  and  the  poet's  fame, 

A  wither'd  time-deflower'd  old  maid. 
That  ne'er  enjoy'd  love's  ever  Aicrcd  flame. 

Hypocrify  fucceeds  with  faint-like  look,' 

And  elevates  her  hands  and  plods  upon  her 
book. 
Kext  comes  illiberal  fcrambling  avarice, 

Then  vanity  and  afFecSation  nice — 
See,  fhe  falutes  her  ftiadow  with  a  bow 

As  in  fhort  Gallic  trips  fhe  minces  by, 
Starting  antipathy  is  in  her  eye,    , 

And  fqueamllhly  file  knits  her  fcornful  brow. 
To  thee,  ill-nature,  all  the  numerous  group 

With  lowly  reverence  ftoop— 
They  wait  thy  call,  and  mourn  thy  long  delay, 

Away— thou  art  mfeiSlious — hafte  away. 

ODE  VII. 

TO    THE    REV.    AND    LEARNED    DR.    WEBSTSR, 

9lccaltoncd  by  bis  Dialogues  on  Anger  and  For^ivencfi. 

*TwAS  when  th'  omnlfcient  creative  pow'r 
Difplay'd  his  wonders  by  a  mortal's  hand. 

And,  delegated  at  th*  appointed  hour, 

Great  Mor;;s  led  away  his  chofen  band  ; 
When  Ifrael's  hoft,  with  all  their  ilores, 
Paft  through  the  ruby  tindlur'd  cryftal  fhore», 

The  wildernefs  of  waters  and  of  land  . 

Then  perfccution  rag'd  in-heav'n's  ov»'n  catife, 
Strid  jufticc  for  tiie  brejcii  «£  aatare's  law'fc 


The  legiflator  lield  the  fcythe  of  fate. 
Where'er  his  Icg.ons  chanc'd    o  ihay. 
Death  and  deftrudioii  mark'd   their  bloody 
way ;       _  [hace. 

Immoderate  was  their  rage,  for  mortal  was  their 
But  when  the  King  of  Righteojfnefs  arOfe, 
And  on  the  illumm'd  eaft  ferenely  fmii'd, 
He  fhone  with  meekeft  mercy  on  his  toes. 

Bright  as  the  fun, but  as  the  mron-beams  mild'; 
From  anger,  fell  revenge    and   difcoid  free. 
He  bade  war's  heiliih  clangot  ci  afe. 
In  paftoral  fimplicity  and  peace, 
And  fhow'd  to  man  thu;  face,  which  ivloi>;_  coaid 
not  fee. 

Well  haft  thou  Webfter    piif^iir'd  Chriftian  love. 
And  copied  our  f^r^fat  Mafter's  fair  deiign. 

But  livid  envy  would  tlie  llcrht  remove. 
Or  crowd  tiiy  portrait  !n  a  nook  malign— 

The  mufe  fhall  hold  it  up  to  popular  vic.v—  . 

Where  the  more  candid  and  judicious  few 
Shall  think,  the  brigh,  oiig-un]  they  fee. 

The  likencfs  nobly  iuft  in  the  idcnticy. 

Oh  hadft  thou  liv'd  in  better  d^,v.:  than  thefe 

ii'er  to  excel  by  all  was  deein'd  a  ihame  I 
Alas !  thou  hail  no  modern  arts  to  ple.ife. 

And  to  deferve  is  all  thy  empty  c  aim. 
Elfe  thou'dft  been  plac'd,  by  learning,  and  by  wlt| 
I  here,  wheie  thy  dignify'd  interiors  fit— 

Oh  they  are  in  their  generations  wife, 
Each  path  of  intereft  they  have  i'agely  trod,—' 

To  live — :o  thrive — to  rife— and  ftiil  to  rife—* 
Better  to  bow  to  men,  than  kneel  to  God. 

Behold  where  poor  unmanfion'd  merit  ftands, 
Ail  cold  and  cramp'd  with  penury  and  pain; 
Speechlels  through  want,  flie  rears  th'  imploring 
hands, 
And  begs  a  little  bread,  but  begs  in  vain ; 
While  bribery  and  dullneis,  palling  by. 
Bid  her,  in  founds  barbarian,  ftiirve  and  die. 

"  Away  (they  cry)  we  never  favv  thy  name 
"  Or  in  preferment's  lift,  or  thai  of  fame  ;    " 
«  Away — not  here  the  fate  thou  earn'ft  bewaij, 
"  Who  can'ft  not  buy  a  vote,  nor  haft  a  foul  fox 
•     «  fal  ." 

Oh  indignation,  wherefore  wert  thou  given. 
If  drowfy  patience  deaden  all  thy  rage  ? — 

Yet  we  muft  bear — fuch  is  the  vill  of  Heaven  : 
And,  Webfter,  fo  prefcrSjes  tiiy  candid  page. 

Then  let  us  hear  thcc  preach  feraphic  love. 

Guide  ou,  difgufted  tiipughts  to  things  above; 
bo  our  free  fouls,  fed  with  divine  rcpaft, 

(Unmindful  of  low  mortal";  mean  employ^ 
Shall  tarte  the  prelenr,  recolhcft  rhe  paft, 
Aixi  ikongly  hope  for  every  iuLUie  joy. 

ODE  VIII. 

Sl'IT!lALAMIt*M. 

Descend,  defcend,  ye  fweet  Aonian  maids. 
Leave  the  Parnaffian  (hades, 
The  j[oyful  Hymeneal  fing. 
And  to  a  lovel'er  fair 
ThanQflipn  can  devife,  or  eloqiicncedecI»rc^ 
I  youf  vocal  tribut9>bKflg> 


i-^ 


THE   WORKS    OF  SMART. 


Ani  yon,  ye  winged  choriftfn,  tliat  fly 
fn  all  the  ptndlc  frinlcns  of  the  fky. 

Chant  tliroiijrh  the  tnamell'd  grove,   ' 
Strctdi    from    tlic    trembling   leaves    your    httlc 

thioats, 
With  all  the  wiij  variety  of  artlcfi  notes. 
But  let  each  note  ho  love. 
Frarrant  Flora,  queen  of  May, 
All  nedij^Iit  wirh  r/:irlancl<;  gay, 
Where  in  the  fmooth-diaveii  n;rcen 
1  he    fpnfiglcd    coTvflips     variegate    the 
fcenc, 
Ami  the  rivulet  between, 
"^V'hifpiTs,  murmurs,  flnj^s, 
As  it  (loops,  or  falls,  or  fpriiips  ; 
There  fjiread  a  (ofa  of  thy  foftefl  fTowers, 

There  let  the  bridcj^room  Ihty, 
There  let  him  hate  the  light  and  cur'll;  the  &7, 
And  blame  the  tai dy  hours. 

Jut  fee  the  bride  flic  comes  with  filc.it  pace, 

Full  of  majtily  and  love; 

Not  with  a  nobkr  grace 

l.ook'd  tlic  imperial  wife  of  Jove, 

WiTcn  er(t  incflably  fhe  ihone 

tn  Vemis'  irrcfrlliblc,  enchanting  zone. 

Phoebus,   great  gcd  of  veiic,  the  nymp^i  ob- 
fcrvo, 

Obfcrvp  her  xvcll ,' 
Then  touch  each  fweetly  trcm'Ious  nerve 
Of  thy  re^ounr^incj  (hcll : 
Her  like  biintrcfs-DJan  paint, 
ModelT,  hut  -vvithoiu  rcftraint ; 
From  Pallas  take  her  decent  pace, 
With  Venus  fvvecttn  all  her  face, 
From  th:  zephyrs- Aca?  her  fighs, 
From  thyfclf  her  fun-hricrht  eyes; 
Then  baffled  thou  ihalt  fee, 
That  as  did  Daphne  thee, 
Hor  charms  defcription's  force  fliall  fly. 
And  by  no  foft  pcrfuafive  iouiul';  he  brib'd 
To  tome  within  invcniion's  narrow  eye; 
But  all  indio;nantihunits  orrafp,and  lloruto  be  dc- 
fcnb'd:  ^ 

Ko'.v  icz  the  bridcj^room  rife. 

Oh,  Imw  impatitnf  are  his  joysl 
Bring  zephyrs  to  depaiiit  his  voice, 
Bring  lightiiinj!;-  for  his  eyes. 
He  leaps,  he  fprinj^.^  he  flics  iilto  her  arms, 
With  joy  inteiifo 
I'ecds  ev'ry  fcnfe, 
Arfd  fultan  »tes  o'er  all  her  criarms. 
Oh  !  had  I  Virgil's  compr'jhcnf).ve  ftrain, 
<1r  fung  like  Pope,  without  a  -vvorJ  iii  vain. 
Then  fnctrld  1  hope  my  nun-.licrs  might  contain, 
Engaging  rymph,  thy  boundlefshappinefs, 
How  arduous  to  exprefi ! 
Such  may  it  lall  to'  aM  eternity : 
And  may  thy  lord  '^  'th  thee, 
Like  two  coi-val  pines  in  Ida's  grove, 
'I'hat  interweave  their  verdant  arms,  in  love, 
F.ach  mutual  ofncc  ehcerfully  perform. 
And  fliarcalikc  the  I'lmihine  and  the  Rorm  ; 
And  ever,  ai  you  floiirilh  hand  in  hand. 
Both  fhadc  the  fhepherd  ar.d  adorn  the  land, 

'l'<>;jcther  Vi-th  each  growing  year  arife, 
iKdiflohibly  liok'd,  md  climb  at  lail  the  Ikies, 


ODE  IX. 

77'*  Aiitlrar  afolegisei  to  a  Lady,  for  h'ls  Inng  a  ttttf: 
Alan. 

"  Natura  nnfquam  magis,    quam  in    minimii 
tota  ell."  Pli.n'. 


O^.iyon  7t  fi>.Dt  rf. 


HoM. 


Yes,  contumelious  fair,  you  fcorn 
The  amorousdwarf  that  courts  you  to  bis  arms. 

Rut  ere  you  kave  him  quite  forlorn, 
And  to  fome  youth  gigantic  yield  your  charms, 
Hear  him-~-oh  bear  him  1  if  yo>i  will  not  try. 
And  let  your  judgment  check  th'  ambition  of  your 
eye. 
Say,  is  it  carnage  makes  the  man  ? 
Is  to  be  monftrous  really  to  be  great  .' 

Say,  is  it  wife  or  jufl  to  fcan 
Your  lover'.s  worth  by  quantity,  or  weight .' 
A.<k  your  mamirri  and  nnrfe,  if  it  be  fo  ; 
Narfe  a;nd  mamma,  1  ween,  fhaH  j<5imly  anfwcr,  no. 
The  lefs  the  body  to  the  view. 
The  Iflul  (like  fpriiigs  in  clofer  durance  pent) 

Is  all  exertion,  ever  new, 
Uuccafing,  unextinguifh'd,  and  nnfpcnt; 
Still  pouring  forcii  executive  dcfire. 
As  bright,  as;  brifV:,  and  lading,  as  the  veftal  fire 

Does  thy  young  bofom  pant  for  fame  ? 
Would'fl  tiiou  be  ofpofterity  the  toafl  J 

The  poets  Ihall  enfure  thy  name, 
Who  magnitude  r>f  niindnot  body  boafl. 
Laurels  on  bulky  bards  as  rarely  grow. 
As  on  the  (lurdy  oak  the  virtuous  inifletoc. 
Look  in  the  glafs,  furvcy  that  check — 
Where  Flora  has  with  all  her  rofcs  blufh'd  ; 

'J'he  fhape  fo  tender — looks  fo  meek — 
The  brcarts  made  to  be  prefs'd,  not  to-  bccrufh'd  : 
Then  turn  to  me — turn  with  obliging  eyes. 
Nor  longer  nature's  works,  in  miniature,  defpifc. 
Young  Ammon  did  the  world  fubdue, 
Y'et  had  not  more  external  man  than  I ; 
Ah,  charmer  I  (liould  I  conquer  you, 
"With  him  in  fame,  as  well  as  lize,  I'll  vie. 
Then  fcornful  nymph,  come  forth  to  yonder  grove. 
Where  I  defy  and  challenge,  all  thy  ntmoft  love. 

ODn  X. 

On  the  2Clfj  of  January,  icing  the  Birth-Day  cf  m 
I'oung  Lcdy, 

All  hail,  and  welcome  joyous  mom. 

Welcome  to  the  infant  year  ; 
Whether  fmooth  calms  thy  face  adorn, 

Or  low'ring  clouds  appear  ; 
Thouf,-h  billows  lafli  the  founding  Ihorc, 
And  tempells  through  th.;  foreils  roar. 

Sweet  Nancy's  voice  fliall  focth  the  found j 
Though  darluiefs  fliofld  invert  the  fkies  ; 
New  day  fhall  beam  froni  Nancy's  eyes, 

And  blcfj  all  nature  round. 

Let  but  thofe  »:ps  their  fweets  difclofe. 

And  rich  perfumes  exha'c. 
We  fhall  not  want  the  fragrant  rofc  J^ 

Nor  mil's  the  fouthernoalc. 
Then  loofely  to  the  winds  unfold 
Thofe  radian:  lcc!:s  orburnifli''d  gold. 


POEMS. 


Or  on  thy  bofom  let  them  rove; 
His  trcafure-houfe  there  Cupid  keeps, 
And  hoards  up,  in  two  fnowy  heaps, 

His  flores  of  choicefl  love. 

This  day  each  warmeft  wifh  be  paid 

To  thee  the  mufe's  pride  ; 
I  long  to  fee  the  blooming  maid 

Chang'd  to  the  blufiiing  bride. 
So  fhall  thy  pleafurc  and  thy  praife 
Increafe  with  the  increafing  days, 

AikI  prefent  joys  exceed  the  paft; 
To  give  and  to  receive  delight, 
Shall  be  thy  tafk  both  day  and  night, 

W'liile  day  and  night  Ihall  laft. 

ODE  XI. 

ON  TAKING  A  BACHELOr's  DEGREE. 

In  Alliifion  to  Horace,      Book  III,    Ode  30. 

"  Exegi  monumentum  jera  percnnius,  &c. 

'Tis  done  : — I  tow'r  to  that  degree. 

And  catch  fuch  heav'nly  fire, 
That  Horace  ne'er  could  rant  like  mc, 

Nor  is  (ff)  King's  Chapel  higher. 
My  name  in  fure  recording  page 

(/')  Shall  time  itfelf  o'erpow'r. 
If  no  rude  mice  with  envious  rage 

The  buttery  bonks  devour. 
A  *  title  too  with  added  grace     "- 

My  name  fhall  now  attend, 
(c)  Till  to  the  church  with  filent  pace 

A  nymph  and  priell  afccnd. 
Ev'n  in  the  fchools  I  now  re'ioicc, 

Where  late  I  Ihook  with  fear. 
Nor  heed  the  (</)  moderator's  voice 

Loud  thund'ring  in  my  ear. 
Then  with  (f )  ^olian  flute  I  blow 

A  foft  Italian  lay. 
Or  where  (/)  Cam's  fcanty  waters  flow, 

Rclcas'd  from  leflures,  flray. 
Meanwhile,  friend  f  Banks,  my  merits  claim 

Their  jufl  reward  from  you, 
For  Horace  bids  us  (^)  challenge  fame. 

When  once  that  fame's  our  due. 
Inveft  me  with  a  graduate's  gown, 

'Midft  fhouts  of  all  beholders, 
(/j)  My  head  with  ample  fquare  cap  crown, 

And  deck  with  hood  my  fhoulders. 
Cambrl!"'-.  B. 


t^< 


A. 


(.7)  Regali  fitu  pyramidimi  altius.— 
(h)  Quod  non  innumerabilis 
Annorum  feries,  &c. 

(i)  Dum  Capitolinm 

Scandet  cum  tacite  virgine  pontifes. 

((?') Qua  violens 

Obflrepit  Auiidus. 

(f) iEolium  carmen  ad  Italos 

DeduxifTe  modos. 

(/) Qua  paupGf  aqux  Daunus,  &c 

{^') Sume  fuperbiam 

Quxfitam  meritis. 

(/,)  MihiDelphica 

Lauro  cinge  vokns comam, 

*   BacL-Ior. 

I  A  cekhrattd  taykr. 


ODE  XII. 
A  MORNING  PIECE; 

OR,    AN   HYMN  FOR  THE  HAY-MAKERS. 

"  Quinetiam  Galium  nodtem  explaudentibus  alis 
"  Aurorum  clara  confuetum  voce  vocare." 

LUCRET. 

Brisk  Chaunticleer  his  mattins  had  begun. 

And  broke  the  filence  of  the  night. 
And  thrice  he  call'd  aloud  the  tardy  fun. 

And  thrice  he  hail'd  the  dawn's  ambiguous 

light;  [run. 

Back  to  their  graves  the  fear-begotten  phantoms 

Strong  labour  got  up  with  his  pipe  in  his  mouth. 

And  floutly  llrode  over  the  dale ; 
He  lent  new  perfumes  to  the  breath  of  the  fouth; 

On  his  back  hung  his  wallet  and  flail, 
Behind  him  came  health  from  her  cottage  of  thatch, 
Where  never  phyfician  had  lifted  the  latch. 
Firfl  of  the  village  Colin  was  awake, 
And  thus  he  fung  reclining  on  his  rake. 

Now  the  rural  graces  three 

Dance  beneath  yon  mapple  tree  ; 

Firil  the  veilal  virtue,  known 

Ey  her  adamantine  zone; 

Next  to  her  in  rofy  pride, 

Sweet  focicty  the  bride ; 

Lafl  honedy,  full  feemly  drefl 

In  her  cleanly  home-fpun  veiL 
The  abbey  bells  in  v/ak'ning  rounds 

The  warning  peal  have  giv'ij ; 
And  pious  gratitude  refonnds 

Her  morning  hymn  to  Hcav'n. 
All  nature  wakes — the  birds  unlock  their  throatSj 
And  mock  the  fheplierd's  ruflic  notes. 

All  alive  o'er  the  lawn, 

Full  glad  of  the  dawn, 
The  little  lambkins  play, 
Sylvia  and  Sol  arife— and  all  is  day- 
Come,  my  mates,  1st  us  work. 

And  all  hands  to  the  fork, 
While  the  fun  fhines  our  hay-cocks  to  make'; 

So  fine  is  the  day, 

And  fo  fragrant  the  hay, 
That  the  meadow's  as  blithe  as  the  wake  ; 

Our  voices  let's  raife 

In  Fhcebus's  praife, 
Infpir'd  by  fo  glorious  a  theme, 

0';r  inufical  words 

Shall  be  join'd  by  the  Sirds, 
And  we'll  dance  to  the  tune  of  the  llream, 

ODE  XIII. 
A  NOON-PIECE; 

OR,    THE   MOWERS  AT  DINNER. 

"  Jam  paflor  umbras  cum  grege  languido, 
"  Rivumque  feffus  quxrit,  et  horridi 

"  Dumeta  Sylvani,  garetque 

"  Ripa  vagis  taciturna  ventis."  Hor. 

The  fun  is  now  radiant  to  behold. 
And  vehement  he  iheds  his  liquid  rays  of  frold; 
No  cloud  appears  through  all  the  wide  expanfe  ; 
And  Ci9it,  but  yet  dittimii  and  clear, 


iyt  TUT.   WOTIK.S 

To  the  wanton  Vfhiftlin^  air 
The  mimic  fhadows  dance. 

Tat  minh  and  gallantry  the  gay. 
And  romping  ccftafy  'gin  plav. 
Now  myriads  of  young  Cupids  rife. 
And  open  all  tlicir  joy-bright  eyes, 
Filling  with  infant  prate  the  grove, 
And  lifp  in  fwcctly  fault'ring  love. 
In  the  middle  of  the  ring,  "^ 

Mad  with  May,  and  wild  of  wing,  > 

Firc-cy'd  wanionncis  fhall  fing.  J 

By  the  rivulet  on  the  rufhcs, 
litneath  a  tanopy  of  buflies, 
"Where  the  ever-faithful  Tray 
Guards  the  dumplins  and  the  whey, 
Cohn  Clout  and  Yorklhirc  Will, 
From  the  leathern  bottle  fwill. 
Their  fcythes  upon  the  advcrfc  hank 

Glitter  'mongft  th'  entangled  trees. 
Where  tlie  hazles  form  a  rank, 

And  curtly  to  the  courting  breeze. 
Ah  Harriot !  fovercign  miftrefs  of  my  heart, 

Could  I  thee  to  thefe  meads  decoy, 
I^cw  grace  to  each  fair  objcdl  Ihould  impart, 
And  hei;;hten  ev'ry  fccne  to  perfect  joy. 
On  a  bank  of  fragrant  thyme, 
Beneath  yon  ftatcly  fhadowy  pine. 
We'll  with  the  wcll-difguilcd  hook 
Cheat  the  tenants  of  the  brook  ; 
Or  where  my  Daphne's  thickcft  fliade 
Drives  amorous  Phoebus  from  the  glade. 
There  read  Sydney's  high-wrought  {lories 
Of  ladies  charms  and  heroes  glories  ; 
Thence  fir'd,  the  fwcct  narration  aCt, 
And  kifs  the  fidion  into  fad. 
Or  fatiatc  with  nature's  random  Icencs, 
Let's  to  the  garden's  regulated  greens, 
Where  tatle  and  elegance  command 
Art  to  lend  her  dxdal  hand, 
Where  Flora's  flock,  by  nature  wild, 
To  difcipline  are  reconcil'd, 
And  laws  and  order  cultivate, 
Quite  civiliz'd  into  a  ftate. 
prom  the  fun  and  from  the  fhow'r, 
Hade  we  to  yon  boxen  bow'r. 
Secluded  from  the  teazing  pry 
Of  Argus'  curiofity  : 
Thtre,  while  Phoebus'  golden  mean. 
The  gay  meridian  is  feen. 
Ere  decays  the  lamp  of  light, 
A.nd  lenglli'n-.njc  Hiades  ftretch  out  to  night- 
Seize,  fcize  the  h^t — each  hour  improve 
(This  is  morality  in  love) 
Tend,  lend  thine  hand — O  U  t  me  view 
Thy  partiivr  brtafts,  IV,  cct  avenue  ! 
Then — then  thy  lips,  the  cora'  cell 
Where  all  th'  amhru'lal  kifTes  dwell ! 
Thus  we'll  each  luhry  noon  employ 
h\  day-drcanis  of  ccllatic  joy. 

ODE  XIV. 
A  NIGHT- PIECE; 

OR,    MODERN    PHILOSOPHY. 

»♦  Oiccrar  mcrita  nox  quotjue  nrcni-i.'      FIor. 
'Twat.  when  bright  Cynthia  with  her  filvcr  car, 
Soft  tt(.;kliD2  fi«l»  tadjniiojj'ft  bcdj 
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Had  call'd  forth  ev'ry  glitt'riiig  far, 

And  up  th'  afcent  of  hcav'n  her  brilliant  htft 
had  led, 
Night,  with  all  her  negro  train, 
'Fook  poffcfTion  of  the  plain  ; 
In  an  herfe  (he  rode  leclin'd, 
Drawn  by  fcreech-owls  flow  and  blind/ 
Clofc  to  her,  with  print Icfs  feet. 
Crept  Stillncfs  in  a  winding-flicct. 
Next  to  her  deaf  Silence  was  feen, 
Trending  on  tiptoes  over  the  green; 
Softly,  lightly,  gently,  Ihc  trips, 
>Still  holding  her  fingers  fcal'd  to  her  lip* 
You  could  not  fee  a  fight. 

You  could  not  hear  a  found. 
But  what  confels'd  the  nigiit,  . 

And  horror  dcepen'd  round.  \ 

Beneath  a  myrtle'*  mcbncholy  (hade, 
Sophron  the  wife  was  laid  : 
And  to  the  anfw'ring  wood  thefe  founds  convey  <i« 
While  others  toil  within  the  town, 
And  to  fortune  fmile  or  frown. 
Fond  of  trifles,  fond  of  toys. 
And  married  to  that  woman,  Noife  ; 
Sacred  wiCtlom  be  my  care. 
And  faired  virtue,  wifdom's  heir. 
His  fpeculations  thus  the  fage  begun, 

When,  lo!  the  neighbouring  bell 
In  folemn  found  ftruck  one : —  ^ 

He  flarts,  and  rccolleds,  he  was  cngag'd  to  Ncl^ 
Then  up  he  fprang,  nimble  and  light. 

And  rapp'd  at  fair  Ele'nor's  door. 
He  laid  alidc  virtue  that  night, 

And  next  morn  por'd  in  Plato  for  more> 


ODE  XV. 

ON    MISS    •  ••  '. 

Lo\r.,  with  undillinguifli'd  flamc» 
1  lov'd  each  fair,  each  witty  dame. 
My  heart  tlie  bclle-aflcmbly  g-ain'd. 
And  all  an  equal  fway  maintain'd. 

But  when  you  came,  you  flood  confefs'4 

Sole  fultana  of  my  breaft ; 

For  you  eclips'd,  lupremely  fair, 

All  the  whole  feraglio  there. 

In  this  her  mien,  in  that  her  gracey 

In  a  third  I  lov'd  a  face ; 

Rut  you  in  ev'ry  feature  fliinc 

Univerfally  divine. 

What  can  thofc  tumid  paps  cTCel  .* 

Do  they  fink,  or  do  they  fwell  i 

\\  hile  ihofc  lovely  wanton  eyes 

Sparkling  meet  them  as  they  rife. 

Thus  is  filver  Cynthia  feen, 

Gli'^ening  o'er  the  glaffy  green. 

While  attraded  fwell  the  waves, 

Emerging  fro:n  their  inmoft  cavc<u 

When  to  fivcet  founds  your  flcp?  you  fuit, 
And  weave  the  minuet  to  the  lute, 
Hsav'ns !  l-.o.v  you  glide  ! — her  neck — her  chcft- 
Does  flie  move,  or  does  flic  reft  ? 

As  thofe  rogiiifti  eyes  advance, 
l.tt  iftc  catch  their  li'dc-long  ghnct 
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Soon-"Or  they'll  elu^e  my  light, 
<^iick  as  light'ning,  and  as  bright. 

Thus  the  bafliful  pleiad  cheats 
The  gazer's  eye,  and  ftill  retreats ; 
Then  peeps  again — then  Ikulks  unfecn, 
Veil'd  behind  the  azure  fcreen. 

Like  the  evening-toying  dove. 
Smile  immenfity  of  love; 
Be  Venus  in  each  outward  part, 
And  wear  the  veftal  in  your  heart. 

When  I  afk  a  kifs,  or  fo — 

Grant  it  with  a  begging  no, 

And  let  each  rofe  that  decks  your  faces 

Blulh  affent  to  my  embrace, 

ODE  XVI. 

On  the  sth  ofBecetnber,  being  the  Birth-Bay  of  a 
Beautiful  Tvung  Lady. 

Hail,  eideft  of  the  monthly  train, 

Sire  of  the  winter  drear, 
December,  in  whofe  iron  reign 

Expires  the  chequer'd  year. 
Hufh  all  the  bluft'nng  blafts  that  blow, 
And,  proudly  plum'd  in'  filver  fnow, 

Smile  gladly  on  this  bleft  of  days. 
The  livery'd  clouds  Ihall  on  thee  wait, 
And  Phoebus  iliine  in  all  his  flate 

With  more  than  fummer  rays. 

Though  jocund  June  may  juftly  boaft 

Long  days  and  happy  hours, 
Though  Auguft  be  Pamona's  hoft. 

And  May  be  crown'd  with  flow'rs ; 
Tell  June,  his  lire  and  crimfon  dyes, 
By  Harriot's  blufh  and  Harriot's  eyes, 

Eclips'd  and  vanquifh'd,  fade  away  : 
Tell  Auguft,  thou  canft  let  him  fee 
A  richer,  riper  fruit  than  he, 

A  Tweeter  flow'r  than  May. 

ODE  FOR.  IWUSIC, 

ON    ST.    CECILIA'S    DAY. 

"  Hanc  Vos,  Pierides  feftis  cantate  calendis, 
"  Et  teftudinca,  Phoebe  fuperbe,  lyra 

"  Hoc  folenne  facrum  multos  celebretur  in  annos, 
"  Dignior  eft  veftro  nulla  puella  choro." 

TiBULLUS, 
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the  lecond  place,  this  fubjei?!:  was  not  his  choice' 
but  impofed  upon  him  by  a  gentleman  wny  emi- 
nent in  the  fcience  of  mulic,  for  whom  he  has  a 
great  friendfhip  5  and  who  is,  by  his  good  ienle 
and  humanity,  as  much  elevated  above  the  gene- 
rality of  mankind,  as  by  his  exquifite  art  he  is 
above  moft  of  his  profeffion.     The  requelt  of  a 
friend,  undoubtedly,  will  be  fneered  at  by  Tome  as 
a  ftale  and  antiquated  apology  :  it  is  a  very  good 
one  notwithftanding,  which  is  manifeft  even  from 
its  tritenefs;  for  it  can  never  be  imagined,  that  fo 
many  excellent  authors,  as  well  as  bad  ones,  would 
have  made  ufe  of  it,  had  they  not  been  convinced 
of  its  cogency.    As  for  the  writer  of  this  piece,  he 
will  rejoice  in  being  derided,  not  only  for  obliging 
his  friends,  but  any  honeft  man  whatfoever,  10 
far  as  may  be  in  the  power  of  a  perfon  of  his  mean 
abilities.     He  does  not  pretend  to  equal  the  very 
worft  parts  of  the  two  celebrated  performers  al- 
ready extant  on  the  fubjecl ;  which  acknowledg- 
ment alone  will,  with  the  good-natured  and  j  jdi- 
cious,  acquit  him  of  prefumption ;  bcc&ule  thefe 
pieces,  however  excellent  upon  the  whole,  are  not 
without  their  blemiib.es.  There  is  in  them  both  an 
exadl  unity  of  delijjn,  which  though  m  corapofi- 
tions  of  another  nature  a  beauty,  is  an  improprie- 
ty in  the  Pindaric  ;  which  fliou'd  confnl  in  the  ve- 
hemence of  fudden  and  unlooked-for  trunfif.ons  : 
hence  chiefly  it  derives  that  enthufiaftic  fire  and 
wildnefs.  which  greatly  diftinguifli  it  from  other 
fpecies  of  poefy.     In  the  firil  ftanza  of  *  Dryden, 
and  in  the  fifth  of  f  Pope,  there  is  an  air,  which 
is  fo  far  from  being  adapted  to  the  majefty  of  an 
ode,  that  it  would  make  no  confiderable  figure  in 
a  ballad.    And,  laftly,  they  both  conclude  with  a 
turn  which  hasfomething  tooepigrammatical  in  it. 
Bating  thefe  trifles,  they  are  incomparably  beauti- 
ful and  great;  neither  is  there  to  be  found  two 
moral  finiflied  pieces  of  lyric  poetry  in  our  lan- 
guage,   L' Allegro,    and    II  Penferofo  of   Milton 
excepted,  which  are  the  iinelt  in  any.'Dryden'sis 
the  more  fublime  and  magnificent ;  but  Pope's  is 
the  more  elegant  and  correct ;  Dryden  has  the 
fire  and  fpirit  of  Pindar,  and  Pope  has  the  terfe- 
nefs  and  purity  of  Horace.     Dryden's  is  certainly 
the  more  elevated  performance  of  the  two,  but  by 
no  means  fo  much  fo  as  people  in  general  will 
have  it.  There  are  few  that  will  allow  any  fort  of 
comparifon  to  be  made  between  them.    This  is  in 
fome  meafuw  owing  to  that  prevailing,  but  ab- 
furd  cuftcin  which  has  obtainesl  from  \  Harace'3  . 


The  author  of  the  following  piece  has  been  told, 
that  the  writing  an  Ode  on  St.  Cecilia's  Day,  after 
Mr.  Dryden  and  Mr.  Pope,  would  be  great  pre- 
fumption ;  which  is  the  reafon  he  detains  the 
reader  in  this  place  to  make  an  apology,  much 
againft  his  will;  he  having  all  due  contempt  for 
the  impertinence  of  prefaces.  In  the  firft  place, 
then,  it  will  be  a  little  hard  (he  thinks)  if  he 
iliould  be  particularly  marked  out  forcenfure,  ma- 
ny others  having  written  on  the  fame  Uibje(ft  v\  ith- 
out  any  fuch  imputations;  but  they  (it  may  be)  did 
not  live  long  enough  to  be  laughed  at;  or,  by  i'ome 
lucky  means  or  other,  cfcaped  thofe  Ihrewd  re- 
jnarks,  wiiich,  it  feeins,  are  referred  for  him.    In 


*  Happy,  happy,  happy  pair. 

None  but  the  brave. 

None  but  the  brave, 
None  but  the  brave  deferve  the  fair» 

f  Thus  fong  could  prevail 

O'er  death  and  o'er  hell, 
A  conqueft;  how  hard  and  how  glorious  \ 

Though  fate  had  faft  bound  her 

With  Styx  nine  times  round  her. 
Yet  mufic  and  love  were  ■victorious. 

\  It  Jeems  to  have  been  otberwife  in  Hornet  'f 
tiiue. 

Tin  yua  uatdhy  fia>.?-ov  iTfizXeiHff  avS^uWoi 
Hrij  uK.vaii'riffi  naiTurn  tt/n.p'^.^^Yirui^  Hum.  OJylf,  at-- 
1  iij 
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time  evrn  to  thi*  day,  ii'i  of  pteferring  authors  to 
tlic  !)ays  by  leniority.  Had  Mr.  J'ope  written  firll, 
the  inol),  that  judge  by  tliis  rule,  would  have  given 
him  the  preference  ;  and  the  rather,  becaufe  in 
this  piece  he  doe*  not  dtlcrvc  it. 

It  would  not  be  right  to  conclude,  without 
takiii*  notice  of  a  fine  lubjtrt  for  an  Ode  on  St. 
Cecilia's  D.iy,  wluiJ»  wa*.  luggelled  to  the  author 
by  his  friend  the  learned  and  ingenious  Mr.  Com- 
ber, late  of  Jtfus'  College  in  this  uiiiverlity ;  that 
is,  David's  playing  to  King  Saul  when  he  was 
frou!)ltd  uith  tl.c  evil  fpirit.  He  was  much  pK  al- 
ed  with  the  hint  at  lirft,  but  at  length  was  deterred 
from  improving  it  by  the  grcatnclsof  the  fubjecft; 
and,  he  thinks,  not  without  reafon.  The  choofing 
too  high  fui>je(5ls  has  been  the  ruin  of  many  a  tole- 
rable genius.  There  is  a  good  rule  v\hich  Frefnoy 
prefcribes  to  the  painters ;  which  is  iikewifc  ajipli- 
cable  to  the  poet*, 

Suprcmam  in  tabulis  lucem  capture  diei 
Inlunus  labor  nitificum;  cluu  attingere  tantum 
Noil  pigmenta  queant :  auream  fed  Vefpcre  lu- 
ce m  ; 
Seu  modicum  mane  albentem  ;  five  setheris  adlam 
Poll  hycmtn  nimbis  transfulo  folc  caducam  ;  [icm. 
Seu   nebulis  fuilam  accipient,  toratrunue  ruben- 
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Stanza  i,  2.  Invoc^titMi  ot  laen  and  angels  to  join 
jn  the  praifc  of  St.  Cecilia.  Thi:  divine  origin  of 
■   niufic.     Stan/a  3.   Artofmulic,  or  its  miracu- 
lous power  over  the  brute  and  inanimate  crea- 
tion, exemplified  in  Waller;   and  Itanza  4,  5.  in 
Arioii.     Stanza  6.   The  nature  of  nnific,  or  its 
power  over  the  paflions.    Inftances  of  this  in  its 
t.xciiing  jiity.    Stanza  7.  In  promoting  courage 
and   military  virtue.     Stanza  S.    Excellency  of 
cliuc!i-mu(ic.     Air  to  the  memory  of  Mr.  Pur- 
cell. — rraife  of  the  oigau  and  its  inventrefs  St. 
Cecilia. 
From  your  lyre-enclianted  tow'rs, 
Ye  inuifCally  myitic  pow'rs. 
Ye,  that  inform  ihe  tuneful  fpheres, 
Inaudible,  to  mortal  ear«. 
While  each  orb  in  ether  fwims. 
Accordant  to  ih'infpiring  hymns; 
Hither  Faradifc  remove, 
Spirits  of  harmony  and  love  I 
Thou  too,  divine  Urania,  deign  t'  appear, 
And  with  thy  fwecily-fjlemn  lute 
I'o  the  grand  argument  the  numbers  fuit  } 
Such  as  uibiirne  and  clear, 
Replete  with  hf:avenly  love, 
Charm  tli'  enraptur'd  fouls  above. 
Difuaiiifiil  o£fantal^ic  play. 

Mix  on  your  ambrofiai  tongue 
Weight  of  fenle  with  found  of  fong. 
And  \jc  angelically  g.'.y. 

CHORUS. 

Dlfdainful,  &.c,  &.c. 


jlmi  Fiiiaar  -woitid  have  it  otherii''fe  in  his. 

cunt  yt  HxXxiov 

'    cf'9'.x  0   w«v«/r 
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And  you,  ye  fons  of  harmony  below. 

How  little  lefs  than  angels  when  ye  fing  ! 
With  emulation's  kindling  warmth  iTiall  glow. 

And  from  your  mellow-modulating  ihioais 

The  tribute  of  your  grateful  notes 
In  union  of  piety  (hall  bring. 

Shall  echo  from  her  vocal  cave 

Repay  each  note  the  Ihcpherd  gave, 

And  fliall  not  we  our  miitref,  praife. 

And  give  her  back  the  borrow'd  lays? 
But  farthir  (till  our  praifcs  we  purfue  j 

For  ev'n  Cecilia,  mighty  maid, 

Ciuniefs'd  flie  had  fupcvior  aid — 
She  did—  and  other  rites  to  greater  pow'rs  arc  due. 

Higher  fwcll  the  found,  and  higher  : 
Let  the  winged  numbers  climb  : 

To  the  heav'n  of  heav'ns  afpire. 
Solemn,  (acred,  and  fublime  : 

From  heav'n  mulic  took  its  rife. 

Return  it  to  its  native  ikies. 

CHORUS. 

Higher  fwell  the  found,  8t.c.  &c. 

Mufic's  a  celeftial  art ; 

Ceafe  to  wonder  at  its  pow'r. 
Though  lifelefs  rocks  to  motion  Hart, 

Though    trees  dance    lightly  from  the 
bow'r, 
Though  rolling  floods  in  fweet  fufpenfe 
Are  held,  and  liftcn  into  fenfe. 
In    Peiihurlt's    plains    v.hcn    Waller,    fick    with 

love, 
Has  found  fome  folitary  grove, 
Where  the  vague  moon-beams  pour  a  filver  flood 
Of  trem'Ious  light  athwart  th'  unfliaven  wood. 

Within  an  hoary  mofs-grown  cell, 
He  lays  his  carelefs  hmbs  without  referve. 
And  lirikes,  impetuous  ftrikes  each  i^uer^lous  nerve 
Of  his  refounding  (hell. 
In  all  the  woods,  in  all  the  plains 
"  Around,  a  lively  Itillnefs  reigns  ; 
The  deer  approach  the  fecret  fcene. 
And  weave    their  way  through    labyrinths 

green  ; 
While  Philomela  learns  the  lay, 
•  And  anlwers  from  the  neighbouring  bay. 
But  Medway,  melancholy  mute. 

Gently  on  his  urn  reclines. 

And  all-attentive  to  the  lute. 

In  Uncomplaining  anguilh  pines: 

The  cryllal  waters  weep  away. 

And  bear  the  tidings  to  the  lea: 

Neptune  in  the  boifterous  feas 
SprcatU  the  placid  bed  of  peace, 
While  each  blart. 
Or  breathes  its  lalt. 
Or  jull  does  figh  a  fymphony,  andceafc. 

CHO(lUS. 

Neptune,  &.c.  &c. 

Behold  .\rion — on  the  ftern  he  (lands, 

Pall'd  in  theatrical  attire, 
To  the  mute  (trings  he  moves  th'  enliv'ning  hand% 

Great  indiflrelV,  and  wakes  the  golden  lyre; 
While  ill  a  tender  Orthian  itrain 
He  thus  accoits  the  miftrcfs  of  the  main  : 

By  tl'.e  bright  beams  of  Cynthia's  eyes, 

Thiough  which  your  waves  attJaded  rife^ 
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ATid  adluate  the  hoary  deep ; 
By  the  fecret  coral  cell, 
Where  'ove.  and  joy,  and  Neptune  dwell. 
And  pfca':'RfuI  tlcocls  in  filence  deep  : 
By  the  fea-fl<iwers  that  iminerge 
Their  hf.a.s  around  the  grotto':>  verge, 

Depe'  daiil  t'lOiH  the  itooping  ilem  ; 
By  each  roo*^  lufpended  drop, 
That  lightly  lingers  on  the  top. 
And  hefitatCj  into  a  gem  ; 
By  thy  kindred  wat'ry  gods, 
The  lakes,  the  riv'lets.  founts  ard  floods, 
And  all  the  pow'rs  that  live  unfeen 
Underneath  the  liquid  green  ; 
Great  Amphitrite  (for  thou  cunfl  bind 
The  florm  and  regulate  the  wind) 
Kence  waft  me,  fair  god<lels,  oh  waft  me  away. 
Secure  from  the  men  and  the  moniters  of  prey  '. 

CHORUS. 

Great  Amphitrite,  &c.  &c. 
He  fung — The  winds  are  charm'd  to  fleep, 
Soft  ftillnefs  fteals  along  the  deep, 
The  tritons  and  the  nereids  figh 
In  foul-refle<n:ing  fympathy. 
And  all  the  audience  of  waters  weep. 
But  Amphitrite  her  dolphin  fends—*  the  fame, 
Which  erlt  to  Neptune  brought  the  nobly  perjur'd 
dame— 
Pleas'd  to  obey,  the  beauteous  monfter  flies. 
And  on   his  fcales  as  the  gilt  fun-beams 

play, 
Ten  thoufand  variegated  dyes 
In  copious  ilreams  of  lultre  rife, 
Rife  o'er  the  level  main  and  fignify  his  way — 

And  now  the  joyous  bard,  in  triumph  bore, 
Rides  the  voluminous  wave,  and  makes  the  wilh'd- 
for  fliore. 
Come,  ye  feftive,  fecial  throng, 
Who  fweep  the  lyre,  or  pour  the  fong. 
Your  nobleft  melody  employ. 
Such  as  becomes  the  mouth  of  joy, 
Bring  the  iky-afpirmg  thought. 
With  bright  exprefllon  richly  wrought, 
And  hail  the  mufe  afcending  on  her  throne. 
The  main  at  length  fubdued,  and  all  the  world 
her  own. 

CHORUS. 

Come,  ye  feftive,  Sec.  &c. 
But  o'er  th'  aftcftions  too  fhe  claims  the  fway. 
Pierces  the  human  heart,  and  fteals  the  foul  away  ; 
And,  as  attraftive  founds  move  high  or  low, 
Th'  obedient  du(£lile  paiFions  ebb  and  flow, 
Has  any  nymph  her  faithful  lover  loft, 
And  in  the  vifioris  of  the  night. 
And  all  the  day  dreams  of  the  light. 
In  forrow's  tempeft  turbulently  toft — 
From  her  cheeks  the  rofes  diei 
The  radiations  vanifli  from  her  fun-bright  eye, 
And  her  breaft  the  throne  of  love, 
Can  hardly,  hardly,  hardly  move. 
To  fend  th'  ambrofial  figh. 

*  Fab7tlantur  Grceci  banc  perpetuam  Deis  vir- 
gmitatem  -vovij/e  :fedc7imaNeptunofoIIidtareti/r 
ad  Atlanttin  confugiffe,  ubi  a  Delphi?ii  ^erfiiafa 
^fPtuno  ojj'enfit.    LiUus  Gyraldiis, 
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But  let  the  fliilful  bard  appear. 
And  pour  the  founds  medicinal  In  her  ear; 
Sing  fome  fad,  fome  plaintive  ditty, 
Steept  in  tears  that  endlefs  flow, 
-Melancholy  ,iotes  of  pity, 

Notes  that  mean  a  world  of  woe  ? 
She  too  ihail  fympathize,  ihe  too  Oiall  moan, 
And  pitying  ethers  furrows  ligh  away  her  own. 

CHORUM. 

Sing  fome  fad,  fome,  &c.  Sec. 

Wake,  wake,  the  kettle-drum  prolong 
I'he  fweliing  trampet's  lilver  fong, 
And  let  the  kindied  liccents  pafs 
Through  the  horn's  meandring  brafs. 
Arife — I'he  patriot  mufe  invites  to  war. 
And  mounts  Bellona's  brazen  car  ; 
While  harmony,  terrific  maid  ! 
Appears  in  martial  pomp  array'd  : 
The  fword,  the  target,  and  the  lance 
She  weiids,  and  as  (lie  moves,  exalts  the  Pyrrhic 
dance. 
Trembles  the  earth,  refound  the  flvies — 
Swift  o'er  the  fleet,  the  camp  flie  flies 
With  thunder  in  her  voice  and  lightning  in  her 
eyes. 
The  gallant  warriors  engage 
Withinextinguifliable  rage, 

And  hearts  unchill'd  with  fear; 

Fame  numbers  all  the  chofen  bands 

Full  in  the  front  fair  vi6t:'ry  ftands. 

And  triumph  crowns  the  rear. 

CHORUS. 

The  gallant  warriors,  &c.  Sec. 

But  hark,  the  temple's  holiow'd  roofrefounds, 
Aad  Furcell  lives  along  the  folemn  founds — 
Mellifluous,  yet  manly  too, 
He  pours  his  ftrains  along, 
As  from  the  lion  Samfon  flew. 

Comes  fweetnefs  from  the  firong. 
Not  like  the  foft  Italian  fwains, 

He  trills  the  weak  enervate  Itrains, 
Where  ftnfe  and  mufic  are  at  ftrife; 
His  vigorous  notes  with  meaning  teem. 
With  fire,  with  force  explain  the  theme. 
And  fings  the  fubjedt  into  life. 
Attend — he  lings  CiEcilia — matchlefs  dame! 
'Tis  fhe — 'tis  fhe — fond  to  extend  her  fame. 

On  the  loud  chords  the  notes  confpire  to  flay. 
And  fweeily  fwellinto  a  long  delay, 
And  dwell  delighted  on  her  aame. 
Blow  on,  ye  facred  organs,  blow. 
In  tones  magnificently  llow  ; 
Such  is  the  mufic,  fiLch  tiie  lays, 
Which  fuit  your  fair  inventrefs'  praife  : 
While  round  religious  filence  reigns. 
And  loitering  winds  expecfh  the  ftrains. 
Hail  majeftic  mournful  meafure, 
Source  of  many  a  penflve  pleafure  \ 
Bleft  pledge  of  love  to  mortals  giv'n, 
As  pattern  of  the  reft  of  heav'n  : 
And  thou  chief  honour  of  the  veil, 
Hail,  harmonious  virgin,  hail  1 
When  death  fhall  blot  out  every  name. 
And  time  fiial!  bre-ak  the  trump  ot'faroe^ 
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Anjrels  may  liftfn  to  tliy  lute  : 
Thy  I'Ow'r  fliall  bil    ihy  bays  iliali  bloom, 
WiiCn  tongues  'hall  ttalV,  and  worlds  confurac, 

And  all  the  tunrful  fpheres  l)c  mute. 

GRAND  CHORUS. 

Wlien  death  lla.l  blot  our  every  name,  8ic. 

HYMN  TO  THE  SUPREME  BEING» 
On  Recovery  from  a  Dangerous  Fit  6f  Illr.efs. 

70  DOClOk  JAMES. 


Dear  Sir, 

Having  made  an  humble  offennfr  to  him,  with- 
ou'  vvhofe  blelTing  your  fliill,  admirable  as  it  is, 
would  have  been  to  no  purpofe,  I  think  myl'elf 
bound  by  all  the  tics  of  j^ratitude,  to  render  my 
next  acknowledgments  to  you,  who,  under  GkI, 
rcllored  me  to  health  from  as  vioieut  and  dange- 
rous a  dilnrder,  as  perhaps  ever  man  furvived. 
And  my  thanks  become  moi'c  particularly  your 
jult  tribute,  finte  this  was  the  third  time,  that 
yiuir  judgment  and  medicines  relcued  me  from 
the  grave,  permit  nie  to  fay,  in  a  manner  almod 
miracul'ius. 

Ii  it  be  meritorous  to  have  inveftigated  medi- 
cines for  the  cure  of  didempers,  cither  overlooked 
or  difregarded  by  ill  your  ]iredecelI"or>,  millions 
yet  unborn  will  celebrate  the  man,  who  wrote  the 
Medicinal  Didlionary,  and  invented  the  Fever 
Poucier. 

Let  fuel)  confiderations  as  thefe,  arm  you  with 
conitancy  againft  the  impotent  attacks  of  thofc 
whofe  intercfts  interfere  with  that  of  mankind  ; 
and  let  it  not  difpleafe  you  to  have  thoi'e  for  your 
pa.ticular  cueuiies,  who  are  foes  to  the  pubbc  in 

It  3  ro  wonder,  indeed,  that  fome  of  the  re- 
ta».'  r-  of  nied'cines  thould  zealoufly  oppofc  what- 
ever mijilit  endanger  their  trade.;  but  it  is  amaz- 
ing that  there  ihould  be  any  jihyficians  mercenary 
and  ir.ean  enough  to  pay  their  court  to,  ai.d  in- 
Kvariae  themfelvc-  with,  luch  perfons,  by  the 
ition^elt  t-lTorts  to  prejudice  the  inventor  of  thcFe- 
vei  f  iwder,  rt  the  expence  of  honour,  dignity,  and 
confciencc.  Believe  nie,  however,  and  let  this  be 
a  part  of  your  confolation,  that  there  are  very  few 
phylicians  in  Britain,  vviio  were  born  gentlemen, 
end  wlni'e  fortuni  5  place  them  a'juvr  fu'h  fordid 
depe.idencics,  who  do  not  ihink  and  fpeak  oi  you 
a:>  I  do. 

I  am,  dear  Sir, 

Your  moft  obliged, 

And  moit  huiuble  fcrvant, 
C.  Smart. 

When  *  Ifrad's  ruler  .  n  the  royal  bed 
!i.  ai.gu  11)  and  in  perturbation  lay. 

Them.wn  rrliev'd  r.,:t  his  anointed  head, 
Af'd  reft  gave  plate  to  horror  and  difmay. 

Faltflou'd  the  teais,  high   heav'd  each   gafping 
'"'?''•  [tl.ou  irii.ft  ilK.. 

When  God's  own  prophet  >hundcr'd — Monarch, 
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And  muft  I  go,  th*  illuftriou;  maumer  cryM, 
1  who  have  ferv'd  thee  ftill  in  faith  and  truth, 

Whofe  fnow-white  confcicnce  no  toul  crime   ba$ 
dy'd 
From  youth  to  manhood,  infancy  to  youth. 

Like  David,  who  have  ftill  revti'd  thy  word 

The  I'overeign  of  myfelf  and  fervant  of  the  Lon}< 

The  Judge  Almighty  heard  his  fupplianl's  moan, 
Repeal'd  his  fentence,  and  hi?  health  reftor'd  ; 

The  beams  of  mercy  o:i  his  temples  fljone. 

Shot  from  that  beaYeo  to  which  his  fighs  baM 
foar'd ; 

The  •  fun  letreated  at  his  Maker's  nod. 

And  miracles  cotifirm  the  genuine  work  of  God. 
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But,  O  immortals '    What  had  1  to  plead 

When  death  Hood  o'er  me  with  his  threat'nin^ 
lance, 

When  reafon  left  me  in  the  time  of  need. 
And  fenfe  was  left  in  terror  or  in  trance. 

My  finking  foul  was  with  my  blood  iiiflain'd, 

And  the  celcRial  image  funk,  delac'd.und  maim'dl 

I  fent  back  memory  in  heedful  guife, 

To  fearch  the  records  of  preceding  years; 

Home,  like  the  f  raven  to  the  ark,  Ihe  flies. 
Croaking  bad  tidings  to  my  trembling  tars, 

O  lun,  again  that  thy  retreat  was  made. 

And  threw  my  follies  back  into  the  friendly  (hadei 

But  who  are  they  that  bid  af9i(ftion  ceafe  !— 
Redemption  and  forgiver.nefs,  heavenly  founds  \ 

Beh.jld  the  dove  that  brings  the  branch  of  peace. 
Behold  the  balm  that  heals  the  gaping  wounds—* 

Vengeance  div.ne's  by  penitence  fuppre:t — 

She  \  ftrugglts  with  the  angel,  conquers,  and  is 
bleft. 

Yet  hold,  prefnmption,  nor  too  fondly  climb» 
And  thou  too  hold,  O  horrible  deipair ! 

In  man  humility's  alone  fublime. 

Who  diffidently  hoprshe's  Chrift's'Own  care— ^ 

0  all-fufficient  Lamb  I   in  death's  dread  hour 
Thy  merits  who  fliall  flight,   or  who  can  doubt 

thy  power  ? 

But  foul-rejoicing  health  again  returns, 

Tne  blood  meanders  gentle  in  each  vein. 
The  lamp  of  life  renew'd  with  vigour  burns. 

And  exii'd  reafon  takes  her  feat  again — 
Biifli  leaps  the  heart,  the  mind's  at  large  once 

more, 
To  love,  to  praifj,  to  bltfs,  to  wonder  and  adore. 

'ihc  virtuous  partner  of  my  nuptial  bands, 
Api)ear'd  a  widow  to  my  frantic  fi^^ht; 
My  li'tle  ])rattlers  lifting  up  their  hands, 
Bt>.kon  me  back  to  :hem,  to  life,  and  light; 

1  cone,  ye  i^orlei-  fweets  I   I  come  again, 

Nor  nave  your  tears  been  flied,  nor  have  yc  knelt 
in  vain. 

All  glory  to  th'  Kternal.  to  the  Immenfc, 
Ail  ghry  to  th'  Omuifcient  and  Gaod, 

VVhofe  power's  uncircumfcrib'd,  whjfe  love's  in- 
ttnfe; 
But  yet  whofe  juftice  ne'er  could  be  withitood. 

•  Ifaiah,  chap,  xxxvi  i.  f  Cen,  viii.  j. 

\  (jeu.  ssx'.'.  14,  25,  26,  11,  iS. 
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Except  through  him— through  him,  who  ftands 

alone. 
Of  worth,  of  weight,  allow'd  for  all  mankind 

t'  atone ! 

Hit  rais'd  the  lame,  the  lepers  he  made  whole. 
He  fix.*d  the  palfied  nerves  of  weak  decay, 

He  drove  out  Satan  from  the  tortur'd  foul, 
And  to  the  blmd  gave  or  reftor'd  the  day,— 

Nay  more,— far  more  unequall'd  pangs  fufbain'd. 

Till  his  loft  fallen  flock  his  taintlefs  blood  regain'd. 

My  feeble  feet  refiis'd  my  body's  weight, 
Nor  would  my  eyes  admit  the  glorious  Hght, 

My  nerves  convuls'd,  fhook,  fearful  of  their  fate. 
My  mind  lay  open  to  the  poviers  of  night. 

Hs,  pitying,  did  a  fecond  birth  beftow 

A  birth  of  joy— not  like  the  firft  of  tears  and 
woe. 

Ye  ftrengthen'd  feet,  forth  to  his  altar  move  ; 
Quicken,  ye  new-ftrung  nerves,  th'  euraptur'd 
lyre; 
Ye  heav'n-diredted  eyes,  o'erflow  with  love ; 

Glow,  glow,  my  foul,»with  pure  feraphic  fire; 
Deeds,  thoughts,  and  words,  no  more  his  mandates 

break, 
J8ut  to  his  endlefs glory  work,  conceive,  and  fpeak. 

O  !  penitence,  to  virtue  near  allied, 

Thou  canft  new  joys  e'en  to  the  bleft  impart ; 
The  lift'ning  angels  lay  their  harps  afide 

To  hear  the  mufic  of  thy  contrite  heart ; 
And  heav'n  itfelf  wears  a  more  radiant  face, 
When  charity  prelents  thee  to  the  throne  of  grace. 

Chief  of  metallic  forms  is  regal  gold  ; 

Of  elements,  the  limpid  fount  that  flows; 
Give  me,  'mongft  gems  the  brilliant  to  behold ; 

O'er  Flora's  flock  imperial  is  the  rofe  : 
Above  all  birds  the  fov'reign  eagle  foars ; 
And  monarch  of  the  field  the  lordly  liou  roars. 

What  can  with  great  leviathan  compare, 

Who  takes  his  paftinie  in  the  mighty  main  ? 
What,  like  the  fun,  Ihines  through  the  realms  of 
air. 
And  gilds  and  glorifies  th'  ethereal  plain- 
Yet  what  are  thefe  to  man,  who  bears  the  fway ; 
For  all  was  made  for  him        to  ferve  and  to  o- 
bcy 

Thv.s  in  high  heaven  charity  is  great. 

Faith,  hope,  devcion,  hold  a  lower  place  ; 

On  her  the  cherubs  and  theferaphs  wait. 
Her,  every  virtue  courts,  and  every  grace ; 

See  !  on  the  right,  clc!t  by  th'  Almighty's  throne, 

In  him  (he  fliines  cuuieft,  who  came  to  make  her 
known. 

Deep-roofe.-*  in  my  he3rt  then  let  her  grow, 
'I'iiat  ivv  -.he  pj/i  rh"  future  may  atone  ; 

That  i  may    6t  .vha'  thou  h:ill  giv'n  to  know, 
'i  hoL  I  may  iivt-  for  thee  and    hee  alone, 

And  juftity  thofe  fw\ete{l  words  from  heav'n, 

"  '1  hdc  he  fna!!  lov-.-  thee  mof:  f  to  whom  thou'ft 
"  mo!t  luigi  /en. 


•KTUt 
ETERNITY  OF  THE  SUPREME  BEING, 

A    POETICAL   ESSAY. 


A  CLAUSE  OF  MR.  S EATON'S  IVILL^ 
Dated  Oa.  ?.  1738  *- 

I  GiTE  my  Kifllngbury  eftate  to  the  Univerfity  of 
Cambridge  for  ever :  the  rents  of  which  fliall  be 
difpofed  of  yearly  by  the  vice-chancellor  for  the 
time  being,  as  he  the  vice-chancellor,  the  mafler 
of  Clare-Hall,  and  the  Greek  profeffor  for  the 
time  being,  or  any  two  of  them,  Ihall  agree. 
Which  three  perfons  aforefaid  fhall  give  out  a 
fubje<5l,  which  fubjed;  fliall  for  the  firft  year  be 
one  or  other  of  the  perfedtionsor  attributes  of  the 
Supreme  Being,  and  fo  the  fucceeding  years,  till 
the  fubjecft  is  exhaufted ;  and  afterwards  the  fub- 
jeft  Iball  be  either  death,  judgment,  heaven,  hell, 
purity  of  heart,  &c.  or  whatever  elfe  may  he 
judged  by  the  vice-chancellor,  mafter  of  Clare- 
Hall,  and  Greek  profelTor,  to  be  moft  conducive 
to  the  honour  of  the  Supreme  Being,  and  recom- 
mendation of  virtue.  And  they  fliall  yearly  dif- 
pofe  of  the  rent  of  the  above  eftate  to  that  mafter 
ol"  arts,  whofe  poem  on  the  fubjeft  given  ftiall  be 
beft  approved  by  them.  Which  poem  1  ordain  t» 
be  always  in  Englifli,  and  to  be  printed ;  the  ex- 
pence  of  which  fliall  be  deducSled  out  of  the  pro- 
duiS  of  the  eftate,  and  the  refidue  given  as  a  re- 
ward for  the  compofer  of  the  poem,  or  ode,  cor 
copy  of  verfes. 

We  the  underwritten,  do  afiign  Mr.  Seaton's 
reward  to  C.  Smart,  M.  A.  for  his  poem  on  The 
Eternity  of  the  Supreme  Being,  and  directed  the  faii- 
poem  to  be  printed,  according  to  the  tenor  of  the 
will. 

Edm.  Keenk,  Vice-chancellor. 

J.  Wilcox,  Mafter  of  Clare-hall* 
March  25.1750. 


Hail,  wond'rous  Being,  who  in  pow'r  fupteme 
Exifts  from  everlafting,  whofe  great  name 
Deep  in  the  human  heart,  and  every  atom, 
The  air,  the  earth,  or  azure  main  contains. 
In  undecypher'd  chira<51:ers  is  wrote — 
Incomprehenfible  ! — O  what  can  words, 
The  weak  mterpreters  of  mortal  thoughts, 
Or  what  can  thoughts  (though  wild  of  wing  the* 
rove  ~ 

Through  the  vaft  concave  of  th'  ethereal  round) 
If  to  the  heav'ii  :A  heavens  they'd  win  their  way 
Advent'rous,  like  the  birds  of  night  they're  loft. 
And  delug'd  in  the  flood  of  dazzling  day. 
May  then  the  youthful,  uninlpired  bard 
Prefume  to  hymn  th'  Eternal;  may  he  foar 

*  Tins  claufe  of  Air.  Seaton's  Will  is  infertcd  at 
the  beginnintr  of  each  of  the  f'vefoLlozcing  Foems,  in  the, 
edition  of  Smart's  IVorLs ,  but  is  aftcriiiards  omittii, 
in  this  colieciion,  to  ai-oid  repetition^ 
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Where  feraph,  and  where  cherubim  on  high 
Rtfound  th'  unceafing  plaudits,  :ind  with  ihcm 
In  the  jjraiid  chorub  mix  his  feeble  voice  ? 

He  may,  if  thou,  who  from  the  witlcfs  babe 
Otdaineft  honour,  glory,  flrcngth,  and  praifc, 
Uplift  the  unpinion'd  mufe,  and  deign  t'  ainft, 
Great  Poet  of  the  univerfc,  his  fong. 

Before  this  earthly  planet  wound  her  courfc 
Round  light's  perennial  fountain,  before  light 
Hcrfclf  *gan  (hine,  and  at  th'  infpiring  word 
Shot  to  exilUncc  in  a  blaze  of  day, 
Before  "  the  morning  ftars  together  fang" 
JKnA  hail'd  thee  archite<ft  of  countleG  worlds, 
Thou  art— ^all-glorious,  ail  beneficent, 
All  wifdom  and  omnipotence  thou  art. 

But  is  the  era  of  creation  fix'd 
At  when  thefe  worlds  began  ?  Could  ought  retard 
Goodneft,  that  knows  no  bounds,  from  bkfling 

ever, 
Or  keep  th'  immenfe  Artificer  in  floth  ? 
Avaunt  the  du!l-dire<5led  crawling  thought. 
That  FuilTance  immcafurabjy  vali. 
And  Bounty  inconceivuble  could  reft 
Content,  exhaufted  with  one  week  of  adion — 
No — in  th'  exertion  of  thy  righteous  pow'r. 
Ten  thoufand  times  more  niflive  than  the  fun. 
Thou  reip^^n'd,  and  with  a  mighty  hand  compos'd 
Sylhms  innumerable  matchlelti  all. 
All  flamp'd  with  thii>e  uncounterfeittd  fcal. 

But  yet  Cif  ftill  to  more  llupcndous  heights 
The  mufe  unblam'd  her  aching  fenfe  may  ilrain) 
Perhaps  wrapt  up  in  contemplation  deep, 
The  bcft  of  beings  on  the  noblell  theme 
Might  ruminate  at  leifure,fcope  immenfe 
Th'  eternal  Pow'r  and  Godhead  to  explore, 
And  with  itlelf  th'  omnifcient  mind  replete. 
This  were  enough  to  fill  the  boundlefs  All, 
This  were  a  Sabbath  worthy  the  Supreme  ! 
Perhaps  cnthron'd  amidll  a  choicer  lew. 
Of  fp'rits  inferior,  he  might  greatly  plan 
The  two  prime  pillars  of  the  univerfe, 
Creation  and  redemption — and  a  while 
Paufe---with  the  grand  prefencments  of  glory. 

Perhaps — but  all's  conjeiflure  here  below, 
All  ignorance,  and  felf-plum'd  vanity — 

0  thou,  whole  ways  to  wonder  at's  diflrult, 
Vhom  to  defcribe's  preiumption  (all  we  can, — 
And  all  v.e  may — )  be  glorified, be  prais'd. 

A  day  Ihall  conne  when  all  this  earth   fhall 
perilh, 
Nor  leave  behind  cv'n  Chaos;  it  fhall  come 
When  all  the  armies  of  the  elements 
Shall  war  againll  themfelves,  and  mutual  rage 
T'n  make  perdition  triumph ;  it  fhall  come, 
\Vh';n  the  capacious  atmofphere  above 
S^all  in  fulphureous  thunders  groan  and  die, 
And  vanifh  into  void  ;  the  earth  beneath 
Shall  fever  to  the  centre,  and  devour 
Th'  enormous  blaze  of  the  dtftrudive  fames. — 
Ye  rocks,  that  mock  the  raving  of  the  floods. 
And  proudly  frown  upon  th'  impatient  deep, 
Vhcre  is  your  grandeur  now?  Ye  foaming  wavis, 

1  hat  all  along  th'  immenfe  Atlantic  roar. 
In  vain  ye  fwell;  will  a  few  drops  fuSicc 
To  quench  the  uncxtinguiffiable  fire.' 

Ye  mountains,  oa  whofe  cload-crowa'd  tops  the 
ccd^:;> 


Are  leiTcu'd  into  (hrubs,  mawnific  pilei, 

That  prop  the  jiainted  chamber!,  of  the  hcav'ns 

And  hx  the  e.irth  continual ;  Athos,  where  : 

Wheie  'I'enerif 's  thy  Aatcliiicfs  to-day  .' 

What,  Jt-Uid,  arc  thy  flames  to  thefe: — No  more 

Than  the  poor  glow-worm  to  the  golden  fun. 

Nor  fliall  the  verdant  valleys  then  remain 
Safe  in  their  meek  fubmillion  ;  they  the  debt 
Of  nature  and  of  jufticc  too  mufl  pay. 
Yet  I  muft  weep  for  you,  yc  rival  fair, 
Arno  and  Andalufia  ;  but  for  thee 
More  largely  and  with  filial  tears  mufl  weep, 

0  Albion,  O  my  country;  thou  muft  join, 
In  vain  dificver'd  from  the  left,  muft  join 
■f'he  terrors  of  th'  inevitable  ruin. 

Nor  thou,  illuflrious  monarch  of  the  day  ; 
Nor  thou,  fair  queen  of  night ;  nor  you,  ye  ftars. 
Though  million  leagues  and  million  ftill  remote. 
Shall  yet  furvive  that  day  :   Ye  muft  fubmit 
Sharers,  not  bright  fpedlators  of  the  fcene. 

But  though  the  earth  iTiall  to  the  centre  perilh, 
Nor  leave  behind  cv'n  Chac!. ;  though  the  air 
With  all  the  elements  muft  paG  away. 
Vain  as  an  idiot's  dream;  though  the  huge  rocksi 
That  brandifh  the  tall  cedars  on  tlicir  tops. 
With  humbler  vales  muft  to  perdition  yield; 
Thou  the  gilt  fun,  and  filver-trcffed  moon 
With  all  her  bright  retinue,  muft  be  loft  ; 
Yet  thou,  great  rather  of  the  world,  furviv'ft 
Eternal,  as  thou  wcrt :   Yet  ftill  furvives 
The  foul  of  man  imn-.ortal,ptrfedl  now, 
And  candidate  for  uncxpiring  joys. 

He  comes  !  he  comes !  the  awful  trump  I  hear  j 
The  flaming  fwcrd's  intolerable  bl.ize 

1  fee  ;  he  comes  !  th'  archangel  from  above. 
"  Arife  yc  tenants  of  the  filent  grave, 

"  Awake  incorruptible  and  arife  ; 

"  From  eaft  to  well,  from  the  antar«ftic  pole 

"  'I"o  regions  hyperborean,  all  ye  Ions, 

"  Ye  foils  of  Adam,  and  ye  heirs  of  heav'n — 

"  Arife,  ye  tenants  of  the  filent  grave, 

"  Aw«kc  incorruptible  and  arife." 

'J'is  then,  nor  looner,  that  the  rcftlefs  mind 
Shall  find  itfelf  at  home  ;  and  like  the  ark 
hix'd  on  the  mountain-top,  fliall  look  aloft 
O'er  the  vague  paffage  ot  precarious  life  ; 
And  winds,  and  wa vcs.and  rocks, and  tempeftspaft, 
Enjoy  the  cverlafting  calm  of  heav'n  : 
''fis  then,  nor  looner,  that  the  deathlefs  foul 
Shall  juftly  know  its  nature  and  its  rife  : 
'Tis  tliea  the  human  tongue  new-tun'd  fliall  give 
Praifes  more  worthy  the  eternal  ear. 
Yet  what  we  can, we  ought ;— and,  therefore,  thou. 
Purge  thou  my  heart,  Omnipotent  and  good  ! 
Purge  thou  my  heart  with  hyfl'op.  left  like  Cain 
I  oftVy  fruitlei's  facrihce,  with  gifts 
OtTend,  and  not  propitiate  the  ador'd. 
Though  gratitude  were  blcfs'd  with  all  the  pow'ra 
Her  burfting  heart  could  long  for,  though   the 

fwift. 
The  ficry-wing'd  imagination  foar'd 
Beyond  ambition's  wifti — yet  all  were  vain 
'I"o  fpeak  him  as  he  is,  who  is  ineffable. 
Yet  ftill  let  rcafon  through  the  eye  of  faith 
View  him  with  fearful  love;  let  truth  pronounce. 
And  adoration  on  her  bended  knee 
With  hcav'n-dircfted  haads  confefi  his  reign. 
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And  let  th'  angelic,  archangelic  Land, 
With  all  the  hofts  of  heav'n,  cherubic  forms, 
And  forms  feraphic,  with  their  filver  trumps 
And  golden  lyres  attend  : — "  For  thou  art  holy, 
"  For  thou  art  one,  th'  Eternal,  who  alone 
"  Exerts  all  goodnels,  and  tranftends  all  praife." 

ON  THE 

IMMENSITY  OF  THE  SUPREME  BEING. 

A  POETICAL  EJIAV. 

Once  more  I  dare  to  roufe  the  founding  firing, 
The  poet  of  my  God — Awake  my  glory, 
Awake  my  lute  and  harp — myfelf  fhall  wake, 
Soon  as  the  flately  night-exploding  bird 
In  lively  lay  fings  welcopie  to  the  dawn. 

Lift  ye  !  how  nature  with  ten  thoufand  tongues 
Begins  the  grand  thankfgiving.  Hail,  all  hail. 
Ye  tenants  of  the  forefl  and  the  field  ! 
My  fellow  fubjedls  of  th*  Eternal  King, 
I  gladly  join  your  mattins,  and  with  you 
Confefs  his  prefence,  and  report  his  praife. 

O  thou,  who  or  the  lambkin,  or  the  dove. 
When  offer'd  by  the  lowly,  meek,  and  poor, 
Preferr'ft  to  pride's  whole  hecatomb,  accept 
This  mean  effay,  nor  from  thy  treafure-houfe 
Of  glory  immenfe,  the  orphan's  might  exclude. 
What  though  th'  Almighty's  regal  throne  be 
rais'd 
High  o'er  yon  azure  heav'n's  exalted  dome, 
By  mortal  eye  unkenn'd — where  eaft  nor  weft. 
Nor  fouth,  nor  blufl'ring  north  has  breath  to  blow; 
Albeit  he  there  with  angels  and  with  faints 
Holds  conference,  and  to  his  radiant  holl 
Ev'n  face  to  face  ftand  vifibly  confcft  : 
Yet  know  that  nor  in  prefence  or  in  pow'r 
Shines  he  lefs  perfect  here ;  'tis  man's  dim  eye 
That  makes  th'  obfcurity.    He  is  the  fame, 
Alike  in  all  his  univerfe  the  fame. 

Wlicthcr  the  mind  along  the  fpangled  fky 
Meafure  her  pathlefs  walk,  ftudious  to  view 
Thy  works  of  vafler  fabric,  where  the  planets 
Weave  their  harmonious  rounds,,  their  march  di- 

reifling 
Still  faithful,  ftill  inconftant  to  the  fun  ; 
Or  where  the  comet, through  fpace  infinite 
(Though  whirling  worlds  oppofe,  and  globes  of 

fire) 
Darts,  like  a  javelin,  to  his  deftin'd  goal. 
Or  where  in  heav'n  above  the  heav'n  of  heav'ns 
Burn  brighter  funs,  and  goodlier  planets  roll 
With  fatellites  more  glorious — Thou  art  there. 
■   Or  whether  on  the  ocean's  boift'rous  back 
Thou  ride  triumphant,  and  with  outftretch'd  arm 
Curb  the  wild  winds,  and  difcipline  the  billows, 
The  fuppliant  failor  finds  thee  there,  his  chief. 
His  only  help — When  thou  rcbuk'ft  the  ftorni— 
It  ceafes — and  the  vefiel  gently  glides 
Along  the  glafly  level  of  the  calm. 

Oh !  could  I  fearch  the  bofom  of  the  fea, 
Down  the  great  depth  defcending ;  there  thy  works 
Would  alfo  fpeak  thy  refidence ;  and  there 
W^ould  I  thy  fervant,  like  the  ftill  profound, 
Aftonifti'd  into  filence  mufe  thy  praife  ! 
Behold!  behold  !  th'  implanted  garden  round 
Of  vegetable  coral,  fea-flow'rs  gay,  [bottom 

And  fhrubi,  with  a.Tibcr,  from  the  pearJ^av'd 


Rife  richly  varied,  where  the  finny  race 
In  blithe  fecurity  their  gambols  play: 
While  high  above  their  heads  leviathan, 
The  terror  and  the  glory  of  the  main. 
His  paftime  takes  with  tranfport,  proud  to  fee 
The  ocean's  vaft  dominion  all  his  own. 

Hence  through  the  genial  bowels  of  the  earth 
Eafy  may  fancy  pafs  ;  till  at  thymines, 
Gani,  or  Raolconda,  ftie  arrive. 
And  from  the  adamant's  imperial  blaze 
For  weak  ideas  of  her  Maker's  glory. 
Next  to  Pegu  or  Ceylon  let  me  rove, 
Where  the  rich  ruby  (decm'd  by  fages  old 
Of  fovereign  virtue)  fparklcs  ev'n  hke  Sirius, 
And  blufties  into  flames.    Thence  will  I  go 
To  undermine  the  treafure-fertile  womb 
Of  the  huge  Pyrenean,  to  deteft 
The  agate  and  the  deep-entrenched  gem 
Of  kindred  jafper — Nature  in  them  both 
Delights  to  play  the  mimic  on  herfelf ; 
And  in  their  veins  ftie  oft  pourtrayi  the  forms 
Of  leaping  hills,  of  trees  ereift,  and  ftreams 
Now  fteaiing  foftly  on,  now  thund'ring  down 
In  defperate  cafcade.with  flow'rsand  beafts. 
And  all  the  living  iandfkip  of  the  vale. 
In  vain  thy  pencil,  Claudio,  or  Pauffin, 
Or  thine,  immortal  Guido,  would  effay 
Such  fkill  to  imitate — it  is  the  hand 
Of  God  himfelf— for  God  himfelf  is  there. 

Hence  with  th'  afcending  fprings  let  me  advance. 
Through  beds  of  magnets,  mineruls,  and  fpar. 
Up  to  the  mountain's  fummit,  there  t'  indulo-e 
Th'  ambition  of  the  comprcheniive  eye. 
That  dares  to  call  th'  horizon  all  her  own. 
Behold  the  foreft,  and  th'  expanfive  verdure 
Of  yonder  level  lawn,  whofe  fmooth  fhorn  fod 
No  objeil  interrupts  unlefs  the  oak 
His  lordly  head  uprears,  and  branching  arms 
Extends — Behold  in  regal  folitude. 
And  paftoral  magnificence  he  ftands. 
So  fimple  !  and  fo  great !  the  under-wood 
Of  meaner  rank,  an  awful  diftance  keep. 
Yet  thou  art  there,  and  God  himfelf  is 'there 
Ev'n  in  the  bufli  (though  not  as  when  to  Mofes) 
He  ihone  in  burning  majefty  reveal'd 
Nathlefs  confpicuous  in  the  linnet's  throat 
Is  his  unbounded  goodnefs — Thee  her  Maker, 
Thee  her  Preferver  chaunts  fhe  in  her  fong ; 
While  all  the  emulative  vocal  tribe 
The  grateful  lelTon  learn — no  other  voice 
Is  heard,  no  other  found — for  in  attention 
Buried,  ev'n  babbling  echo  holds  her  peace. 
Now  from  the  plains,  where  th'  unbounded 
profpedl 
Gives  liberty  her  utmoft  fcope  to  range. 
Turn  we  to  yon  enclofures,  where  appears 
Chequer'd  variety  in  all  her  forms, 
Which  the  vague  mind  attra<ft  and  ftill  fufpend 
With  fweet  perplexity.    What  are  yon  tow'rs. 
The  work  of  lab'ring  man  ar^l  clumfy  art, 
Seen  with  the  ring-dove's  neft — on  that  tall  beech 
Her  penfile  houfe  the  feather'd  artift  builds— 
The  rocking  winds  moleft  her  not ;  for  fee, 
With  fuch  due  poize  the  wond'rous  fabric's  hubg, 
That,  like  the  compafs  in  the  bark,  it  keeps 
True  to  itfelf,  and  ftedfaft  ev'n  in  ftorms. 
Thou  idiot  that  afTat'fl  there  13  no  God, 
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View,  and  be  dumli  for  cvfr— 
Cio  bid  Vitruvius  or  i'alladio  yield 
The  bfc  his  manfion,  or  die  ant  her  cave- 
To  call  Corrcggio,  or  let  Titian  come 
To  paint  the   hawthorn's  bloom,  or  teach   the 

cherry 
To  blufh  with  juft  vcrmillion — hence  away— 
Hence  yc  profane  !  for  God  himfelf  is  here. 
Vain  were  th'  attempt,  and  impious  to  trace 
Through  all  his  works  th'  Artificer  divine — 
And  though  nor  fliining  fun,  cor  twinkling  liar, 
Bcdeck'd  the  crimfon  curtains  of  the  flcy; 
'I'hough  neither  vegetable,  beaft,  nor  bird, 
Were  extant  on  the  furface  of  this  ball, 
Hov  lurking  gem  beneath ;  though  the  great  fca 
Slept  in  profound  llagnation,  and  the  air 
Had  left  no  thunder  to  pronounce  its  Maker; 
Yet  man  at  hame,  within  himfelf,  might  find 
The  Deity  immenfe,  and  in  that  frame 
So  fearfully,  fo  wonderfully  made, 
tee  and  adore  his  providence  and  pow'r —     > 
1  fee,  and  I  adofe — O  God  moft  bounteous  ! 
O  Infinite  of  Goodncfs  and  of  Glory  ! 
The  knee  that  thou  hall  Ihap'd,  Ihall  bend  to  thee, 
The  tongue  which  fhou  haft  tun'd,  Ihall  chaunt 

thy  praife, 
And  thy  own  image,  the  immortal  foul, 
Shall  confccrate  herfelf  to  thee  for  ever. 


ON  TUE 

OMNISCIENCE  OF  THE  SUPREME  BEING, 

A   POETICAL  ESSAV. 

Aidrejfei  to  the  -R^o/l  Reverend  bis  Grace  the  Lord 
ArcLbifbop  of  Canterbury. 

Ani?E,  divine  (Irania,  with  new  ftrains 
To  hjmn  thy  God,  and  thon,  i/iimortal  fame, 
Atife,  and  blow  thy  cverlalting  trump. 
All  glory  to  th'  Omnifcieiit,  and  praife. 
And  pow'r,  and  dominarlon  in  tlic  height ! 
And  thou,  cherubic  gratitude,  whofc  voice 
To  pious  ears  founds  filvcrly  io  fweet, 
Come  with  thy  precious  incenfe,  bring  thy  gifts. 
And  with  thy  choicell  Ilores  the  altar  crown. 
Thou  too,  my  heart,  when  he,  and  he  alone, 
Who  all  things  knows,  can  know,  with  love  re- 
plete. 
Regenerate,  and  pure,  pour  all  thyfelf 
A  living  facrificc  before  his  throne  : 
And  may  th'  eternal,  high  myllerious  tree, 
That  in  the  centre  of  the  arched  hcav'ni 
Bears  the   rich   fruit  of  knowledge,   with  feme 

branch 
Stoop  to  my  humble  reach,  and  blcfs  my  toil ! 
When  in  my  mother's  womb  conctal'd  1  lay 
A  fcnfelefs  embryo,  then  my  foul  thou  knew'lt, 
Knew'fl  alL  lier  future  v/orkings,  every  thought, 
And  every  faint  idea  yet  uniorm'd. 
When  up  the  imperceptible  afccnt 
Of  growing  years,  led  by  thy  hand,  I  rofe. 
Perception's  gradual  light,  that  ever  dawns 
Infenlibly  to-day,  thou  didft  vouchfafe. 
And  teach  me  by  that  reafon  thou  infpir'dfl, 
That  what  of  knowledge  in  my  mind  was  low, 
Imperfed,  incorrc<Jt— in  thcc  is  wond'rous, 
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Uiicircumfcrlb'd,  unfearchably  profouncf, 
And  eftimable  folely  by  itfelf. 

Whit    is  that   fecrci   pow'r,  that  guides  the 
brutes. 
Which  ignorance  calls  inftimfl  ?  'Tis  from  thee. 
It  is  the  operation  of  thine  h^nds, 
Immediate  inftantaneous  ;  'tis  ihy  wifdom. 
That   glorious    Ihincs   iranl'parcnt    through    thy 

works. 
Who  taught  the  pic,  or  who  forewam'd  the  jay 
To  Ihun  the  deadly  nightfliadc  ?  though  the  cherry 
Boalls  not  a  gloOier  hue,  nor  does  the  plumb 
Lure  with  more  feemingfwects  the  amorous  cye» 
Yet  will  not  the  fagacious  birds,  decoy'd 
By  f;ur  appearance,  touch  the  noxious  fruit. 
They  know  to  tafte  is  fatal,  whence  alarm'd 
Swift  on  the  winnowing  winds  they  work  their 

way. 
Go  to,  proud  reas'ner,  phQofophic  man. 
Haft  thou  fuch  prudence,  thou  fuch  knowledge  i, 

—No. 
Full  many  a  race  has  fall'n  into  the  ftiarc 
Of  meretricious  looks,  of  pleafmg  furface. 
And  oft  in  defert  ifles  the  famifti'd  pilgrim 
By  forms  of  fruit,  and  lufcious  tafte  beguil'd. 
Like  his  forefather  Adam,  eats  and  dies. 
For  why  ?  his  wifdom  on  the  leaden  feet 
Of  flow  experience,  dully  tedious,  creeps. 
And  comes,  like  vengeance,  after  long  delay. 

The  venerable  fage,that  nightly  trims 
The  learned  lamp,  t'  inveftigate  the  pow'r? 
Of  plants  medicinal,  the  earth,  the  air, 
And  the  dark  regions  of  the  foflil  world, 
Grows  old  in  following  wliat  he  ne'er  fhall  fini; 
Studious  in  vain !  till  haply,  at  the  laft 
He  fpies  a  mift,  then  fliapes  it  into  mountains. 
And  bafclefs  fabric  from  conjecture  builds. 
W^hile  the  domeftic  animal,  that  guards 
At  midnight  hours  his  threfhold,  ifopprefs'd 
By  fudden  ficknefs,  at  his  mafter's  feet 
Begs  not  that  aid  hia  ferviccs  might  claim. 
But  is  his  own  phyfioian,  knows  the  cafe. 
And  from  th'  emetic  herbage  works  his  care. 
Hark  from  afar  the  *  fcather'd  matron  fcreams. 
And  all  her  brood  alarms,  the  docile  crew 
Accept  the  fignal  one  and  all,  expert 
In  th  art  of  n;iturc  and  unlearn'd  deceit  ; 
Along  the  ibd.in  counterfeited  death. 
Mute,  motionlcfs  they  lie  ;  full  well  appriz'd 
That  the  rapacious  adverfary's  near. 
But  who  inform'il  her  of  th'  approaching  danfrr. 
Who  taught  the  cautious  mother,  that  the  hawk 
Was  hatch'dhcr  foe,  and  liv'd  by  her  deftruftioni 
Her  own  prophetic  foul  is  adlive  in  her. 
And  more  than  human  providence  her  guard. 

\Shen  Philomela,  ere  the  cold  domain 
Of  crippled  winter  "gins  t'  advance,  prepares 
Her  annual  fiight,  and  in  fomc  poplar  ftiade 
I'akes  her  nK-kdious  leave,  who  then'?  her  pilot  ? 
Who  points  her  paffage  through  the  pathlcfs  void 
To  realms  from  us  remote,  to  us  unknown  ? 
Her  fcience  is  the  fcience  of  her  (Jod. 
Not  the  magnetic  index  to  the  north 
K'er  afccrtams  her  courfc,  nor  buoy,  nor  bcacoa; 
She,  bcav'n-taught  voyager,  that  fails  in  air, 
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Courts  nor  coy  weft  nor  eeft,  butinftant  knows 
What  *  Newton,  or  not  fought,  or  fought  in  vain. 

Illuftrious  name,  irrefragable  proof 
Of  man's  vaft  genius,  and  the  foaring  foul ! 
Yet  what  wert  thou  ro  him,  who  knew  his  works, 
Before  creation  form'd  them,  long  before 
He  meafur'd  in  the  hollow  of  his  hand 
Th'  exulting  ocean,  and  the  highell  heav'ns 
He  comprehended  with  a  fpan,  and  weigh'd 
The  mighty  mountains  in  his  golden  fcales ; 
Who  Ihone  fnpreme  ;  who  was  himfelf  the  light, 
JEre  yet  refraction  learn'd  her  fkill  to  paint, 
And  bend  athwart  the  clouds  her  beauteous  bow. 
When  knowledge  at  her  father's  dread  com- 
mand 
Refign'd  to  Ifracl's  king  her  golden  key, 
Oh  to  have  join'd  tlie  frequent  auditors 
Jn  wonder  and  delight,  that  whilom  heard 
Oreat  Solomon  defcanting  on  the  brutes ! 
Oh  how  fublimely  glorious  to  apply 
To  God's  own  honour,  and  good  will  to  man, 
That  wifdom  he  alone  of  men  poffefs'd 
In  plenitude  fo  rich,  and  fcope  lo  rare  ! 
How  did  he  roufe  the  pamper'd  filken  fons 
Of  bloated  eafe,  by  placing  to  their  view 
The  fage  induftrious  ant,  the  wifeft  infeft, 
And  beft  economift  of  all  the  field ! 
Though  fhe  prefunies  not  by  the  folar  orb 
To  meafurc  times  and  feafons,  nor  confults 
Chaldean  calculations,  for  a  f^uide ; 
Yet  confcious  that  December's  on  the  march 
pointing  with  icy  hand  to  want  and  woe. 
She  waits  his  dire  approach,  and  undifmay'd 
Receives  him  at.'  a  welcome  gueft,  prepar'd 
Againft  the  churliih  winter's  ficrceft  blow. 
Por  when,  as  yet  the  favourable  fun 
Civesto  the  genial  earth  th'  enlivening  ray, 
2*Iot  the  poor  fuffering  flave,  that  hourly  toils 
To  rive  the  groaning  ear:h  for  ill-fought  gold, 
Sndures  fuch  trouble,  fuch  fatiguC;  as  fhe  ; 
While  all  her  fubterraneous  avenues, 
And  ftorni  proof  cells,  with  management  mofl 

meet 
And  unexampled  houfewifcry,  flie  forms, 
Then  to  the  field  fhe  hies,  and  on  her  back, 
Burden  immenfe  !  flie  bears  the  cumbrous  corn. 
Then  many  a  weary  ftep,  and  many  a  ftrain. 
And  many  a  grievous  groan  fubdued,  at  length 
Up  the  huge  hill  Ihe  hardly  heaves  it  home. 
Nor  refls  fhe  here  her  providence,  but  nips 
With  fubtle  tooth  the  grain,  left  from  her  garner 
in  mifchievous  fertility  it  Ileal, 
And  back  to  day-light  vegetate  its  way, 
Go  to  the  ant,  thou  fluggard,  learn  to  live, 
And  by  her  wary  ways  reform  thine  own. 
But,  if  thy  deaden'd  lenfe,  and  liltlels  thought 
More  glaring  evidence  demand;  behold, 
"W^here  yon  pellucid  populous  hive  prefents 
A  yet  uncopied  model  to  the  world  ! 
There  Machiavel  in  the  refledling  glafs 
May  read  himfelf  a  fool.     The  chemifl:  there 
May  with  allonifhment  invidious  view 
His  toils  outdone  by  each  plebeian  bee, 
"Who,  at  the  royal  mandate,  on  the  wing 
From  various  herbs  and  from  difcordant  flow'rs 
^\  perfe<5t  harmony  of  fweets  compoimds. 
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Avaunt  conceit,  ambition  take  thy  flight 
Back  to  the  prince  of  ranity  and  air ! 
Oh  'tis  a  thought  of  energy  moft  piercing, 
Form'd  to  make  pride  grow  humble  ;  form'd  t» 

force 
Its  weight  on  the  reluftant  mind,  and  give  her 
A  true  but  irkfomc  image  of  herfelf. 
Woful  viciffitude  I  when  man,  fall'n  man. 
Who  firft  from  heav'n,  from  gracious  God  himfelf, 
Learn'd  knowledge  of  the  brutes,  mufl  know  bf 

brutes 
Inftrufted  and  reproach'd,  the  fcale  of  being ; 
By  flow  degrees  from  lowly  fteps  afcends, 
And  trac'd  Omnifcience  upwards  to  its  fpring ! 
Yet  murmur  not,  but  praife — for  though  we  flani. 
Of  many  a  godlike  privilege  amerc'd 
By  Adam's  dire  tranfgreluon,  though  no  mor© 
Is  Paradife  our  home,  but  o'er  the  portal 
Hangs  in  terrific  pomp  the  burning  blade  ; 
Still  with  ten  thoufand  beauties  blooms  the  cartb 
With  pleafures  populous,  and  with  riches  crown'd 
Still  is  their  fcope  for  wonder  and  for  love 
Ev'n  to  their  laft  exertion— fhowr's  of  bleflinjB 
Far  more  than  human  virtue  can  deferve. 
Or  hope  expeft,  or  gratitude  return. 
Then,  O  ye  people,  O  ye  fons  of  men. 
Whatever  be  the  colonr  of  your  lives. 
Whatever  portion  of  itfelf  his  wifdom 
Shall  deign  t'  allow,  flill  patiently  abide. 
And  praife  him  more   and  more ;  nor  ceafc  tQ 

chant 
All  glory  to  th'  Omnifcient,  and  praife, 
And  pow'r.  and  domination  in  the  height! 
Atid  thou,  cherubic  gratitude,  whofe  voice 
To  pious  ears  founds  lilverly  fo  fweet, 
Come  with  thy  precious  incenfe,  bring  thy  gift% 
And  with  the  choiceft  {lores  the  altar  crown. 


POWER  OF  THE  SUPREME  BEING, 

A    POETICAL    ESSAY. 

"  Tremble,  thou  earth  I  the  anointed  poet  faid» 
''  At  God's  bright  prefence,  tremble,  all  ye  moun- 

"  tains, 
"  And  all  ye  hillocks  on  the  furface  bound." 
Then  once  again,  ye  glorious  thunders  roll. 
The  mu'e  with  tranfport  hears  ye,  once  again 
Convulfe  the  folid  continent,  and  jhake. 
Grand  mufic  of  Omnipotence,  the  ifles. 
'Tis  thy  terrific  voice  ;  thou  God  of  power, 
'Tis  thy  terrific  voice  ;  all  nature  hears  it 
Awalcen'd  and  alarm'd  ;  fhe  feels  its  force. 
In  every  fpring  fhe  feels  it,  every  wheel, 
And  every  movement  of  her  vafl  machine. 
Behold!  quakes  Appenine,  behold!  recoils 
Athos,  and  all  the  hoary-headed  Alps 
Leap  from  their  bafcs  at  the  godlike  found. 
But  what  is  this,  cclellia!  though  the  note. 
And  proclamation  of  the  reign  fupreme, 
Compar'd  with  fuch  as,  for  a  mortal  ear 
Too  great,  amaze  the  incorporeal  worlds  ? 
Shou'd  ocean  to  his  congregated  waves 
Call  in  each  river,  catara<St,  and  lake. 
And  with  the  wat'ry  world  down  a  huge  rock 
Fall  headlong  in  one  horrible  cafcadc, 
'Twere  but  the  echo  of  the  parting  breeze, 
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"When  zephyr  faints  upon  the  lily's  brcaft, 
'Twcre  but  the  ct-afinp  of  fome  inftrumcnt, 
"When  the  lafl  lingVing  undulation 
Dies  on  the  doubting  ear,  if  narn'd  with  founds 
So  mighty  !  fo  (Uiptndous  !  fo  divine  ! 

But  not  alone  in  the  aerial  vault 
Does  he  the  dread  theocracy  maintain; 
For  oft,  enrag'd  with  his  intelline  thundcri, 
He  harrows  up  the  bowels  of  the  earth, 
And  fhocks  the  central  magnet. — Cities  then 
Totter  on  their  foundations,  ftatcly  columns, 
Magnific  walls,  and  hcav'n-affaulting  fpires. 
What  though  in  haughty  eminence  trc&. 
Stands  the  llrong  citadel,  and  frowns  defiance 
On  adverfc  hods,  though  many  a  baftion  jut 
Forth  from  the  ramparts  elevated  mound, 
Vain  the  poor  providence  of  human  heart. 
And  mortal  flrength   how  vain  !    while  under- 
neath 
Triumphs  his  mining  vengeance  in  th'  uproar 
Of  Ihatter'd  towers,  riven  rocks,  and  inountains, 
With  clamour  inconceivable  uptorn. 
And  hurl'd  adowu  th'  abyfs.     Sulphureous  py- 
rites 
Burfting  abrupt  from  darkncfs  into  day, 
With  din  outrageous  and  deflruflive  ire 
Augment  the  hideous  tumult,  while  it  wo\mds 
Th'  affliJled  car,  and  terrifies  the  eye. 
And  rends  the  heart  in  twain.     'Twice  have  we 

felt, 
Within  Aiigufta's  walls,  twice  have  we  felt 
Thy  thrcaten'd  indignation,  but  ev'n  thou, 
Incens'd  Omni]iorent,  are  gracious  ever  : 
Thy  goodncfs  infinite  but  mildly  warn'd  us 
With  mercy-blended  wrath;  O  fpare  us  ftill. 
Nor  fend  more  dire  convi(5tion  :  we  confefs 
That  thou  art  he,  th'  Almighty  :  we  believe, 
For  at  thy  righteous  power  whole  fyllems  quake, 
For  at  thy  nod  tremble  ten  thoufand  worlili. 

Hark  !  on  the  winged  whirlwind's  rapid  rage, 
Which  is  and  is  not  in  a  moment — hark  ! 
On  th'  hurricane's  tcmpoftuous  fweep  he  rides 
Invincible,  and  oaks  and  pines  and  cedars 
And  lorcfl.5  are  no  more.     For  conflic51:  dreadful ! 
The  weA  encounters  caft,  and  Notus  meets 
In  his  career  the  Hyperborean  blaft. 
■"rhe  lordly  lions  Ihudd'ring  feek  their  dens. 
And  fly  hke  tim'rous  deer ;  the  king  of  birds. 
Who  dar'd  the  folar  ray,  is  weak  of  wing. 
And  faints  and  falls  and  dies  ; — while  he  fupreme 
Stands  ftedfaft  in  the  centre  of  the  dorm. 

Wherefore,  ye  objecfls  terrible  and  great. 
Ye    thunders    earthquakes,    and    ye    fire-fraught 

wombs 
Of  fell  volcanos,  whirlwinds,  hurricanes, 
And  boiling  billows  hail !  in  chorus  join 
To  celebrate  and  magnify  your  !Maker, 
Who  yet  in  works  of  a  minuter  mould 
Is  not  lefs  manifed,  is  not  Icfs  mighty. 

Survey  the  magnet's  fympathetic  love. 
That  woos  the  yielding  needle  ;  contemplate 
Th'  attracflive  amber's  power,  invifible 
tv'n  to  the  mental  eye  ;  or  when  the  blow 
Sent  from  :h'  electric  fphcre  aflault'i  thy  frame, 
Show  me  the  hand,  ihat  dealt  it ! — bafOcd  here 
By  his  omnipotence,  philofophy 
Slewly  her  thoughts  inadequate  revolves, 


And  {lands,  vritli  all  his  circling  bonders  round 

her, 
Like  heavy  Saturn  in  th'  ethereal  fpace 
Begirt  with  an  inexplicable  ring. 

If  fuch  the  operations  of  his  power. 
Which  at  all  feafons  and  in  cv'ry  place 
(Rul'd  by  cftablifli'd  laws  and  current  nature) 
Arrefl  th'  attention  !  who  ?  O  who  fhall  tell 
His  afls  miraculous,  when  his  own  decrees 
Repeals  he,  or  fufpends,  when  by  the  hand 
Of  Mufes  or  of  Jo(hua,  or  the  mouths 
Of  his  prophetic  feers,  fuch  deeds  he  wrought, 
Before  th'  aftonilh'd  fun's  all-feeing  eye. 
That  faith  was  fcarce  a  virtue.     Need  I  fing 
The  fate  of  Pharoah  and  his  numerous  band 
Loft  in  the  reflux  of  the  wat'ry  walls. 
That  melted  to  their  fluid  llate  again  ? 
Need  1  recount  how  Samfon's  warlike  arm 
With  more  than  mortal  nerves  was  fining  t'  o'er. 

throw 
Idolatrous  Philiftia  ?  (hall  I  tell 
How  David  triumph'd,  and  what  Job  fuflain'd.' 
—  Rut,  O  fupreme,  unutterable  mercy  ! 
O  love  uncquail'd,  myftery  immexife, 
Wiiich  angels  long  t'unfold  !  'tis  man's  redemp- 
tion 
That   crowns    thy    glory,    and   thy   pow'r  con- 
firms. 
Confirms  the  great,  th'  uncontroverted  claim. 
When  from  the  virgin's  unpolluted  womb, 
Rhone  forth  the  Sun  of  Rightepufnefs  reveal'd 
And  on  benighted  rcafoii  pour'd  the  day  ; 
Let  there  be  peace  (he  faid)  and  all  was  calm 
Amongtl  the  warring  world — calm  as  the  fea, 
When  peace :    be  ftill,   ye  boiflerous  winds,  he 

cry'd, 
And   not    a    breath    was  blown,    uor    murmur 

heard. 
His  was  a  life  of  miracles  and  might, 
And  charity  and  love,  ere  yet  he  tafte 
The  bitter  draught  of  death,  ere  yet  he  rife 
Viclorious  o'er  the  r.niverfal  foe. 
And  death,  and  fin,  and  hell  in  triumph  lead. 
His  by  the  right  of  conqueft  is  mankind. 
And  in  fweet  fervitude  and  golden  bonds 
Were  ty'd  to  him  for  ever. — O  how  cafy 
Is  his  ungalling  yoke,  and  all  his  burdens 
'Tis  ccftafy  to  bear  !  him  blcflcd  Shepherd 
His  flocks  fhall  follow  throiigli  the  maze  of  life, 
And    fliades    that    tend    to  day-fpring   from   cm 

high  ; 
And  as  the  radiant  rofcs,  ever  fading, 
In  fuller  foliage  and  more  fragrant  breath 
Revive  in  fmiling  fpring,  fo  fliall  it  fare 
With  thofe  that  love  him — for  fweet  is  their  fa- 
vour, 
And  all  eternity  fliall  be  their  fpring. 
I'I'.en  fliall  the  gates  and  ever  lading  doors, 
At  wiiich  the  King  of  glory  enters  in. 
Be    to    the    faints  unbarr'd :    and   there,  where 

pleafurc 
Boafts  an  undying  bloom,  where  dubious  hope 
Is  ccitainty,  and  grief-attended  love 
Is  freed  from  paflion — there  we'll  celebrate 
With  worthier  numbers,  him,  who  is,  and  was. 
And  in  immortal  prowcfs  Kiiig  of  kings 
Shall  be  the  Monarch  of  all  worlds  for  ever. 


ON  THE 

GOODNESS  OF  THE  SUPREME  BEING. 

A    POETICAL  ESSAY. 

AddrcJJ'ed  to  the  Ri^ht  Honourable  the  Earl  of 
Darlington. 
Orpheus,  for  *  fo  the  Gentiles  call'd  thy  name, 
Ifrael's  fweet  Pfalmifl-,  who  alone  could  wake 
Th'  inanimate  to  motion  ;  who  alone 
The  joyful  hillocks,  the  applauding  rocks, 
And  floods  with  mufical  perfuafion  drew : 
Thou  who  to  hail  and  fnow  j^av'ft  voice  and  found, 
And  m^'ft  the  mute  melodious  1 — greater  yet 
Was  thy  divined  Ikill,  and  rul'd  o'er  more 
Than  art  or  nature  ;  for  thy  tuneful  touch 
Drove  trembling  Satan  from  the  heart  of  Saul, 
And  queird  the  evil  angel :-— in  this  bread 
Some  portion  of  thy  genuine  fpirit  breathe,' 
And  lift  me  from  myfelf,  each  thought  impure 
Banifh  ;  each  low  idea  raiCe.  refine, 
Enlarge,  and  fandlify  ; — fo  iliall  the  mufe 
Above  tlie  ftars  afpire,  and  aim  to  praife 
Her  God  on  earth,  as  he  is  prais'd  in  heaven. 

Immenfe  Creator  !  whofe  all-powerful  hand 
Fram'd  univerfal  being,  and  whofe  eye 
Saw  like  thyfelf,  that  all  things form'd  were  good; 
Where  fliall  the  tim'rous  bard  thy  praife  begin, 
Where  end  the  purefl  facrifice  of  fong, 
And  juft  thankfgiving  ?— The    thought-kindling 

light. 
Thy  prime  produdlion,  darts  upon  my  mind 
Its  vivifying  beams,  my  heart  illumines. 
And  fills  my  foul  with  gratitude  and  thee. 
Hail  to  the  cheertul  rays  of  ruddy  morn. 
That  paint  the  llreaky  eaft,  and  blithlome  roufe 
The  birds,  the  cattle,  and  mankind  from  reft  I 
Hail  to  the  freflinefs  of  the  early  breeze, 
And  Iris  dancing  on  the  new-fall'n  dew  \ 
Without  the  aid  of  yonder  golden  globe. 
Loft  were  the  garnet's  luftre,  loft  the  lily. 
The  tulip,  and  auricula's  fpotted  pride; 
Loft  were  the  peacock's  plumage,  to  the  fight 
So  pleafing  in  its  pomp  and  glofly  glow. 
O  thrice  illuftrious  I   were  it  not  for  thee 
Thofe  panfies,  tliat  reclining  from  the  bank, 
View  through  th'  immaculate,  pellucid  ftream 
Their  portraiture  in  the  inverted  heaven, 
Might  as  well  change  their  triple  boaft,  the  white. 
The  purple,  and  the  gold,  that  far  outvie 
The  eaftern  monarch's  garb,  ev'n  with  the  dock, 
Ev'n  with  the  baneful  hemlock's  irkfome  green. 
Without  thy  aid,  without  thy  gladforae  beams 
The  tribes  of  woodland  warblers  would  rerrfain 
Mute  on  the  bending  branches,  nor  recite 
The  praife  of  him,  who,  e'er  he  form'd  their  lord, 
Their  voices  tun'd  to  tranfport,  wing'd  their  flight. 
And  bade  them  call  for  nurture,  and  receive  ; 
And  lo  '.  they  call ;  the  blackbird  and  the  thrufli, 
The  woodlark,  and  the  redbreaft  jointly  call; 
He  liears  and  feeds  their  feather'd  families. 
He  feeds  his  fweet  muficians.— nor  negiedlis 
Th'  invoking  ravens  in  the  greenwood  wide  ; 
And  through  their  throats  coarfe  ruttling  hurt 
the  ear, 

*  See  this  conJeSiure Jlrongly  fui<portcdby  Dela- 
ny,  in  his  Life  of  David. 
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They  mean  it  all  fc^.  mufic,  thanks  and  praife 


They  mean,  and  leave  ingratitude  to  man  ;— 
But  not  to  all,— for  hark  !  the  organs  blow 
Their  fwelling  notes  round  the  cathedral's  dome^ 
And  grace  th'  harmonious  choir,  celeftial  feaft 
To  pious  ears,  and  med'cine  of  the  mind  ; 
The  thrilling  trebles  of  the  manly  bafe 
Join  in  accordance  meet,  and  with  one  voice 
All  to  the  facred  fubjedl  fuit  their  fong: 
While  in  each  breaft  fweet  melancholy  reigns 
Angelically  penlive,  till  the  joy 
Improves  and  purifies  ;-~the  lolemn  fcene 
The  fun  through  ftoried  panes  furveys  with  awe^ 
And  bafhfully  withholds  each  bolder  beam. 
Here,  as  her  home,  from  morn  to  eve  frequents 
The  cherub  gratitude  ; — behold  her  eyes  I 
With  love  and  gladnefs  weepingly  they  rtied 
Ecftatic  fmiles;  the  incenfe,  that  her  hands 
Uprear,  is  fweeter  than  the  breath  of  IVIay 
Caught  from  the  neftarine's  blolfom,  and  her  voice 
Is  more  than  voice  can  tell ;  to  him  flie  fings, 
To  him  who  feeds,  who  clothes,  and  who  adorns, 
Who  made  and  who  preferves,  whatever  dwells    ■ 
In  air,  in  ftedfaft  earth,  or  fickle  fea. 
O  he  is  good,  he  is  immenfely  good  I 
Who  all  things  form'd,  and  form'd  them  all  fot 

man  ; 
Who  mark'd  the  climates,  varied  every  zone, 
Difpenfing  all  his  bleflings  for  the  beft. 
In  order  and  in  beauty  ; — raife,  attend, 
Atteft,  and  praife,  ye  quarters  of  the  world  ! 
Bow  down,  ye  elephants,  fubmiflive  bow 
To  him,  who  made  the  mite  ;  though  Afia's  pride, 
Ye  carry  armies  on  your  tow'r-crown'd  backs. 
And  grace  the  turban'd  tyrants,  bow  to  him 
Who  is  as  great,  as  perfedl,  and  as  good 
In  his  lefs-itriking  wonders,  till  at  length 
The  eye's  at  fault  and  feeks  th'  aflifting  glafs. 
Approach  and  bring  from  Araby  the  biefl: 
The  fragrant  caflia,  frankincenfe  and  myrrh. 
And  meekly  kneeling  at  the  altar's  foot. 
Lay  all  the  tributary  incenle  down. 
Stoop,  fable  Africa,  with  rev'rence  ftoop. 
And  from  thy  brow  take  off  the  painted  plume  } 
With  golden  ingots  all  thy  camels  load, 
T'  adorn  his  temples,  haften  with  thy  fpear 
Reverted,  and  thy  trufty  bow  unftrung, 
While  unpurfu'd  the  lions  roam  and  roar. 
And  ruin'd  tovv'rs,  rude  rocks  and  caverns  wide, 
Remurmur  to  the  glorious,  furly  found. 
And  thou,  fair  India,  whofe  imraenie  domain 
To  counterpoife  the  hemifphere  extends, 
Hafte   from  the  weft,    and  with  thy  fruits   and 

flow'rs. 
Thy  mines  and  med'cines,  wealthy  maid,  attend. 
More  than  the  plenteoufnefs  fo  fam'd  to  flow 
By  fabling  bards  from  Amalthea's  horn. 
Is  thine  ;  thine  therefore  be  a  portion  due 
Of  thanks  and  praife :    come  with  thy  brilliant 

crown 
And  vcft  of  fur ;  and  from  thy  fragrant  lap 
Pomegranates  and  the  rich  ananas  pour. 
But  chiefly  thou,  Europa,  feat  of  grace 
And  Chriftian  excellence,  his  goodnefs  own, 
Forth  from  ten  thouland  temples  pour  his  praife  ; 
Ciad  in  the  armour  of  the  living  God 
Appror.:h,  unflieath  the  Spirit's  flaming  fword  ; 
Faith's  fliield,  falyation's  glory, — coinpafs'd  helm 
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With  fortit.itle  «fi\i«ir,  and  o'er  your  heart 

I'air  truth's  invulnerable  breaftplate  Ipread  ; 

Then  join  the  general  chorus  of  all  worlds* 

And  let  the  fong  ofcharity  begin 

Jn  ftrains  feraphic,  and  melodious  pray'r. 

•*  O  all-fufficieiit,  all-beneficent, 

♦'  Thou  God  of  goodncfs  and  of  glory,  hear  ! 

**  Thou,  who  to  lowlicft  minds  doft  condelcend, 

"  Aflumitjg  patEon':  to  enforce  thy  law*, 

**  Adoptibg  jcaloufy  to  prove  thy  love  : 

"  Thou,  who  refign'd  humility  uphold, 

"  Ev'o  as  the  florid  props  the  drooping  rofc, 

•*  But  quell  tyrannic  pride  with  peorleis  pow'r, 

*'  Ev'n  as  the  tempeft  rives  the  ftubborn  oak. 

"  O  all-fufEcient,  all  beneficent, 

"  Thou  God  of  goodnefs,  and  of  glory,  hear  '. 

<•  Blefs  all  mankind,  and  brine  ihein  in  the  end 

*^  To  heav'n,  to  immortality,  and  theel" 

THE  HOP.GA.RDEN:   ' 

A    CEORGIC       IN    TWO    BOOK». 

•^  Mequoque  ParnalTi  i)er  lubicraculmina  raptat 
•'  Laudis  amor:  llrdium  lequor  infanabile  vatis, 
"  Aulus  iion  optram,  non  formidare  poetx 
**  Nomeii,  adoratuni  quondam,  nunc  psenc  prO' 

•'  caci 
"  Monftratum  dignito." Faw.  Preed.  Rufi. 

BOOK  I. 
The  land  that  anfwers  beft  the  farmer's  care, 
And  filvers  to  maturity  the  hop; 
When  'o  inhume  the  plants,  to  turn  the  glebe. 
And  wtd  the  tendrils  to  th'  afpirmg  poles  ; 
Under  what  fign  to  pluck  the  crop,  and  how 
To  cure,  and  in  capacious  lacks  infold, 
I  teach  in  verfe  Miltonian.  Smile  the  mufe. 
And  meditate  an  honour  to  that  land 
Where  firft  i  breath'd,  and  ftruggled  into  life, 
Imp;'.tJent,  Cantium,  to  be  call'.i  thy  Ion. 

Oh  I   could  I  emulate  lltill'd  Sydney's  mufe. 
Thy  Sydney,  Cantium — he,  from  court  retir'd, 
In  Fenlhurlt's  futet  Elyfmm  fung  delight ; 
Sung  tranfport  to  the  foft-relpondmg  llreams 
Of  Medway,  and  enlivened  all  her  groves 
While  ever  riear  him,  goddel'sof  the  K''^c"t 
Fair  *  Pembroke  fat,  and  fmil'J  immenfe  applaufe. 
With  vocal  fafcination  charm'd  the  f  hours, 
Unguarded  left  heav'n's  adamantine  gate. 
And  to  his  lyre,  fwift  as  the  winged  founds 
That  Ikim  the  air,  dancM  unperceiv'd  away. 
Hud  I  fuch  pow'x-,  no  peafant's  humble  toil 
Should  e'er  debafe  my  lay;  far  nobler  themes. 
The  h.gh  atchievcments  of  thy  warrior  kings 
Should  raife  my  thoughts,  and  dignify  my  fong, 
Euc  I.  young  ruftic,  dare  not  leave  my  cot. 
For  fo  eniarg'd  a  fphtrc-— ah  '.  mufe  beware. 
Left  the  loud  'larumsof  the  braving  trump. 
Left  the  deep  drum  Ihould  drown  thy  tender  reed. 
And  mar  its  puny  joints  :  rac,  lowly  fwain. 
Every  unlhavcn  arboret,  mc  the  lawns. 
Me  the  voluminous  Medway's  lilver  wave, 
4  Content  inglorious,  and  the  hopland  fliades  I 

*  Sijlcr  to  Philip  Sydney. 

+ TluXai  fiux}*  Uffttv  i;  f;^o»  Clfai.  HoM.  E. 

■J  Rura  mihi  et  ngui  placeant  in  valilnis  amiies, 
FiuBoinaameaijfyU'afqueuiglorius'.  Vag.Ceorg.  t. 


Yeomen  and  countrymen,  attend  my  fong  ! 
Whether  jou  (liiver  in  the  marfliy  «  Weald, 
Egregious  Ihepherd*  of  unnumber'd  flocks, 
Wh  -fe  fleeces,  poiibn'd  into  purple,  deck 
All  Eiiropi's  kings;  or  in  fair  \  Madiim's  valo 
Imparadii'd,  blelt  denizonsl  ye  dwell; 
Or  J  Doroveriiia's  awful  tow'rs  ye  love  ; 
Or  I'lough  1  uiibrulgia's  falutiferous  hills 
Induftnous,  and  with  draughts  chalybeate  heal*^ 
Confels divine  H)gela'^  blifsful  feat  ; 
The  mule  demands  your  prefencc,  ere  (he  tune 
H  r  monitory  voice ;  ohferve  her  well. 
And  catch  the  wholefome  di(f>aies  as  theyfalL 

'Midll  thy  paternal  acres,  farmer,  fay, 
Has  gracious  Heav'n  bcrtow'd  one  field,  that  balki 
Its  iOimy  bofom  in  the  mid-da\  fun? 
Emerging  gently  from  the  .ibjeefl  vale, 
Nor  yet  obnoxious  to  the  wind,  fecure 
There  fliall  thou  plant  thy  hop.  This  foil,  perhaps^ 
Thou'lt  fay,  will  fill  my  gamers.  Be  it  fo. 
But  Cerf';,  rural  godileis,  at  the  beil 
Meanly  fupports  her  vot'ry  ;   enough  for  her 
f  illpirfuad  ng  hunger  fhe  repel. 
And  keep  the  foul  from  faii/ting  :  to  enlarge. 
To  glad  the  heart,  to  fublimate  the  mind, 
/\nd  wing  the  flagging  fpirits  to  the  (ky. 
Require  th' united  influence  and  aid 
Of  Bacchus,  god  of  hops,  with  Ceres  join'<l^ 
'Tis  he  fliail  generate  thebu^ora  beer. 
Then  on  one  pedeflal,  and  hand  ju  hand, 
Sculptor'd  in  Parian  Hone  (fo  gratitude 
Indites),  let  the  divine  co-partners  rife. 
Stands  eaftward  in  thy  field  a  wood?  'tis  wcU^ 
Efteem  it  as  a  bulwark  of  thy  wealth, 
And  cherilh  all  its  branches;  though  we'll  grantj 
Its  leaves  umbrageous  may  intercept 
The  morning  ray,  and  envy  fome  Ihall  (hare 
Of  Sol's  beneficence  to  th'  mfant  germ. 
Yet  grudge  not  that:  when  whiftling  Earus  comes. 
With  ail  his  world-  of  infeds  in  thy  lands, 
To  hycmate,  and  monarchife  o'er  all 
rhy  vei;etable  riches,  then  thy  v.-ood 
Shall  Oj'c  its  arms  espu'five,  and  embrace 
The  ftorm  reluctant,  and  divert  its  rage. 
Armies  of  animalcules  nr^e  their  wr^y 
In  vain  :   the  ventilating,  trees  oppole 
Their  airy  march.  They  blacken  diftant  plains* 

This  Lite  for  thy  young  i.urfery  obtain'd, 
Thou  halt  begun  aufpicious,  it  the  foil 
(As  fung  before),  be  loamy  ;  this  the  hop 
Loves  above  others ;   th;- is  rich,  is  deep. 
Is  vifcoiu,  and  tenacious  of  the  jKile. 
Yet  maugre  all  its  native  worth,  it  may 
F>e  meliorated  with  warmth  compoft      Sec,     ^ 
II  Yon  craggy  mountain,  whole  fallidious  heut 
Divides  the  llar-fet  hemifphere  above. 
And  Cantium's  plains  beneath  ;  the  Apennirvj 
Of  a  free  Italy,  whole  chalk>  fides. 
With  verdant  llirubs  difimiilariy  gay. 
Still  captivate  the  eye,  while  at  hii  feet 
The  filver  Medv^  ay  glides  and  in  her  bread 
Views  the  reflected  landlkip,  charm'd  (he  tIckm^ 


•  Commonly,  but  improperly ,  culled  the  IVild* 
\   SMaidJionf. 
t   Canterbury. 

li  BoxJcy-HtU,   wiieb  extendi  tbrougi  frtof 
J)art  oj'  Heat, 
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Ar\d  murrtiurs  louder  ccftafy  belovr, 
Here  let  us  reft  a  while,  pleas'd  to  behold 
Th'  all-bcauciful  horizon's  wide  expanfe, 
Far  as  the  eagle's  ken.     Here  tow'ring  fpires 
Firft  catch  the  eye,  and  turn  the  thoughts  to  heav'n. 
The  lofty  elms  in  humble  majcity 
Bend  with  the  breeze  to  fhade  the  folemn  grove, 
And  i'pread  an  holy  darknefs;  Ceres  there 
•Shines  iii  her  golden  vefture.     Here  the  meads, 
Enrich'd  by  Flora's  dedal  hand,  with  pride 
Expofc  their  fpotted  verdure.     Now  are  you, 
Pomona,  abfent ;  you,  'midft:  hoary  leaves, 
Swell  the  vermilion  cherry;  and  on  yon  trees 
Suf]iend  the  pippin's  palatable  gold. 
There  old  Sylvanus,  in  that  mofs-grown  grot, 
JDwells  with  his  wood-nymphs :  they,  with  chap- 
lets  green. 
And  ruffet  mantles  oft  bcdight,  aloft 
From  yon  bent  oaks,  in  Medway's  bofom  f.iir, 
Wonder  at  filver  bleak,  and  prickly  pearch, 
That  fwiftly  through  their  floating  forefts  glide. 
Yet  not  even  thcfe — thefe  ever-varied  fcenes 
Of  wealth  and  pleafure  can  engage  my  eyes 
T'  o'crlook  the  lowly  hawthorn,  if  from  thence 
The  thrulb,  fweet  warbler,  chants  th'  unlludied 

lays. 
Which  Phcebus'  felf  vaulting  from  yonder  clcud 
Refulgent,  with  enliv'ning  rays  infpires. 
But  neither  tow'ring  fpires,  nor  lofty  elms, 
JJor  golden  Ceres,  nor  the  meadows  green, 
Nor  orchats,  nor  the  ruiTet-mantled  nymphs, 
Which  to  the  murmurs  of  the  Medway  dance. 
Nor   fweetly  warbling   thrufh,    with   half  thofe 

charms 
Attradl  my  eyes,  as  yonder  hop-land  clofe  ; 
Joint  work  of  art  and  nature,  winch  reminds 
The  mufe,  and  to  her  theme  the  wand'rer  calls. 

Here,  then,  with  pond'rous  vehicles  and  teams 
Thy  ruftics  lend,  and  from  the  caverns  deep 
Command  them  bring  the  chalk:  thence  to  the  kiln 
Convey,  and  temper  with  Vulcanian  fires. 
Soon  as  'tis  form'd,  thy  lime  with  bounteous  hand 
O'er  all  thy  lands  difieminate;  thy  lands 
Which  firft  have  felt  the  foft'nIngfpade,and  drank 
The  ftrength'ning  vapours  from  nutricious  marl. 

This  done,  feledl  the  choiceft  hop,  t'  infert 
Frefli  in  the  opening  glebe.  Say  then,  my  mufe. 
Its  various  kinds,  and  from  th'  cfltte  and  vile, 
The  eligible  fcparate  with  care 
The  nobleft  fpecies  is  by  Kcntifti  wights 
The  mailer-hop  yclep'd.     Nature  to  him 
Has  giv'n  a  flouter  ftalk,  patient  of  cold, 
Or  Phcebus  ev'n  in  youth,  his  verdant  blood 
In  brifk  faltaticn  circulates  and  flows 
Indefinitely  vigorous  :  the  next 
Is  arid,  fetid,  infecund,  and  grofs. 
Significantly  ftyl'd  the  Fryar  .  the  laft 
Is  call'd  the  S:;vage,  v.ho  in  ev'ry  v^cod, 
And  ev'ry  hedge,  unintroduc'd,  intrudes. 
When  fuch  the  merit  of  the  candidates, 
Eafy  is  the  cledtion  ;  but,  my  friend, 
Wouldft  thou  ne'er  fail,  to  Kentdireft  thy  way, 
Where  no  one  fhall  be  fruftrated  that  feeks 
Ought  that  is  great  or  good.     *  Hail,  Cantlum, 
hail ! 


llluftrious  parent  of  the  finefi  fruits ! 

Illuftrious  parent  of  the  beft  of  men  ! 

For  thee  antiquity's  th-ice  facred  fprinn-s 

Placidly  ftagnant  at  their  fountain-head, 

I  ralhlydare  to  trouble  (if  fiom  thence 

1  ought,  for  thy  utility  can  drain  , 

And  in  thy  towns  adopt  th'  Afcracan  mufe. 

Hail  heroes!  hail  invaluable  gems! 

Fav'rites  of  Heav'n  I  to  whom  the  general  doonj 

Is  all  remitted,  who  alone  poffefs 

Of  Adam's  fons  fair  Eden — reft  ye  here 

Nor  feek  an  earthly  good  above  the  hop ; 

A  good,  imtafted  by  yoilr  ancient  kings. 

And  to  your  very  fires  alnioft  unknown. 

In  thofe  bleft  days,  wlien  great  Eliza  rcign'd 
O'er  the  adoring  nation    when  fair  peace 
O'erfpread  an  unftain'd  olive  round  the  land. 
Or  laurell'd  war  did  teach  our  winged  fleets 
To  lord  it  o'er  the  world  ;  when  our  brave  fire,^ 
Drank  valour  from  tipcauportated  beer  ; 
The  hop  (before  an  intcrdicled  plant, 
Shun'd  like  fell  aconite),  began  to  hang 
Its  folded  flofcles  from  the  golden,  vine, 
And  bloom'd  a  iTiade  to  Cantiuni's  funny  (Iiores 
Uelrghtfome,  and  in  cheerful  goblets  laught 
Potent,  what  time  A.quarius'  urn  impends 
To  kill  the  dulfoine  day — potent  to  quench 
The  Syrian  ardo'.ir,  and  autumnal  ills 
To  heal  with  mild  potations;  fwecter  far 
Than  thofe  v.-liich  erft  the  fubtil:  *■  Hengift  mix'd 
T'  inthrai  voluptuous  Vortigcrn.     He,  with  love 
Emaiciilate  and  wine,  the  toils  of  -ivar 
Neglefted ;  and  to  dalliance  vil(j,and  floth 
Emancipai-ed,  faw  th'  encroaching  Saxons 
With  unaffedled  eyes  ;  his  hand  v.'hich  ought 
T'  have  fhook  the  fpear  of  juftice.  foft  and  fmooth, 
Play'd  ravifhlng  divifions  c5n  the  lyre: 
This  Hengift  rriP.rk'd,  and  (for  curs'd  infolen-cs 
Soon  fattens  on  impunity,  and  lifes 
Briarcus  from  a  dwarf)  !  fair  Thanct  gain'd. 
Nor  ftopt  he  here  :  but  to  immenfe  attempts 
Ambition,  fky  afpiring,  led  him  on 
Adventurous.    He  an  only  daughter  rear'd, 
P.nxena,  matchlefs  maid!  nor  rear'd  in  vain. 
Her  eagle-ey'd  callidity,  deceit, 
And  fairy-fi(51:ion,  raised  above  her  fex, 
.Vnd  furnifa'd  with  a  thoufand  various  v/iles 
Prepofterons  more  than  female  ;  v.'ondrous  faip 
bhe  v/as,  and  docile,  whicli.  her  pious  nurfe 
Obferv'd,  and  early  in  each  female  fraud 
Her  'gan  initiate :  well  {he  knew  to  fmile. 
Whene'er  vexation  gall'd  her — did  fhe  weep  ? 
'TWas  not  lincere,  the  fountains  of  her  eyes 
Play'd  artificial  dreams,  yet  fo  wel^  forc'd, 
Thev  lookM  like  nature  ;  for  ev'n  art  to  her 
Was  n-it  ral,  and  contrarieries 
Secm'd  in  Ro.^ena  congruous  and  allied. 
Such  was  (lie,  v.hen  brifk  Vortigem  beheld, 
(Ill-fated  prince)  '  and  lov'd  her.    She  perceiv'dy 
Soon  fhe  perceiv'd  her  conquefl: ;  fomt  flie  told. 
With  hafty  joy  tranfportcd,  her  old  fire. 
The  Saxon  inly  fmil'd,  and  to  his  ifl^; 


*  Salve  magna  parens  frugum,  Saturnia  tellus 
J/lagna  virum  ;  tibi  res  antique  kwdis  et  artir 


Ingredlor,  fandlos  aufus  rccludere  fontc^, 
Ai'crjeunique  cano  Romana  per  oppida  ca-tncri. 

/-'/'rr-.  Gcorg.  1. 
*   See  the  foUozv'rng  /lory,  IcJJ  «,'  hr^C  in  L  iT/^bsrJ-'f- 
perambulation  of  Kcr.f. 
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The  willing  prince  invited  :  but  firft  bade 
The  nvniph  prepare  the  potions;  fuch  a»  fire 
The  blood's  mcand'rin?  rivulets,  and  dcprefs 
To  love  the  loul.     Lo  !  at  the  noon  of  night, 
Thrice  Hecate  invok'd  the  maid — and  thiice 
The  goddcfs  (loop'd  aflent ;  forth  from  a  cloud 
Xhe  lloop'd.and  g.ive  tiie  pliiltcrs  pow'r  to  thurm. 
Thcfe  in  a  Iplcndid  cup  of  burnifli'd  gold 
T'he  lovely  fcjrccrefs  mix'd,  and  to  the  prince 
I^calth,  peace,  and  joy,  propin'd,  but  to  hcrfclf 
Mutter'd  dire  exorcifms  mid  wifli'd  eiTc>ft 
'I'o  the  love-crcatino  draught;  lowly  fhe  bow'd 
Fawning  inliiiuation  bland,  that  might 
Deceive  J-aertcs'  Ion  ;  her  lucid  orbs 
f>hed  copioufly  the  oblique  rays ;  her  face 
I, ike  niodcfl  Luna'a  flione,  but  not  fo  pale, 
And  with  no  borrow'd  lufcre  ;  on  her  brow 
Smil'd  fallacy,  while  fummoniiig  each  {.^race, 
Kneeling  flic  gave  the  cup.    The  prince  (for  who, 
Who  could  have  fpurn'd  a  fappliant  lo  divine)  ? 
Drank  eager,  and  in  ccftafy  devour'd 
Th'  anibrofial  perturbation  ;  mad  with  love 
He  clafp'd  her,  and  in  Hymeneal  bands 
At  op.cc  the  nymph  demanded  and  obtain'd. 
2<Jbw  Hcngift,  all  his  ample  wifli  fulfill'd, 
lExultcd;  and  f;om  Kent  th'  uxorious  prince 
Exterminated,  and  ufurp'd  his  feat. 
Long  did  he  rtigri;  but  all-devouring  time 
I-ias  raz'd  his^  palace  walls — perchance  on  them 
Crows  tlic  green  hop,  and  o'er  his  crumbled  buft. 
In  fplral  twines,  alc.nds  the  fcantile  pole.— 
But  now  to  plant,  to  dig,  to  dung,  to  weed  ; 
T'aiks  humble,  but  in.portant,  aflc  the  mufe. 

Come,  fair  mag'cian,  fportivc  fancv,  come. 
With  wildcfl  imagery  :   thou  child  of  thought, 
i'rom  thy  aerial  citadel  defcend, 
And  (for  thou  canfl.)  affid  mc.     Bring  with  thee 
Thy  all-creative  talifnian  ;  with  thee 
The  aiilive  fpirits  ideal,  tow'ring  flights, 
T;hat  hover  o'er  the  mufe-refounding  groves. 
And  all  thy  colourings,  all  thy  fhapes  difplay. 
Thou,  too,  be  here,  experience,  i'o  (liall  I 
My  rules,  nor  m  low  profe  jejunely  fay, 
Kor  in  fmooth  numbers  mufieally  err : 
But  vain  is  fancy,  and  experience  vain. 
If  thou,  O  Hefiod  1  Virgil  of  our  land', 
•  Or  hear'ft  thou  rather,  Milton,  bard  divine, 
Whofe  greatncfs  who  fhalt  imitate,  fave  thee  ? 
If  thou,  O  f  Philips!    fav'ring  doft  not  hear 
Me,  irrcxpert  of  verfc  ;  with  gentle  hand 
Uprear  the  unpinion'd  mufe,  Higli  on  the  top 
Of  that  immcalurable  mount,  that  far 
."Exceeds  tliinc  own  Plinlimmon,  where  thou  tun'fl 
With  rl'ocbus' felf  thy  lyre.    Give  me  to  turn 
Th'  uuwieldy  fiihjedt  with  thy  graceful  eafe, 
Kxtol  its  bafcnelV  with  thy  art;  but  chief 
llluniinc,  and  invigorate  with  thy  fire. 

When    Phabus'    looks   through   Aries   on    the 
fpring. 
And  vernal  flow'rs  teem  with  the  dulcet  fruit, 
Autumnal  pride  !  delay  not  then  thy  fets 
In  TcUus'  facile  bolom  to  depofc 
Timely  ;  if  thou  art  wife  the  bulkieft  choofe; 
'I'o  every  root  three  joints  indulge,  and  form 

*  At  ipfe 
SubtilisVcterum  judex  et  callidusaudis.     Hor.vt. 
f  i^Ir.  Jabn  2'/.'il'J>iy  au.'iiar  »f  C^Jcr,  n  fetm. 


The  quincunx  with  well-regulated  hills. 
.Soon  from  the  dung-enriched  earth,  their  hcadf 
Thy  young  plants  will  uplift  their  virgin  arins, 
They'll  ftrctch,  and,  marriageable,  claim  the  pole. 
Nor  fruftratc  thou  their  wilnes,  fo  thou  may'H 
Rxpe6l  an  hopeful  ilTue,  jolly  mirth, 
iilier  of  talclul  Momus,  tuneful  foitg, 
And  fat  good-nature  with  her  honeft  face. 
But  yet  in  the  novitiate  of  their  love. 
And  tcnderncfs  of  youth  fufficc  fniall  (hoots 
Cut  from  the  widow'd  willow,  nor  provide 
Poles  infurmouutabli  as  yet.     'Tis  then 
When  twice  l>right  Phcctius'  vivifying  ray. 
Twice  the  cold  touch  of  winter's  icy  hand, 
They've  felt ;  'tis  then  wt  fell  fuhlimer  props. 
'Tis  then  the  flurdy  woodman's  ax  from  far 
Refounds,    refounJa,    and    hark  !     with    hoUo^ 

groans 
Down  tumble  the  big  trees,  and  ruihJng  roll 
O'er  the  crufh'd  crackling  brake,  while  in  his  caT5 
Forlorn,  dtji  fled,  'midft  the  weeping  Dryads 
Laments  hiylvanus  for  his  verdant  care. 
The  alh  or  willow  for  thy  ufe  felet^, 
Or  ilorm  enduring  chelhut ;  but  the  oak 
Unfit  for  this  employ,  for  nobler  ends 
Rcfervc  untoiich'd;   Ihe  when  by  time  matur'al, 
Capacious  of  foine  Britifh  demigod, 
\''eriion,or  Warren,  fliall  with  rapid  wing' 
Infuriate,  like  Jovc's  armour-bearing  bird. 
Fly  on  thy  foes  ;  they,  like  the  parted  waves. 
Which  to  the  brazen  beak  murmuring  give  way 
Aniaz'd  and' roaring  from  the  fight  recede. — 
In  that  fweet  month,  when  to  the  lift'ning  fwain* 
Fair  Philomel  fings  love,  and  every  cot 
With    garl.mds    blooms    bedight,    with  bandage 

meet 
The  tendrils  bind,  and  to  the  tall  pole  tie, 
Fife  focn,  too  foon  their  meretricious  arms 
Round  each  ignoble  clod  they'll' fold, and  leave 
.Avcrfe'the  lordly  prop.     Thus,  have  I  heard 
Where   there's   no   mutual    tic,    no  flrong  con- 

Of  love-confpiring  hearts,  oft  the  young  bride 
Has  proftituted  to  her  flaves  her  charms, 
;  While  the  infatuated  lord  admires 
•  Frelh-butting  fprouts,  and  ifTue  not  his  own. 
Now  turn  the  glebe:   foon  with  corrcifling  hand 
When  fmiling  June  in  jocund  dance  leads  on 
Losg  days  and  happy  hours,  from  every  vine 
Dock  the  redundant  branches,  and  once  more 
W'ith  the  fliarp  fpadc  thy  numerous  acres  till. 
The  (hovel  next  mud  lend  its  aid,  enlarge 
The  little  hillocks,  and  craze  the  weeds. 
This  in  that  month  its  title  which  derives 
From  great  A:ugu(lus*  ever  facred  name! 
Sovereign  of  fcience  !  maftcr  of  the  mufe! 
Neglected  genius'  firm  ally  !  of  worth 
Bcft  judge,  and  bed  rewardcr,  whofe  applaufe 
To  birds  was  farte  and  fortune !   O  !  'twas  well, 
Well  did  you  too  in  this,  all  glorious  heroes  ! 
Ye  Romans!— on  tirtic's  wing  you've  flamp'd  his 

praife. 
And  time  fhall  bear  it  to  eternity. 

Now  are  our  labours  crown'd  with  their  reward, 
Now  bloom  the  florid  hops,  and  in  the  ftrcam 

•  Miraturijue  novas  frondes,  ct  non  fua  poma. 
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Shipft  in  their  floating  filver,  while  above 

T'  embovv'ting  branches  ciiliiiinate,  and  form 

A  walk  impervious  to  the  fun;   the  poles 

"Jtn  comely  order  rtand  ;  and  while  you  cleave 

With  the  fmall  (kiffthe  Med  way's  lucid  wave, 

In  comely  order  Itill  their  ranks  preferve, 

And  feem  to  march  alonjr  th'  extenfive  plain. 

In  neat  arrangement  thus  the  men  of  Kent, 

With  nitive  oak  at  once  adorn'd  and  arm'd, 

Intrepid  march'd  ;  for  well  they  knew  the  cries 

Of  dying  freedom,  and  Aftrsea's  voice. 

Who  as  flie  fled,  to  echoing  woods  complain'd 

Of  tyranny,  and  William;  like  a  god, 

Refulgent  ilood  the  conqueror,  on  his  troops 

He  fent  his  looks  enliv'ning  as  the  fun's, 

JBut  on  his  foes  frown'd  agony,  and  death. 

On  his  left  fide  in  bright  emblazonry 

His   falchion   burn'd ;    forth  from   his    fevenfold 

(hield 
A  bafililk  fliot  adamant ;  his  bow  [crown'd 

Wore  cloilds   of  fury  I-— on    that  with  plumage 
Of  various  hue  fat  a  tremendous  cone  : 
Thiis  fits  high-canopied  above  the  clouds, 
Terrific  beauty  of  noiflurnal  ikies, 
*  Northern  Aurora ;   Ibe  tlirough  th'  azure  air 
Shootj,  fhoots  her  treni'luus  ray»  in  painted  ftreaks 
Continual,  while  waving  to  the  wind 
O'er  night's  dark  veil  her  lucid  trefles  flow. 
Th.e  trav'ller  views  th'  unfeafonable  day 
Aftound,  the  proud  bend  lowly  to  the  earth, 
The  pious  matrons  tremble  for  the  world. 
But  what  can  daunt  th'  infuperabie  fouls 
C;f  Cantiurii's  matchlefs  fons !  on  they  proceed, 
All  innocent  of  fear  ;  each  face  exprefi'd 
Contemptuous  admiration,  while  they  view'd 
The  well  fed  brigades  of  embroider'd  flaves 
That  dfew  the  fword  for  gain.     Firft  of  the  vaii, 
With  an  enormous  bough,  a  Ihepherd  fwaln 
'W'hillled  with  ruftic  notes ;  but  fuch  as  fliow'd 
A  heart  magnanimous  :   the  men  of  Kent 
l^ollow  the  tuneful  fwain,  while  o'er  their  heads 
The  green  leaves  whifper,  and  the  big  boughs 

bend.  [lyre 

'Twas  thus   the    Thracian,  whofe  all-quick'ning 
'I'he  floods  infpir'd,  and  taught  the  rocks  to  feel, 
Enchanted  dancing  Hasmus,  to  the  tune. 
The  lute's  foft  tune  !  the  ilutt'ring  branches  wave. 
The  rocks  enjoy  it,  and  the  rivulets  hear, 
The  hillocks  fl^ip,  emerge  the  humble  vales, 
And  all  the  mighty  mountain  nods  applaufe. 
The  conqueror  view'd  them,  and  as  one  that  fees 
The  vaft  abrupt  of  Scylla,  or  as  one 
Th^t  from  th'  oblivious  ftreams  of  Lethe's  pool 
HuS  drank  eternal  apathy,  he  ftood. 
His  hoft  an  iiiiiverfai  panic  feiz'd 
Prodigious,  inopine  j  their  armour  fhook. 
And  clatter'd  to  the  trembling  of  their  limts; 
Some  to  the  walking  wilderntl's  'gan  run 
Confus'd,  and  in  th'  inhofpitable  Ihade 
For  flicker  fought-— Wretches  1  they  ftielter  find. 
Eternal  flicker  in  tlie  arms  of  death  1 
Thus  when  Aquarius  pours  out  all  his  urn 
Down  on  fome  loriefome  heath,  the  traveller 


*  Aurora  Borealis,  or  lights  in  the  air  ;  a  phe- 
no.menon  'which  cf  late  years  has  been  -very  fret- 
g'Jica  here,  a?id  in  all  the  more  MrtkerA  countries- 


That  wanders  o'er  the  ^vinf.'ry  ^afte  accepts 

The  itjvitation  of  fome  fpreading  beech 

Joyous ;  but  foon  the  treach'rous  gloom  betrays 

Th'  unwary  vifitor,  while  on  his  head 

Th'  enlarging  drops  in  double  (how'rs  defcend. 

And  now  no  loriger  in  difguife  the  men 
Of  Kent  appear ;  down  they  all  drop  their  boi^ghSj 
And  lliine  in  brazen  panoply  divine. 
Enough — Great  William  (for  full  well  he  knew 
How  vain  would  be  the  conteft)  to  the  fons 
Of  glorious  Cantium  gave  their  lives,,  and  laws, 
And  liberties  fecure,  and  to  the  prowefs 
Of  Cantium's  fons,  like  Caefar,  deign 'd  to  yiedd. 
Cxfar  and  William  !  hail  immortal  worthies, 
Illufl:rious  vanquiQi'd  1   Cantiuni,  ,if  to  them, 
Poflerity  with  all  her  chiefs  unborn. 
Ought  limilar,  ought  fecond  has  to  boaft.  . 
Once  vnore  (fo  prophecies  the  mufe)  thy  fons 
Shall  triumphj  emulous  of  their  fires— rtill  then 
With  olive,  and  with  hop-land  garlands. crown'd, 
O'er  all  thj  land  reign  plenty,  reign  fair  peace. 

BOOK  II. 

''  Omnia  qune  multo  ante  memor  provifa  reponeSj 
"  Si  te  digna  manet  divini  gloria  ruris." 

ViRG.  Geor.  lib.  3. 

At  length  the  mufe  her  deftin'd  taflc  refumes 

VVith  joy  ;  agen  o'er  all  her  hop-land  groves 

She  feeks  t'  expatiate  free  of  wing.     Long  while 

For  a  much-loving,  much-lov'd  youth  flie  wept. 

Sorrowing  in  filence  o'er  th'  untimely  urn. 

Hufli  then,  etYeminate  fobs  ;  and  thou,  my  heartj 

Rebel,  to  grief  no  more — and  yet  a  whilpi 

A  little  while,  indulge  the  friendly  tears. 

O'er  the  wild  world,  like  Noah's  dove,  in  vain 

I  feek  the  olive  peace,  around  me  wide 

Seel  fee!  the  wat'ry  v^afte— -in  vain  forlorn 

I  call  the  Phoenix  fair  fincerity ; 

Alas! — extinguifli'd  to  the  fliies  flie  fled,  . 

And  left  no  heir  behind  her.     Where  is  now 

Th'  eternal  fmile  of  gopdnefs  ?  where  is  now 

That  all-extenfive  charity  of  foul. 

So  rich  in  fweetnefs,  that  the  claflic  founds 

In  elegance  Auguftan  cloth'd,  the  wit 

That  flow'd  perennial,  hardly  were  obferv'd, 

Or,  if  obferv'd,  fet  off  that  brighter  gem. 

How  oft,  and  yet  how  feldom  did  it  feem  I 

Have  I  enjoy'd  his  converfe  '.  when  we  met, 

The  hours  how  fwift  they  fweetly  fled,  and  tilj 

Agen  I  faw  him,  how  they  loiter'd.     Oh  I 

f  Theophilus,  thou  dear  departed  foul,  [hail 

Whatflattering  tales  thou  told'ft  me  ?  how  thou'dlt 

My  mufe,  and  took'ft  imaginary  walks 

All  in  my  hopland  groves ;  flay  yet,  oh  flay  ! 

Thou  dear  deluder,  thou  haft  feen  but  half— - 

He's  gone  1  and  ought  that's  equal  w  his  praife 

Fame  has  not  for  me,  though  flie  prove  moft  kind* 

Howe'er  this  verfe  be  facted  to  thy  name, 

Thefe  tears,  the  lalt  fad  duty  of  a  friend. 

Oft  I'll  indulge  the  pleafurable  pain 

Of  recolledlion  ;  oft  on  Medway's  banks 

I'll  mufe  on  thee  full  penfive  ;  while  her  flreamj 

Regardful  ever  of  my  grief,  fliall  flow 

t  Mr.  Tbeoplilus  IVheeler,  cf  ChrUI  Churchy 
Cambridge, 

K  ij 


14^ 


THE    WORKS    OF  SMART. 


In  fallen  filcnce  filverly  along 
The  weeping  fllo^e^— -or  clfe  accordant  with 
IVIy  loud  laments,  fli.i'.l  ever  and  anon 
Make  melancholy  mutic  to  the  ftiades, 
The  hopliind  lli:ides,  that  on  her  hanks  expol'e 
Scrpenrine  vine<  and  fluwing  loi  ks  of  grild. 
Ye  fmilin^  nymphi.  th'  infcparahle  train 
Of  fatfron  Ccrrs  ;  ye,  that  ganH-foine  dance, 
And  fii.;r  ti>  jolly  A.itumn,  while  he  ftands 
W'ith  his  right  hand  poizing  the  fcales  of  heav'n, 
And  while  his  leU  grafps  Amalthea's  horn  : 
Yeung  chorus  of  fair  bacclianals,  dcf<<  iid. 
And  leave  awliile  tht  fickle  ;  yonder  hill,     [care. 
Where  lland   the    loaded   hop-i)i)les.  claims  your 
There  mighty  Bacchus  feated  rrofs  the  bin. 
Waits  your  attendance— there  he  glad  reviews 
His  paunch  approaching  to  immcnfity 
Still  nearer,  and  with  pride  of  hi?art  fnrveys 
Obedient  mortals,  and  the  world  his  own. 
See  1  from  tlie  ijreat  meinipolis  they  rufli, 
Th'  induftrions  vui<;ar.     They,  like  proJ.ent  bees, 
Ii.  K''iit'#  wide  garden  roam,  expert  to  crop 
'I'he  fl.)w'ry  hop,  and  provident  to  work, 
Er    wm*ci  numl)  thtir  Innburnt  hands,  and  winds 
i-ngoal  them,  murmuring  in  their  gloomy  ceils. 
From  thefe,  fu>  h  as  appear  the  reft  t'  excel 
In  ftrength  and  young  agility,  fclecT-. 
Thcfe  (hall  l\ipi)ort  with  vigour  and  addrefs 
The  bin-man's  weighty  office  ;   now  extrac^l 
From  tlie  fequacious  earth  the  pole,  and  now 
Unmarry  from  the  clofely  clinging  vine. 
O'er  twice  three  pickers,  and  no  more,  extend 
To  bin-mtn's  fw;!y  ;   unlcis  thy  ears  can  bear 
The  crack  of  poles  contin'ial,  and  thine  eyes 
Behold  unmov'd  the  hurrying  pcafant  tear 
'I'hy  wealth,  and  throw  it  on  the  thanklefs  ground. 
But  firll  the  careful  planter  will  confult 
His  quantity  of  acres,  and  his  crop. 
How  many  and  how  large  his  Idlns  ;  and  then 
Proportion'd  to  his  wants  the  hands  provide. 
But  yet  of  greater  confequcnce  and  coft, 
One  thing  remains  uni'ung,  a  man  of  faith 
And  long  experience,  in  ^^•hofe  tlnmd'ring  voice 
Lives  lioarfe  authority,  potent  to  quell 
The  frequent  frays  oi  the  tumultuous  crew. 
He  lliall  prefide  o'er  all  thy  hop-land  (lore, 
Severe  dictator  I   his  nn'.  rr.ng  hand, 
Ard  eye  inquilltive,  in  heedtul  sjuife. 
Shall  to  the  brink  the  meafure  till,  and  fair 
On  the  tuin  rcgiders  the  woik  record. 
And  yet  I've  known  them  own  a  female  reign, 
And  gentle  *  Marianne's  loi  t  Orphean  voice 
Has  hymn'd  fweet  lellbns  of  humanity 
To  the  wild  brutal  crow.     Oft  her  command 
Has  lav'd  the  pillars  of  the  hop-land  ftate, 
The  lofty  poles  from  ruin,  and  fuftain'd, 
Like  Anna,  or  Uliza,  her  domain. 
With  more  than  manly  dignity.     Oft  I've  feen, 
Ev'n  at  her  frown  the  boilt'rous  uproar  crafe, 
And  the  mad  pickers,  tam'd  to  diligence. 
Cull  from  the  bin  the  fprawling  fprigs,  and  leaves 
That  (lain  the  ("ample,  and  its  worth  dcb.ile. 
Ail  things  thus  lettled  and  prrpar'd,  what  now 
Can  flop  the  planters  purpol'es  ?  unlels 
"iike  heavens  frown  dilfent,  and  ominous  winds 

*  Tbc  author's  j)U!i£rJ/i/Jcr. 


Howl  through  the  concave  of  the  troifbled  (ky. 
And  oft,  alas  I     the  long  experienc'd  wights 
(Oh  !  could  they  too  prevent  them)  (lorms  forefec. 
*  For,  as  the  (^orm  rides  on  the  riling  clouds, 
Fly  the  fleet  wild-geele  far  away,  or  elfc 
The  heifer  towards  the  zenith  rears  her  head. 
And  with  expanded  nortrils  fnufT.  the  air  : 
The  ('wallows  too  their  airy  circuits  weave. 
And  (Vrcaming  (kim  the  brook  ;  and  fen  bred  frogs 
Forth  from   their  hoarfe   throats  their  old  grudge 
Or  from  her  earthly  coverlets  the  ant         [recite  : 
Heaves  her  huge  eggs  along  the  narrow  way  : 
Or  bends  f  Thaumantia's  variegated  bow 
Atlnvart  the  cope  of  heav'n  :  or  fable  crows 
Ob'lrepcrous  of  wing,  in  clouds  combine  : 
Befidcs,  unnuniber'd  troops  of  birds  marine. 
And  Afia's  feathcr'd  flocks,  that  in  the  muds 
Of  flow'ry  edg'd  Cayfter  wont  to  prey, 
Now  in  the  fliallows  duck  their  fpcckled  heads, 
And  hift  to  lave  in  vain,  their  uncflious  plumes 
Re])nirive  liaffle  their  eflorts  :  hearken  nest 
How  the  cur>'d  raven,  with  her  harmful  voice. 
Invokes  the  rain,  and  croaking  to  herfelf, 
Struts  (Jii  fomc  fpacious  folitary  (hore. 
Nor  want  thy  Icrvants  and  thy  wife  at  home 
Signs  to  prefage  the  fliow'r  ;  for  in  the  hall  • 

Sheds  Niobe  her  prefcie-.it  tears,  and  warns 
Beneath  thy  leaden  tubes  to  fix  the  vafe. 
And  catch  the  falling  dew-drop?,  which  fupply 
Soft  water  and  falubrious,  far  the  beft 
To  fo;i]c  thy  hops,  and  brew  thy  gene'ous  beer. 
Rut  though  orighr  Phoebus  fmile,  and  in  the  (kies 
The  purple-rob'd  ferenity  appear; 
Tiiough  every  cloud  be  fled,  yet  if  the  rage 
Of  Boreas,  or  the  blafting  ealt  prevail. 
The  j'lanter  has  enough  to  check  his  hopes. 
And  in  due  bounds  coniine  his  joys;  for  fee 
The  rulTian  winds  in  their  abrupt  career. 
Leave  net  a  liope  behind,  or  at  the  beft 
Mangle  the  circling  vine,  and  intercept 
The  juice  nutricious  :  fatal  means,  alas  I 
Their  colour  and  condition  todeftroy. 
Hafte  then,  ye  peafants ;  pull  the  poles,  the  haps: 
Where  are  the  bins  ?  run,  run,  ye  nimble  maids. 
Move  ev'ry  mufcle,  ev'ry  nerve  extend, 
To  lave  our  crop  from  ruin,  and  ourfelves. 


*  Nunquam  impruderitibus  imber 
Olifuit.     Aut  ilium  ("urgentem  villibus  imis 
Acrise  fugere  grues  I   aut  bucula  coelum 
Sufpiciens,  patulis  captavit  naribus  auras  : 
-\ut  argura  lacus  circumvolitavit  liirundo  : 
Ft  vetercm  in  limo  ranas  cecinere  querelam. 
Saepius  et  teclis  penetralibus  cxtulit  ova 
\ugu(^um  formica  terens  iter,  et  bibit  ingens 
Arcus,  et  e  padu  decedens  agmine  magno 
C)rvorum  increpuit  denfi.s  exercitus  alls. 
Jam  varias  pelagi  volucres,  et  quae  Afia  circum 
Dulcihus  In  ftagnis  riraantur  pratra  Cayftri, 
Certatim  largos  humcris  infundere  rores ; 
Niuic  caput  objcclare  fretis,  nunc  currcre  in  undas, 
lit  fludio  incalfum  videas  geftire  lavandi. 
Turn  cornix  ])lcna  pluvium  vocat  improba  voce, 
Lt  (ola  in  ficca  Cecum  (patiatur  arena, 
Ncc  no(flurna  quidcni  carpentes  pcnfa  puellx 
Ncfcivere  hycmem.  ViRu.  Georg.  i, 
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Soon  as  tright  Chanticleer  explodes  the  night 
With  flutt'ring  wings,  and  hymns  the  new-born 

day, 
The  bugle-horn  infpire,  whofe  clam'rous  bray 
Shall  roufe  from  fleep  the  rebel  rout,  and  tune 
To  temper  for  the  labours  of  the  day. 
Wifely  the  feveral  flations  of  the  bins 
By  lot  determine.  Juftice  this,  and  this 
Fair  prudence  does  demand  ;.  for  not  without 
A  certain  method  couldfl  thou  rule  the  mob 
Irrational,  nor  every  where  alike 
Fair  hangs  the  hop  to  tempt  the  picker's  hand. 

Now  fee  the  crew  mechanic  might  and  main 
Labour  with  lively  diligence,  iufpir'd 
By  appetite  of  gain  and  lull  of  praifc  : 
What  mind  fo  petty,  fervile,  lo  debas'd. 
As  not  to  know  ambition  .'  her  great  fvvay 
From  Colin  Clout  to  emperors  fhe  exerts. 
To  err  is  human,  human  to  be  vain. 
'Tis  vanity,  and  mock  defire  of  fame, 
That  prompts  the  ruftic,  on  the  fteeple  top 
Sublime,  to  mark  the  area  of  his  flioe. 
And  in  the  outline  to  engrave  his  name. 
With  pride  of  heart  the  churchwarden  furveys, 
High  o'er  the  bellfry,  girt  with  birds  and  fiow'rs. 
His  {lory  wrote  in  capitals  :  "  'twas  I 
"  That  bought  the  font ;  and  I  repair'dthe  pews." 
With  pride  like  this  the  emulating  mob 
Strive  for  the  maflery-  —who  firfl  ma)'*fill 
The  bellying  bin,  and  cleanell  cull  the  hops, 
Nor  ought  retards,  unlefs  invited  out 
By  Sol's  declining,  and  the  evening's  calm, 
I.eandtr  leads  Lstitia  to  the  fcene 
Of  Ihade  and  fragrance — then  th'  exulting  band 
Of  prickers  male  and  female,  feize  the  fair 
Relu(3ant,  and  with  boiil'rous  force  and  brute. 
By  cries  unmov'd,  they  bury  her  i'  th'  bin. 
Nor  does  the  youth  efcape— him  too  they  feize. 
And  in  fuch  pofture  place  as  beft  may  ferve 
T'o  hide  his  cliarmer's  blufhes.    Then  with  fliouts 
They  rend  the  echoing  air,  and  from  them  both 
(So  cuflom  has  c/rJain'd),  a  largefs  claim. 

'J'hus  much  be  fung  of  picking—  next  fucceeds 
Th'  imporlant  care  oi  curing — quit  the  fn  Id, 
And  at  the  kiln  th'  inftrucftive  mufe  attend. 

On  your  hair-cloth  eight  inch.sdeep,  nor  more, 
Let  the  green  hops  lie  lightly  ;  next  expand 
The  fmoothell  furface  with  the  toothy  rake. 
Thus  far  is  jufl  above  ;  but  more  it  boots 
'i'hat  charcoal  flames  burn  equally  below ; 
The  charcoal  flames,  which  from  thy  corded  wood, 
Or  antiquated  poles,  with  wond'rous  flcill, 
The  fable  priells  of  Vulcan  fhall  prepare. 
Conftant  and  moderate  let  the  heat  afcend  ; 
Which  to  afFccfl  there  are,  who  with  fuccefs 
Place  in  the  kiln  the  ventilating  fan 
Hail,  learned,  uftful  *  man  I  whofe  head  and  heart 
Confpire  to  make  us  happy,  deign  t'  accept 
One  honeft  verfe  ;  and  if  thy  induftry 
Has  ferv'd  the  hop-land  caul'e,  the  mufe  forebodes 
This  ible  invention,  both  in  ufe  and  fame, 
The  f  myllic  fan  of  Bacchus  fhall  exceed. 

When  the  fourth  hour  expires,  w  ith  careful  hand 
The  haif-bak'd  hops  turn  over.  Soon  as  time 
Has  well  exhaulled  twice  two  glafles  more, 
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They'll  leap  and  crackle  with  their  burftlng  feeds. 
For  ufe  domellic,  or  for  fale  mature. 

There  are,  who  in  the  choice  of  cloth  t'  enfold 
Their  wealthy  crop,  the  viler,  coarfer  fort, 
Witii  prodigal  economy  prefer : 
All  that  is  good  is  clieap,  all  dear  that's  bafe. 
Bcfides,  the  planter  fhould  a  bait  prepare, 
T'  entrap  tlie  chapman's  notice,  and  divert 
Shrewd  obfcrvation  from  her  bul'y  pry. 

When  in  the  bag  tliy  hops  the  ruflic  treads. 
Let  him  wear  heellefs  fmdal ;  nor  prefume 
Their  fragrancy  barefooted  to  defile : 
Such  filthy  ways  for  flaves  in  Malaga 
Leave  we  to  pradil'r— -whence  I've  often  feen, 
When  b'.'autiful  Dorindu's  iv'ry  hands 
Has  built  the  pallry-fabric  ffood  divine 
For  Chriflmus  gambola,  and  the  hour  of  mirth). 
As  the  dry'd  foreign  fruit,  with  jiiercing  eye, 
She  culls  fufpicious— lo  !  flie  ftarts,  Ihe  frowns 
With  indign  tion  at  a  negro's  nail. 

Shouldll  thou  thy  harveft  for  tlie  mart  defign, 
Be  thine  own  'a<ftar  ;  nor  employ  thofe  drones 
Who've  flings,  but  make  no  honey,  felfifh  flaves! 
That  thrive  and  fatten  on  the  planter's  toil. 

What  then  remains  unfung  ?  unlefs  the  care 
To  flock  thy  poles  oblique  in  comely  cones, 
Left,  rot  or  rain  dcflroy  thcm"-'cis  a  fight 
Moft  fecmly  to  behold,  and  gives,  O  winter  ! 
A  landflcip  not  unpleafing  even  to  thee. 

And  now,  ye  rivals  of  the  hop-land  flate, 
Aladum  and  Dorovernia  nov/  rejoice. 
How  great  amidft  fuch  rivals  to  c\-ccl ! 
Let  *  Grenovicum  boafl  (for.boi^t  fhe  may) 
The  birth  of  great  Eliza.— Hail,  my  queen  '. 
And  yet  I'll  call  thee  by  a  deavcr  name; 
My  couiUry woman,  hail  i  tKy  worth  alone 
Gives  lame  to  worlds,  and  makes  whole  ages  glo- 
rious ! 

Let  Sevenoaks  vaunt  the  hofpitable  feat 
Of  f  Knoll  moft  nueient ;  awfully,  my  mufe, 
Thefe  focial  fcenes  of  grandeur  and  delight, 
Of  love  and  veneration  let  me  tread. 
How  oft  henfath  yon  oak.  has  amorous  Prior 
Aw^aken'd  echo  vi'ith  fweet  Chloe's  name  ! 
While  noble  Sackvilie  heard,  hearing  approv'd. 
Approving,  greatly  recompensM.  But  he, 
Alas!  is  number'd  with  th'  iilullrious  dead. 
And  orphan  merit  has  no  guardian  now ! 

Next  Shipbourne,  though  her  precimSts  are  con  : 
fin'd 
To  narrow  limits,  yet  can  (how  a  train 
Of  village  beauties,  paftorally  fweet, 
And  rurally  magnificent.  \  Fairlawn 
Opes  her  delightful  profpeiil ;  dear  Fairla-.vn 
There,  where  at  once  at  variance  apd  agreed, 
Nature  and  art  hold  dalliance.  There,  wliere  rills 
Kifs  the  green  dropping  herbage  \  there,  where 

trees, 
The  tali  trees  tremble  at  th'  approach  of  heav'n, 
And  bow  their  faUitation  to  the  fun, 
Who  fofters  all  their  foliage — thefe  are  thine ; 
Yes,  little  Shipbourne,  boafl  that  th.-fe  are  thine-"" 
And  if — but  oh !-— and  if  'tis  no  difgracc, 
The  birth  of  him  who  now  records  thy  praifc. 


*   Grecnivich,  luhere  ^vc-en  Elizabeth  %vas  b:r;,. 
t    ThefcaioftheDtikeofDoifd. 
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>5f-  THK   ^-ORKS 

Nor  (halt  thon,  ISfereworth,  remain  unfun^, 
"XX'hcre  nohlc  Wcfimoreland,  his  coiin'ry'5  friend, 
Bidn  Britifh  freatncls  love  the  filent  fhadc, 
AA'herc  piles  fuperb,  in  ciatTic  ilepancc, 
Arife,  and  all  is  Reman,  like  his  heart. 

Nor  Chatham,  thoiisjh  it  is  not  thine  to  (how 
The  lofty  foreft,  or  the  verdant  lawns 
Yet  nijrpard  fiienco  (hall  not  grudj^^c  thee  praife. 
The  lofty  forcf}'?,  by  thy  fons  prepar'd, 
■   Becomes  the  warlike  navy,  braves  the  floods, 
And  gives  Sylvanus  empire  in  the  main. 
Oh  that  Britannia,  in  the  day  of  war. 
Would  not  alone  Minerva's  valour  truft, 
But  alfo  hear  her  wifdom  '.  Then  ht  r  oaks, 
Shap'd  by  her  own  mechanics,  would  alone 
Her  ifland  fortify,  and  fix  her  fame; 
Nor  would  (he  weep,  like  RachacI,  for  her  fons, 
Whofe  glorious  blood,  in  mad  profulion. 
In  foreign  lands  is  (hed--and  (hcd  in  vain. 

THE  HILLIAD: 

AN  EPJC   POEM. 

Pallas  tc  hoc  vulnere,  Pallas 

Imhiolat,  et  poenam  fctkrato  cxfanguinc  funiit. 

VlRG. 

A  LETTER 

TO  A   FHIEND  AT   THE  UNIVERSITY  OF  CAM- 
BRIDGE. 

Dear  *»••», 
1am  now  to  aclmowledge  feveral  letters,  which  I 
lately  received  fvom  you,  without  any  return  on 
my  part.  A-?  1  haw  been  very  mucli  hurried  of  late 
vith  a  multiplicity  of  aflairs,  I  muff  be^  you  will 
not  only  be  kind  eno^jrh  to  overlook  my  yul  omif- 
fion,  but  to  indulge  me  for  a  little  time  ;Gi-.;j..r. 
As  foon  as  I  am  maiTier  of  fufiicient  Icifure,  I  will 
give  you  my  fentiments  whhout  refcrvc,  concern- 
ing the  affair,  about  which  you  have  thought  pro- 
per to  confult  me  ;  for  the  prefcnt,  I  delire  vou 
Avill  confider  this  is  a  receipt  for  your  many  fa- 
vours, or  a  promiffbry  note  to  difcharge  any  debt 
<jf  friendfhlfias  foon  as  pofuble. 

'1  he  dcfign  and  colouring  of  a  poem,  fuch  as 
you  have  planned,  are  not  to  be  executed  in  a  hur- 
ry, but  with  flow  and  careful  touches ;  which  will 
give  that  finifhing  to  your  piece,  remarkable  in 
^■vcry  thing  that  cnmes  from  your  hand,  and 
which  I  could  wifh  the  precipitancy  of  ni^-  temper 
would  pcnnin  mc  to  aim  at  upon  all  occulinns.  I 
long  to  fee  you  take  a  new  flight  to  t!ie  regions  of 
fomc ;  not  upon  unequal  wings,  that  fometimes 
life  to  a  degree  of  elevation,  and  then  fall  again, 
lut  with  an  uniform  tenor,  like  the  bird  in  \ii- 
gil  = 

Radit  iter  liquidum,  celercs  ncque  commovet 
alas. 

T  have  been  now  for  about  three  weeks  in  this 
fcene  of  fmoke  and  duft,  and  J  think  the  republic 
of  ht'ers  ftems  to  be  lamentably  upon  the  decline 
m  this  metropolis.  Attorni:s"  clerks,  and  niw  un- 
experienced boy.s  arc  the  chief  crit'c^  we  h.ive  at 
prcfcnt.  With  a  fupercilious  iook.and  pcrr:r.p;ory 
voice,  which  they  have  caught  from  a  few  cf  their 
oracles,  as  dark  and  ignorant  as  thcmfclvcs,  thcfe 
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flriplings  take  npon  them  to  decide  upon  fable, 
charader,  language,  and  fcntiment. 

Ncfcis,  heu  nefc'^  dominx  faftidia  Romac ; 

Credt  inihi,  niniium  Mania  turbafajnt. 
Vith  regard  to  writers,  the  town  fwarms  with 
them;  and  the  aim  of  tliem  all  is  pretty  much  the 
fi.me,  viz.  to  elfvarc  and  furprifc,  as  Mr.  Bays 
fays.  At  the  head  of  ihcfc  ftill  continues  the  In- 
f[)cdor.  As  we  frequently  laughed  together  con- 
cerning this  writer,  v  hen  you  were  laft  in  town, 
I  need  not  here  give  you  a  defciiption  of  his  parts 
and  genius,  I  remember  you  cxpreffed  great 
amazement  at  the  reception  his  effays  fcemed  to 
meet  with  in  all  our  cofFee-houfes;  but  you  mull 
confider,  that  there  arc  artifices  to  gain  fucccfs,  as 
well  as  merit  to  defcrve  it.  The  former  of  thefc 
his  Infpe(51orfliip  is  eminently  pofllffed  ofl';  and, 
fooncr  than  f;ul,  he  will  not  hcfitate.  in  order  to 
make  himfelf  talked  of  at  any  rate,  to  become  moll 
glaringly  ridiculous.  This  anfwcrs  the  purpofcof 
the  bookfjllers,  as  well,  perhaps,  as  Attic  wit; 
and  hence  it  rcfults,  that  they  arc  willing  to  con- 
tinue him  in  their  pay. 

In  the  packet  which  I  have  fcnt  to  you  by  the 
flagr-coach,  you  will  find  a  paper,  called  the  Im- 
pertinent, written  by  hiinftlf.  In  this  curious  piece 
he  has  no'  ftoj)pedat  abufinghisown  dearperfon; 
v.hich  is  the  only  fijbjc(5l  he  has  not  handled  with 
his  ulual  malice;  and  the  reft  of  it  is  made  a  vehi- 
cle for  invcdivc  againft  Mr,  Fielding  and  me.  It 
was  uflicrcd  into  the  world  in  a  pon-.poi's  manner, 
as  if  intended  to  be  Continued;  but  no  fccond  num- 
ber was  ever  publlflied:  and,  to  (liow  you  a  far- 
ther inftance  of  his  fallacy,  he  thence  took  occafion 
to  triumph  over  a  pretender  to  cllay  writing; 
which,  he  would  fain  iufinuatc,  cannot  be  exe- 
cuted by  any  one  but  himfelf. 

This  unfair  dealing,  fo  unworthy  a  man,  who 
afpircs  to  be  a  member  of  the  ferene  republic  of 
letters,  induced  me  to  wave,  for  a  time,  the  deiign 
you  know  I  was  engaged  in,  in  order  to  fecflow  a 
few  lines  upon  tliis  Icribbler  who.  in  my  eyes,  is 
a  diigracc  to  literature.  In  the  fiill  Kcat  of  my 
poetic  fury,  I  formed  the  idea  of  another  Dv.nciacl, 
wbi'-h  I  intended  to  call  after  the  name  of  my  hi- 
ro,  The  HiUiad.  The  firft  book  of  it  you  will  re- 
ceive, among  other  things,  by  the  coach;  and  I 
ihall  be  glad  to  be  favoured  with  your  opinion  of 
it. 

If  it  conduces  to  your  entertainment,  1  (liall  have 
gained  my  end;  for  though  I  have- received  fuch 
provocation  from  this  man,  I  believe  I  fliall  never 
carry  i*  any  further.  1  really  find  fome  involunta- 
ry fcniations  of  conipallion  for  him ;  and  I  cannot 
hflp  thinking,  that,  if  he  could  keep  within  the 
bouuds  of  decency  and  good  manners,  he  would 
be  a  rare  inftance  of  what  may  be  done  by  a  flu- 
rn  :y  of  pciiods,  without  genius,  ftnfe,  or  mean- 
ing. 1  hough  I  am  perfuiided  he  is  quite  incorri- 
gible, I  am  liill  reludant  to  publifli  that  piece  ;  for 
I  would  rather  be  commended  to  pofterity  by  the 
eltgant  and  amiable  mufes,  than  by  the  fatiric  Af- 
ter, politely  called  by  an  eminent  author — the  Icaft 
engaging  of  the  nine. 

On  this  account  I  fliall  proceed  no  further  till 
you  hnvc  favoured  me  with  your  opinion,  by 
which  I  will  ahfolutely  determine  aiyfe^f.    1  l.ppc, 
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cherefore,  y»u  will  periife  it  as  foon  as  you  can  j 
with  convenience,  and  return  it  to  me  by  the  ftage.  ' 
You  may  fhowit  to  Jack  *»***»,  and  toMr.  ****. 
I  am,  with  great  fincerity, 
Dear  *****, 

Your  moft  obidient  humble  fervant, 
London,  i^tb  Dtctinber  1752.  C.  Smart. 

Dbar  Smart, 
The  perufal  of  your  poem  has  given  me  fo  much 
pleafure,  that  I  cannot  poltpone  thanking  you  for 
it,  by  the  firft  opportunity  that  has  offered.  I  have 
read  it  to  the  perfons  you  defired  I  (liould ;  and 
they  approve  the  defign  in  the  higheft  manner. 
I  cannot  conceive  what  fliould  make  you  befitate  a 
moment  about  the  pubhcation ;  and,  to  be  free 
with  you,  you  muft  not  by  any  means  fupprefs  it. 
When  I  fay  this,  I  muft  obferve,  that  I  fliould  be 
glad  to  fee  you  better  employed,  than  in  the  dil- 
iledlion  of  an  infedt ;  but  Cnce  the  work  fliould 
be  done  by  fomebody,  and  fince  you  have  made 
fuch  a  progrefs,  I  muft  take  the  liberty  to  inlift, 
that  you  will  not  drop  this  undertaking, 

Tofpeak  in  plain  terms;  I  look  upon  it  to  be  in- 
difpenfably  incumbent  on  you  to  bring  the  mifcre- 
ant  to  poetic  juftice  :  it  is  what  you  owe  to  the 
caufe  of  learning  in  general,  to  your  alma  mater, 
this  univerfity,  and,'Jet  me  add,  it  is  what  you  owe 
to  yourfeif.  The  world  will  abfolve  you  from  any 
imputation  of  ill-nature,  when  it  is  coi.fidered  that 
the  pen  is  drawn  in  defence  of  your  own  character. 
Give  me  leave,  iipon  this  occafion,  to  quote  a  paf- 
fage  from  the  Spedlator,  which  I  think  pertinent 
to  the  prefent  fubjedl :  "  Every  honeft  man  ought 
•'  to  look  upon  himfelf  as  in  a  natural  ftate  of 
■"  war  with  the  libeller  and  lampooner,  and  to 
*'  annoy  them,  wherever  they  fall  in  his  way.  This 
"  is  but  retaliating  upon  them,  and  treating  them 
"  as  they  treat  others." 

Thus  thought  the  polite  Mr.  Adtlifon,  in  a  cafe 
where  he  was  not  immediarely  concerned:  and  can 
you  doubt  what  to  do,  when  perfonally  attacked  ? 
As  foon  as  the  hilfing  of  the  fnake  is  heard,  fome 
means  fhould  be  devifed  to  crufh  him.  The  ad- 
vice of  VirgU  is — "  Cape  faxa  manu,  cape  robora 
paftor." 

I  can  tell  you  that  your  friends  here  expe(51:  this 
of  you ;  and  we  are  all  unanimous  in  thinking, 
that  a  man  who  has  the  honour  of  belonging  to 
this  learned  univerfity,  and  to  whom  the,  prize, 
for  difplaying  with  a  maftecly  hand  the  attributes 
of  his  Maker,  has  been  adjudged  for  three  years 
fiicceffiveLy,  fliould  not,  on  any  account,  iuffer 
himfelf  tft  be  trifled  with  by  fo  frigid  and  empty  a 
writer.  I  would  have  you  refledl,  that  you 
launched  into  the  world  with  many  circumftances, 
that  raifed  a  general  expectation  of  you,  and  the 
€arly  approbation  of  fuch  a  genius  as  Mr.  Pope, 
for  your  elegant  verfion  of  his  ode,  made  you  con- 
lidered  as  one,  who  might  hereafter  make  a  figure 
in  the  literary  world  ;  and  let  me  recommend  to 
you,  not  to  let  the  laurel,  yet  green  upon  your 
fcrow,  be  torn  off  by  the  profane  hands  of  an  un- 
hallowed hireling.  This,  I  think,  as  is  obferved 
already,  you  owe  to  yourfeif,  and  to  that  univerfi- 
ty which  has  diftinguiflicd  you  with  honour. 

.  Befides  the  motives  of  recaliation,  which  !  have 
urged  for  the  puulicatlon  of  yoar  poem,  I  caanot 
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help  confidering  this  matter  in  a  meral  light,  and 
I  muft  avow,  that  in  my  eyes  it  appears  an  adlion 
of  very  great  merit.  If  to  pull  off  the  mafk  from 
an  impoftor,  and  dete(3:  him  in  his  native  colours 
to  the  view  of  a  long-deluded  public,  may  be 
looked  upon  as  a  fervice  tomankind  (as  it  certain- 
ly is),  a  better  opportunity  never  can  offer  itfelf. 

In  my  opinion,  the  caufe  of  literature  is  in  im- 
minent danger  of  a  total  degeneracy,  fliould  this 
writer's  diurnal  produ(flions  meet  with  further 
encouragement.  Without  draining  hard  for  it,  I 
can  perceive  a  corruption  of  tafte  dilTufing  itfelf 
throughout  the  cities  of  London  and  Weftminfter. 
For  a  clear  vein  of  thinking,  eafy  natural  expref- 
fion,  and  an  intelligible  ftyle,  this  pretender  has 
fubftituted  brifk  queilion  and  anfwer,  pert,  un- 
meaning periods,  ungrammatical  conftrudlion,  un- 
naturul  metaphors,  with  a  profufion  of  epithets, 
inconfiftent,  for  the  moft  part,  with  the  real  or  figu- 
rative meaning  of  his  words  ;  and,  in  fliort,  all  the 
mafculine  beauties  of  ftyle.  are  likely  to  be  ba- 
niflied  from  among  us,  by  the  continuation  of  his 
papers  for  almoft  two  years  together. 

Now,  Sir,  I  fnbmit  it  to  you,  whether  this  may 
not  lead  on  to  a  total  depravity  of  fenfe  and  tafte. 
Should  the  more  fober  at  mtr  coffee-houfes  be  daz- 
zled with  falfe  enibellifltments?  fliould  boys  ad- 
mire this  unnatural  flourilhing  ?  I  do  not  in  the 
leaft  queftion,  but  the  rifing  generation  will  be  to-  -• 
tally  infedted  with  this  ftrange  motley  ftyle  ;  and 
thus  antithefis  and  point  will  be  the  prevailing 
turn  of  the  nation. 

It  is  to  prevent  a  contagion  of  this  fort,  that 
Horace  took  the  pen  in  hand;  for  thi^  Qijintiliait 
favoured  the  world  with  his  eseellent  work.  The 
ingenious  authors  of  France  have  always  attended 
to  this  point.  Truth,  they  infilled,  is  the  very 
foundation  of  fine  writing,  and  that  no  thought 
can  be  beautiful,  which  is  not  juft,  was  their  con- 
ftant  leifen.  To  enforce  thi^  and  preferve  a  manly- 
way  of  thinking,  Boileau  laflied  the  fcribblers  of 
his  time,  and  in  our  own  country  the  Speclators, 
Tatlers,  and  Guardians  have  laboured  for  this  end* 
To  this  we  owe  the  Bathos,  in  which  we  find  ex- 
pofed,  with  the  moft  delicate  traits  of  fatire,  all 
falfe  figures  in  writing  ;  and  finally  to  this  we  owe 
the  Dunciad  of  Mr  Pope. 

Thefe  infianccs,  dear  Smart,  are  fufficient  to 
Juftify  your  proceeding,  and  let  me  tell  you,  that 
a  cultivation  of  tafte  is  a  point  of  more  moment 
than  perhaps  may  appear  at  firft   fight.     In  the 
courfe  of  my  reading,  I  have  obferved  that  a  cor- 
ruption in  morals  has  always  attended  a  decline  of 
letters.     Of  this  Mr.  Pope  feems  to   be  fenfible, 
and,  hence  we  find  in  the  conclufion  of  his  Dun- 
ciad, the  general  progrefs  of  duUnefsover  the  land 
is  the  final  coup  de  grace  to  every  thing  decent, 
every  thing  laudable,  elegant,  and  polite. 
Religion  blufliing  veils  her  facred  fires, 
And  unawares  morality  expires. 
Nor  public  fame,  nor  private  dares  to  (bine. 
Nor  human  fpark  is  left,  nor  glimpfe  divine. 
Lo '.  thy  dread  empire,  chaos  1  isreftor'd. 
Light  dies  before  thy  uncreating  word. 
Thy  hand,  great  Anarch,  lets  the  curtain  fall. 
And  univerfal  darknefs  buries  all.  • 

I  am  aware  that  you  may  anfwer  to  what  ha:! 
been  premifed,  that  the  man  is  not  of  confeijucnce 
K.  iiij 
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'iioii>;h  for  all  this,  and  you  roav  ybfcrve  to  me, 
thai  at  fii  !t  iVlting  out,  I  mj  Iclt  called  hira  by  the 
figurative  and  ty;^cjl  appeliilion  of  an  icfcd. 
Bii''  it  an  inlecfl  ^tis  into  ti>c  funfljine,  and  there- 
Llaz"S,  iljines,  and  buzzes  totheajinoyanteolthofe, 
wh  )  n»ay  be  bHlkin^  tu  the  b  aoi5,  it  is  time  tur 
the  mufcs  wing  ci<  bruih  the  thing  .i«;iy.  Inphtiu 
4iiiy!i;h,tlu-  rapiditV)  u-ith  wh.ch  this  writer  went 
on  1'.  Iii»  jjio^rcU,  u  IS  im  aitonill^iing,  that  I  really 
looked  upon  him  to  be  rcferved  for  the  gitai  in- 
iti  mint  .1  <lulliiei5  in  the  cimipletion  of  her 
work,  which  certainly  niuft  be  accoaiplifhed,  un- 
iel'i  a  fpiedy  ftcp  be  put  to  that  inundation  of  non- 
fcnfe  and  uijinoraiity  with  which  he  has  ovtr- 
wiioinud  the  nation. 

I  h.wi.  mentioned  Immorality,  nor  wiU  I  vetra£t 
the  wind.  Has  he  n^a  attacked,  maiicioufly  at- 
ta'  ked  the  rcpiitatioiiS  of  many  gentlemen,  to 
whom  the  world  has  been  greatly  obliged?— He 
did  not  brandilh  his  goofe-q-uill  for  any  length  oi 
"time,  before  he  uncharged  a  torrent  of  abide  upoi. 
thf  Reverei;d  Mr.  Irancis,  whofe  amiable  cha- 
jracler,  and  valnnbie  tianflation  of  Horace,  have 
endeared  him  b(.th  to  thofe,  who  are,  and  thole 
who  aie  not  acquainted  with  h:m.  Even  beauty 
and  innocence  u  ere  no  fafecuards  againft  his  ca- 
lumny, and  the  loft -eyed  v^rijin  was  by  him  cruel- 
ly obliged  to  filed  tlie  tcrder  lear. 

U|K»n  ilie  tO!i;rKenceineiU  of  the  Covcnt  Garden 
Journal,  Mr.  Fieldir.g  declared  an  huniorous  war 
againft  this  writer,  which  was  intended  to  h< 
carried  with  an  an.icable  pleafantry,  in  older  to 
contribute  to  the  entevtaimnent  of  the  town.  It 
is  nrent  in  every  body's  memory,  liow  the  In- 
fpecftor  behaved  upon  that  occafion.  Confcioui 
jhat  there  was  not  an  atom  of  humour  in  his  com- 
polition.  he  \t?,d  recourfe  to  his  ulual  lliifts,  and 
indantly  difdofed  aprivate  convcrfation;  by  which 
he  reduced  himfelf  to  tl'.e  alternative  mentioned 
by  Mi.  Pope:  "  aiid  if  he  !ie;>  not,  nnirt  at  lealf 
*'  betray."  Throu;!;  all  Mr  Fielding's  inimiiabie 
comic  romanoe^^,  we  perceive  no  luch  ihmg  a* 
pe  fonal  malice,  no  private  characl;er  dragged  into 
light ;  but  every  itroke  is  copied  from  the  volurre 
which  nature  has  untolded  to  him  ,  every  fcene 
of  life  is  by  him  reprefenred  in  its  natural  colours. 
and  every  fpecics  of  fnilv  or  humour  is  ridiculed 
with  the  moft  e.vquifire  touches.  A  genius  like 
this  is  pcriiaps  more  uleful  to  mankind,  than  any 
clafs  of  writers;  he  ferves  to  difpei  all  gloom  from 
our  minds,  to  work  oft"  our  ill-humours  by  the  gay 
fenfjtioni  excited  by  a  well-direcflcd  pleafantry, 
and  in  a  vein  of  mirth  he  leads  his  readers  into  the 
knowledije  of  human  nature;  the  moft  ufeful  and 
pleafing  fcitnce  we  can  apply  to.  .\nd  yet  fo  de- 
ferving  an  author  has  been  mod  grofsly  treated 
by  this  wild  eiVayilt,  and.  not  to  multiply  inflances, 
has  he  not  attei.ipted  lo  raife  tumults  and  divilions 
iu  our  thcitrcs,  contrary  to  all  decency  and  com- 
mon f«".n!e,  a::d  contrary  to  the  practice  of  all  po- 
lite writers,  whofe  chief  aim  has  ever  been  to  clie- 
rilh  harmony  and  good  manners,  and  to  diCufe 
thr(nigh  all  ranks  of  pco^.le  a  juft  rcrineaQcnt  of 
taile  in  all  our  public  entertainmcnt.s .' 

Thefe  ronfideiation*,  deai'  Sir,  prompt  you  to 
the  hlow,  and  will  jollify  it  when  given.  I  believe, 
I  may  venture  to   add,  rever  had  poet  fo  invitir.;; 

*  liibjcffl  for  faurej  Po|>e  himfelf  had  no;  fb  gcud 
i.  -   y 


an  hero  for  his  Dunriad.  Toe  firft  worthy  wK(» 
fat  in  that  throne,  viz.  [..ewis  Theobald  of  dull 
r.emory,  employed  himiilf  in  matters  of  fom< 
utility,  and,  upon  being  dethroned,  the  perfon 
^'ho  fucceeded,  was  oijc,  who  formerly  had  forae 
fcattereii  rays  of  light;  aud  in  molt  of  his  comedies, 
though  whiii.lical  and  rxtiavagunt,  there  are  many 
lliokes  of  drollery  ;  not  to  mention  that  the  Care- 
'els  Hufband  is  a  tinifheil  piece. 

But  in  tlie-hero  of  tlie  Hilliad  all  the  rcquifites 
feem  to  be  united,  without  one  fmgle  exception. 
You  reniemher,  no  doubt,  that  in  the  dilfertatioa 
prefixed  tc^ie  Dunciad  the  efficient  qualities  of  an 
hero  for  the  little  epic  are  mentioned  to  be  vanity, 
impudence,  and  deliauchery.  Thefe  accomplifli- 
ments,  I  apprehend,  are  glaring  in  the  perfoi^ 
you  have  fixed  upon.  As  a  fmgle  and  notable  in- 
Itar.ce  of  the  two  firft,  has  he  not  upon  all  occa- 
fions  joined  himfelf  to  fome  celebrated  name,  fuch 
as"  the  Right  Honourable  the  Earl  of  Orrery,  or 
feme  other  fuch  exalted  charaifler  ?  I  have  fre- 
quently diverted  myfcif  by  comparing  this  pro- 
ceeding to  the  cruelty  of  a  tyrant,  who  ufed  to  tie 
a  living  perfon  to  a  dead  carcafe  j  and  as  to  your 
hero's  debauchery,  there  are,  I  am  told,  many  plea- 
fant  inflances  of  it. 

Add  to  thefe  feveral  fubordinate  qualifications ; 
fuch  as  foppery,  a  furprifing  alacrity  to:get  into 
fcrapes,  with  a  notable  facility  of  e.stiicating  him- 
feb',  an  amazing  turn  for  politics,  a  wonderful 
knowledge  of  herb:>,  minerals,  and  plants,  and  to 
ciovvn  all,  a  comfortable  fliare  of  gentle  duUnefs. 
1  his  gt-ntle  duUnefs  is  not  that  impenetrable  liupi- 
dny,  which  is  remarkable  in  fome  men,  but  it  is 
known  by  that  countenance,  which  Dr.  Garth 
calls  "  demurely  meek,  infipidly  ferene."  It  is 
known  by  a  brif.;  volubility  of  fpeech,  a  lively 
manner  of  faying  nothing  through  an  entire  paper, 
and  upon  alloccafions  by  a  confcious  fimper,  fliort 
insertions  of  witty  remarks,  the  frequent  exclama- 
tion of  wonder,  the  felf-appiauding  ch;t-chat,  and 
the  pkafant  repartee. 

Upon  the  whole,  dear  Smart,  I  cannot  conceive 
what  doubt  can  remain  in  your  mir.d  about  the 
publication  ;  it  is  conferring  on  him  that  ridicule, 
which  his  life,  charafler,  apd  actions  deferve.  I 
ifiall  be  in  town  in  lefs  than  a  fortnight,  when  I 
Ih.all  bring  your  poem  with  me,  and  if  you  will 
give  me  leave,  I  will  help  you  to  fome  notes, 
which  1  think  will  illuftrate  mauy   pailages. 

"  batyr.iruin  ego  (ni  pudet  illa^), 

Adjutor,"  &c.     Juv. 

I  am,  dear  Smart, 
Yours  very  fmcercly, 

Cambridge,  Bn.  zx.  t IS--  "*  "*'*. 

BOOK  I. 

Thou  god  of  jeQ,  who  o'er  th'  ambrofial  bowl, 
Civ'Jt  joy  to  Jove,  wh:l-.-  lau;;hler  iTiakesthe  po!c; 
And  thou,  fair  juftice,  of  immortal  hne, 
Hear,  and  alTift  the  pi  et's  gr..nd  defign. 
Who  aims  at  triumph  by  no  common  ways. 
But  on  the  Uem  of  dullncfs  grafts  the  bays. 
O  thou  whatever  name  delight  thine  ear, 
PiiTip?   poet  1   puffer  I  'pjtherary  1  player  I 
Whor?  bafelefs  fame  by  vanity  is  buoy'd, 
Like  the  huge  eaitfc,  felf-cei-.tet'd  in  the  void,    It 
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Accept  one  partner  thy  own  worth  t'  explore, 
And  in  thy  praife  be  fingular  no  more. 

Say,  mufe,  what  demon,  foe  to  eale  and  truth, 
Firft  irom  the  mortar  dragg'd  th'  advent'rous 

youth. 
And  made  him,  'mongft  the  fcribbling  fons  of  men, 
Change  peace  for  war,  the  peftle  for  the  pen  i 
'Twas  on  a  day  (O  may  that  day  appear 
No  more,  but  lofe  its  ftation  in  the  year. 
In  the  new  ftyle  be  not  its  name  enroll'd, 
But  fhare  annihilation  in  the  oldj !  ao 

A  tawny  Sybil,  whofe  alluring  fong 
Decoy'd  the  'prentices  and  maiden  throng, 
Firft  from  the  counter  young  Hillario  charm'd, 
And  firft  his  unambitious  foul  alarrti'd — 
An  old  llrip'd  curtain  crofs  her  arms  was  flung, 
And  tattcr'd  tap'ftry  o'er  her  ftioulders  hung  ; 
Her  loins  with  patch-work  cin<5ture  were  begirt. 
That  more  than  fpoke  diverfity  of  dirt ; 
With  age  her  back  was  double  and  awry, 
Twain  were  her  teeth,  and  fingle  was  her  eye,    30 
Cold  palfy  fhook  her  head— fhe  feem'd  at  mofl 
A  living  corpfe,  or  an  untimely  ghoft. 
With  voice  fai'-fetch'd  from  hollow  throat  pro- 
found. 
And  more  than  mortal  was  th'  infernal  found. 
"  Sweet  boy,  who  feemft  for  glorious  deeds 
"  defign'd, 
"  O  come  and  leave  that  clyfler  pipe  behind ; 
"■  Crofs  this  prophetic  hand  with  filver  coin, 
*'  And  all  the  wealth  and  fame  I  have  is  thine — " 
She   faid — he    (for   what    {tripling    could   with- 

ftand   ? 
Straight  with  his  only  fixpence  grac'd  her  hand. 
And  now  the  precious  fury  all  her  breail  4I 

At  once  invaded,  and  at-qnce  poffefs'd  ; 
Her  eye  \va:  fix'd  in  an  ecltatic  ftare, 
And  on  her  head  iiprofc  th'  afloniih'd  hair : 
No  more  her  colour  or  her  looks  the  fame, 
Eut  moor.fhine  madnefs  quite  convuls'd  her  frame, 
V.'iiilc,  big  with  fate,  again  fhe  filence  broke, 
And  in  few  v/ords  voluminoully  fpoke. 

■'  In  thefe  three  lines  athwart  thy  palm  I  fee, 
"  Either  a  'ripod,  or  a  triple-tree,  50 

"  For,  Oh  !   I  ken  by  myffceries  profound, 
"  Too  light  to  fink,  thou  never  canll  be  drovvn'd-— 
"  Whatc'er  ihy  end,  the  fates  are  now  at  ftrife, 
"  Yet  ftrange  variety  fliall  check  thy  life — 
"  Thou  grand  dictator  of  each  public  fliow, 
"  Wit,  moralift,  quack,  harlequin,  and  beau, 
•'  Survey  man's   vice,  felf-prais"d,   and    fclf-pre- 

"  ferr'd, 
"  And  be  th'  infpedor  of  th'  infeAed  herd ; 
"  By  any  means  afpire  at  any  ends, 
"  Bafenefs  exalts,  and  cowardice  defends,  60 

"  The  chequer  d  world's  before  thee-~go — fare- 

"  well, 
•'  Beware  of  Irifhmen — and  learn  to  fpell." 
Here  from  her  breaft  th'  infpiring  fury  flew  : 
She  ceas'd— and  inflant  from  his  fight  withdrew. 
Fir'd  with  his  fate,  and  confcious  of  his  worth. 
The  beardlefs  wight  prepar'd  to  fally  forth. 
But  firft  ('twas  jurt,  'twas  natural  to  grieve) 
He  figh'd,  and  took  a  foft  pathetic  leave. 
♦'  Farewell,  a  long  farewell  to  all  my  drugs, 
«'  My  labeli'd  vials,  and  my  letter'd  jugs;  70 

"  And  yon,  ye  bearers  of  no  trivial  charge, 
♦•  Wh'jre  uU  my  Latin ^luuds  infcrib'd  at  large: 


"  Ye  jars,  ye  gallipots,  and  draw'rs  adiew, 
"  Be  to. my  memory  loft,  as  loft  to  view, 
"  And  ye,  whom  1  fo  oft  have  joy'd  to  wipe, 
•'  Th' ear-fifting  fyringe,and  back-piercing  pipe, 
"  Farewell — my  day  of  glory's  on  the  dawn, 
"  And  now— Hillario's  occupation's  gone." 

Quick  with  the  word  his  way  the  hero  made. 
Conduced  by  a  glorious  cavalcade  ;  80 

Pert  petulance  the  firft  attracts  his  eye. 
And  drowfy  dullnefs  flowly  faunters  by. 
With  malice  old,  and  fcandal  ever  knew. 
And  neutral  nonfenfe,  neither  falfe  nor  true. 
Infernal  falfehood  next  approach'd  the  band. 
With  ***,  and  the  Koran  in  her  hand. 
Her  motley  vefture  with  the  leopard  vies, 
Stain'd  with  a  foul  variety  of  lies. 
Next  fpitefnl  enmity,  gangren'd  at  heart, 
Prcfents  a  dagger,  and  conceals  a  dart.  90 

On  th'  earth  crawls  flattery,  with  her  bofom  bare. 
And  vanity  fails  over  him  in  air. 

Such  was  the  group — they  bow'd,  and  they 
adcr'd. 
And  hail'd  Hillario  for  their  fovereign  lord. 
Flufti'd  with  fuccefs,  and  proud  of  his  allies, 
Th'  exulting  hero  thus  triumphant  cries: 
"  Friends,  brethren,  ever  prefent,  ever  dear, 
"  Home  to  my  heart,  nor  quit  your  title  there, 
"  Wliile  you  approve,  afliit,  inftruiSl,  infpire, 
"  Heat  my  young  blood,  and  fet  my  foul  on  fire; 
•'  No  foreign  aid  my  daring  pen  fhall  choofe,    ipr 
"  But  boldly  verfify  without  a  mufe. 
"  I'll  teach  Minerva,  I'll  infpire  the  nine,  T 

"  Great  PhcEbus  fliall  in  confultation  join,  ( 

''  And  round  my  nobler  brew  his  forfeit  laurel  C 
"  twine."  3 

He  faid — and  clamour,  of  commotion  born, 
Rear'd  to  the  Ikies  her  ear-aflli6ling  horn, 
While  jargon  grav'd  her  titles  on  a  block. 
And  ftyl'd  him  M.  D.  Acad.  Budig.  Soc. 

But  now  the  harbingers  of  fate  and  fame,     TIO 
Signs,  omens,  prodigies,  and  portents  came. 
Lo  I  (through  mid-day)  the  grave  Athenian  fowl 
Ey'd  the  bright  fun,  and  hail'd  him  with  a  howl; 
Moths,  mites,   and   maggots,  fleas  (a  numerous 

crew) ! 
And  gnats  and  grubworms  crowded  on  his  view, 
Infedts !  without  the  microfcopic  aid. 
Gigantic  by  the  eye  of  dullnefs  made  ! 
And  ftranger  ftill — and  never  heard  before  ! 
A  wooden  lion  roar'd,  or  feem'd  to  roar.  119^ 

But  (what  the  moft  his  youthful  bofom  warm'd, 
Heighten'd  each  hope,  and  every  fear  d!farni'd_y. 
On  a  high  dome  a  damfel  took  her  ftand. 
With  a  well-freighted  Jordan  in  her  hand. 
Where  curious  mixtures  ftrove  on  every  fide. 
And  folids  found  with  laxer  fluids  vied — 
Lo  !  on  his  crown  the  lotion  choice  and  large 
She  foufed — and  gave  at  once  a  full  dlfcharge. 
Not  Archimedes,  when,  with  confcious  pride, 
I've  found  it  out !  I've  found  it  out  I  he  cried; 
Not  coftive  bardlings,  when  a  rhyme  comes  pat ; 
Not  grave  grimalkin,  when  flie  fmells  a  rat;    131 
Not  the  flirewd  itatefman,  when  he  fcents  a  plot; 
Not  coy  Prudelia,  when  Ihe  knows  what's  what. 
Not  our  own  hero,  when  ( O  matchlefs  hick)  ! 
His  keen  difcernment  found  another  Duck  ; 
With  fuch  ecftatic  tranfports  did  abound. 
As  what  he  Ihiclt  and  iiVf,  and  felc  and  found. 
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"  Yc  Erx!s,  I  think  je  t«  profuGon  free, 

"  'rhu»  to  adorn,  and  thusdiftinguilh  me; 

*'  And  thou,  fair  Cloacina,  whom  I  fcnrc  I40 

"  (Jf  a  deCre  to  plcafe  m  to  defcrvc), 

"  To  you  I'll  confecrate  my  future  lay», 

**  And  on  the  fmoothcft  paper  print  my  foft  cf- 

"  fay»." 
Vo  more  he  fpoke,  but  (lightly  Aid  along,  , 
Efcorted  by  tnc  mifcellaneous  throng. 

And  now,  thou  goddcfs,  whofc  fire-darting  eyes 
Defy  all  diftance,  ajid  tranfpicrcc  the  flcie?, 
To  men  the  councils  of  the  gods  relate, 
And  faithfully  defcribe  the  grand  debate. 

The  cloud-compelling  thund'rer,  at  whofe  call 
The  gods  a/r«nbled  in  tn'  ethereal  hall,  151 

xroin  his  bright  throne  the  deities  addrcft  : 
"  What  impious  noife  diflurbs  our  awful  rcfl, 
"  With  din  profane  affault;  immortal  ears, 
•  And  jars  narfh  difcord  to  the  tuneful  fphcrcs  ? 
*♦  Nature,  my  handmaid,  yet  without  a  flain, 
•*  Has  never  once  produAivc  prov'd  in  vain, 
"  Till  now — luxuriant  and  rcgardlefs  quite 
"  Of  her  divine,  efrrnal  rule  of  ri^t, 
"  On  mere  privation  (he's  htftow  d  a  frame,      1 60 
"  And  dignify'd  a  nothing  with  a  name  ; 
"  A  wretch  devoid  of  ufe,  of  fenfc  and  grate, 
•*  Th'  infolvent  tenant  of  encumber  d  fpace. 

"  Good  is  his  caufe,  and  jufl  is  his  pretence," 
Replies  the  god  of  theft  and  eloquence. 
"  A  hand  nocrcurial,  ready  to  convey, 
"  Ev'n  in  the  prefcnce  of  the  garifb  day; 
"  The  work  an  Knglifh  clalTic  late  has  writ, 
"  And  by  adoption  be  the  fire  of  wit — 
•♦  Sure  to  be,  this  is  to  be  fomcthing — fure,      I70 
"  Next  to  perform,  'tis  glorious  to  procure. 
"  SiTtall  was  th'  exer'ion  of  my  godlike  foul, 
"  When  privately  Apollo's  herd  1  ftoli- ; 
*•  Compar'd  to  him,  v/ho  braves  th'  all-feeing  fun, 
**  And  Doldiy  bids  th'  aftoniih'd  world  look  on." 

Her  approbation  Venus  next  oppref-'d, 
And  on  Hillario's  part  the  throne  addreft. 
"  If  there  be  any  praife  th';  nails  to  pare, 
"  And  in  fcft  rir.glets  wreath  th'  cbftic  hair, 
**  In  talk  and  tea  to  trific  time  away,  180 

"  The  mien  fo  eafy,  and  the  drefs  fo  gay ! 
•*  Can  my  Hillario's  worth  remain  unknown, 
**  With  whom  my  Sylvia  trufbs  hcrfclf  al'inc  ? 
"  With  whom,  fo  pure,  fo  innocent  hi?  life, 
"  The  jealous  hufband  leaves  his  buiorn  wife. 
**  What  though  he  ne'er  affcrae  the  poft  of  Mars, 
••  By  me  difbanded  from  all  amorous  wars ; 
•*  His  fancy  (if  not  perfon;  he  employs, 
"  And  oft  ideal  coontefTes  enjoys ; 

•  '1  hough  hard  his  heart,  yet  beauty  fhall  eontroul, 
"  And  fwcetcn  all  the  rancour  of  hi;  foul;  19! 
«  While  his  black  felf,  Morinda  ever  near, 

"  Shows  like  a  diamond  in  an  tthiop's  ear." 
When    Pallas,   thus :    "  Ccafc,    jrc   inunortals 
"  ccafe, 
"  Nor  rob  f'.Tcne  ftupidity  of  peace  : 
"  Should  Jove  hJmfeif,  in  calculation  mad, 
**  Still  negatives  to  blank  negations  add, 
**  How  could  the  barren  cyphers  ever  breed  ? 

•  Put  notbirg  flill  from  auJii-^g  wonld  proceed; 


"  Raife,  or  icyreb,  or  magnify,  or  blame,        a«* 
"  Inanity  will  ever  be  the  fame.'' 

"  Not  fo  (fays  Phoebus)  my  celeftial  friend, 
'*  Ev'n  blank  privation  has  iu  ufe  and  end ; 
"  How  fwectly  (hadows  recommend  the  light, 
"  And   darknefs  renders   my   own   beams  more 

»  bright! 
"  How  rife  from  filth  the  violet  and  rofe  ! 
"  From  emptincfs  how  foftef^  mufic  fk>ws ! 
"  How  abftnce  to  poffcflion  adds  a  grace, 
■*  And  m'»deft  vacancy  to  all  gives  place  ! 
"  Contraflcd  when  fair  nature's  works  we  fpy, 
"  More    they  allure   the  mind,   and  more  they 
"  charm  the  eye.  an 

"  So  from  Hillario  fome  efTcdl  may  fpring, 
"  Ev'n  him,  that  flight  penumbra  of  a  thing." 
Morpheus  at  length  in  the  debate  awoke, 
And  drowfily  a  few  dull  words  he  fpoke-~ 
Declar'd  Hillario  was  the  friend  ofeafe, 
And  had  a  foporific  pow'r  to  pleafe  ; 
Once  more  Hillario  he  pronounc'd  with  pain, 
But  at  the  very  found  w-as  luU'd  to  fleep  again. 

Momus,  the  laft  of  all,  in  merry  mood,  ii9 

As^ moderator  in  th'  affcmbly  flood, 
"  Ye  laughter-loving pow'rs,  ye  gods  of  mirth, 
"  What  1  not  regard  my  deputy  on  earth  ? 
"  Whofe  chemic  fkill  turns  brafs  to  gold  with  cafe, 
"  And  out  of  Gibber  forges  Socrates; 
"  Whofe  genius  makes  confiftcncies  to  fight, 
"  And  forms  an  union  betwixt  wrong  and  right ; 
"  Who  (five  whole  days  in  fenfelcfs  malice  paft) 
"  Repents,  and  is  religious  at  the  lafl ; 
"  A  paltry  pray'r,  that  in  no  parts  fucceed'-,      JjO 
"  A  hackney  writer,  whom  no  mortal  reads. 
"  The  trumpet  of  a  bafe  defertcd  caufe, 
"  Damn'd  to  tlie  fcandal  of  his  own  applaufe. 
"  While  thus  he  flands*a  general  wit  confcft, 
"  With  all  thefc  titles,  all  thcfe  talents  bleft, 
"  Be  he  by  Jove's  authority  affign'd 
"  The  univerfal  butt  of  aii  mankind." 

So  fpake,  and  ceas'd  the  joy-exciting  god, 
And  Jove  immediate  gave  th' affcnting  nod. 
When  fame  her  adamantine  trump  uprear'd,     24» 
And  thus  th'  irrevocable  doom  dcclar'd, 

"  While  in  the  vale  perennial  fountains  flow, 
"  And  fragrant  zephyrs  mufically  blow  ; 
"  While  tlie  majeftic  fea,  from  pole  to  pole, 
"  In  horrible  magnificence  (hall  roll ; 
"  While  yonder  glorious  canopy  on  high 
"  Shall  overhang  the  curtains  of  the  (ky ; 
'•  While  the  gay  feafons  th'-ir  due  courfe  fliall  rua, 
"  Rul'd  by  the  brilliant  ftars  and  golden  fun  ; 
"  While  wit  and  fool  antagonifts  Ihall  be,  255 

"  And  fenfc,  and  fafie,  and  nature,  (hall  agree ; 
"  \^'hile  love  (hall  live,  and  rapture  (hall  rejoice, 
'*   Fed  by  the  notes  of  Handel,  Amc,  and  Boyce  ; 
"  While  with  joint  force  o'er  humour's  droU  do- 

"  main, 
"  Cervantes,  Fielding,  Lucian,  Swift,  (hall  reign; 
"  While  thinking  figures  frotr.  the  canvafs  Hart, 
"  And  Hogarth  is  the  Garrick  of  his  art ; 
"  So  long  in  grofs  ftupidity 's  extreme 

"  Shall  H II,  th'  arch-dunce,  rcniain  o'er  cvc- 

"  ry  duBcc  fuprcmc." 
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Ver.  I.  As  the  defigTi  of  heroic  poetry  is  to  ce-  I 
lebrate  the  virtues  and  noble  atchievements  of 
truly  great  perforates,  and  conduif^  them  through 
a  feries  of  hardfhips  to  the  completion  of  their 
vifties,  fo  the  little  epic  delights  in  reprefenting, 
vith  an  ironical  drollen,',  the  mock  qualities  of 
thofe,  who,  for  the  benetit  of  thf  laughing  pan  of 
mankind,  are  pleafed  to  become  egregioufly  ri- 
diculous, in  an  affefted  imitation  of  the  truly  re- 
nowned worthies  above-mentioned.  Hence  our 
poet  calls  upon  Alomu?,  at  the  firft  opening  of  his 
poem,  to  convert  his  hero  into  a  jeft.  So  that  in 
the  prelent  cafe,  it  cannot  be  faid,  /a.it  in.:7fr:.7tiu 
•v.rfum,  but,  if  1  may  be  allowed  the  expreflion, 
faat :h:'.'.aiio  lerf-jm  ;  which  may  ferve  to  fhow  our 
author's  temper  of  mind  is  free  from  rancour,  or 
ill-nature.  Notwithrtanding  the  great  incentives 
he  has  had  to  prompt  him  to  this  undertaking,  he 
is  not  actuated  by  the  fpirit  of  revenge ;  and  to 
check  the  fallies  of  fancy  and  humurous  Invention, 
he  further  invokes  the  goddels  Themis,  to  admi- 
jiifter  flriifl  poetic  juftice. 

Vcr.  2.  Several  cavils  have  been  raifed  againft 
this  paffage.  Quinbus  Fleflrin,  the  unborn  poet, 
is  of  opinion  that  it  is  brought  in  merely  to  eke  out 
a  verfe  ;  but  though  in  many  points  I  am  inclined 
to  look  upon  this  critic  as  irrefragable,  I  muft  beg 
leave  at  preftnt  to  appeal  from  his  verdiifl :  and, 
though  Horace  lays  it  down  as  a  rule  not  to  ad- 
mire any  thing,  I  cannot  help  enioying  fo  pleafing 
an  operation  of  the  mind  upon  thi?  occalion.  We 
are  here  prefcnted  with  a  grand  idea,  no  lefs  tlian 
Jupiter  fliaking  his  fides  and  the  heavens  at  the 
fame  time.  '1  he  Pagan  thunderer  has  often  been 
iaid  to  agitate  the  pole  with  a  nod,  which,  in  my 
riiind  gives  too  awful  an  image,  whereas  the 
one  in  quellion  conveys  an  idea  of  him  in  good 
humour,  and  confirms  what  Mr.  Orator  Henlc) 
fays  in  his  excellent  tracts,  that  "  the  deity  is  a 
•'  joyous  being." 

Marfmis  Mccularivs, 
M.  D.  R^y.  So:.  Bur.  Isfc.  Soc. 
Ver.  6.  Much  ]>uz2le  hath  been  cccafioned 
among  the  naturalills  concerning  the  engraftment 
here  mentioned.  Hill's  Natural  Hillory  of  Trees 
and  Plants,  vol.  52.  page  336,  faith  it  has  been 
frequently  attempted,  but  that  the  tree  of  dullnels 
■will  not  admit  any  fuch  inoculation.  He  adds  in 
page  .^59,  that  he  himfelf  tried  the  experiment  for 
two  years  fucceflively,  but  that  the  twig  of  laurel, 
like  a  feather  in  the  Hate  of  eleftricity,  drooped 
and  died  the  moment  he  touched  it.  Nocwith- 
ftanding  this  authority,  it  is  well  known  that  this 
operation  has  been  performed  by  fonie  choice  fpi- 
rits.  Erafmus,  in  his  encomium  on  folly,  fhows 
how  it  may  be  accompliflicd ;  iu  our  own  times 
Pope  and  Garth  found  means  to  do  the  fame  :  and 
■.V  :he  lequtl  of  this  \Toik,  \\e  make  no  doubt  but 


the  ftem  here  mentioned  will  bear  fome  loxnriant 
branches,  like  the  tree  in  Virgil, 

Nee  longum  tempus,  et  ingens 
Exiit  ad  Coclum  ramis  felicibus  arbos, 
Miraturque  aovas  frondes  et  non  fua  Poma. 

Ver.  8.  Pimf^.^  An  old  Englifh  word  for  a  mean 
fellow.     See  Chaucer  and  Spencer. 

Ibid.  Poti.']  Quiiibus  rleflrin  faith,  with  his  cfual 
importance,  '.hat  this  is  the  only  piece  of  juftice 
done  to  our  hero  in  this  work.  To  thi>  alTents  the 
widow  at  Cuper'swho  it  fLcms  is  not  a  little  proud 
of  the  "  words  by  Dr.  Hill,  and  the  mufic  by 
■'  Lewis  Granon,  F.fq."  This  opinion  is  further 
confirmed  by  Major  England,  who  admires  the 
pretty  turns  on  Kitty,  and  Kate,  and  Catharine 
and  Katy,  but  from  thefe  venerable  authorities, 
judicious  reader,  you  may  boldly  dilTent  Mioperi- 

Mjrf.  Mjc. 
Ibid.  Pi^J^r.']  Of  this  talent  take  a  fpecimen.  In 
a  letter  to  himfelf  he  faith  ;  «  you  have  difcovercd 
"  many  of  the  beauties  of  the  ancients ;  they  arc 
"  obliged  to  you ;  we  are  obliged  to  you  ;  were 
•'  they  alive  they  would  thank  you ;  we  whs 
"  are  alive  do  thank  you."  His  conftant  cuftom 
of  running  on  in  this  manner,  occaHon^d  the 
following  epigram, 

Hill  puffs  himfelf,  forbear  to  chide ; 

An  iufecl  vile  and  mean, 
Muft  firft,  he  knows,  be  magnify'd 

Before  it  can  be  feen. 

Ibid.  'Pctf-fcary,  P'.^y'r.']  For  both  thefe,  -cJdt 
Woodward's  letter,  pajp.m. 

Ver.  ic.  The  allufion  here  fcems  fo  be  taken 
from  Ov  d,  who  defcribes  the  earth  fixed  in  the 
air,  by  its  own  ftupidity,  or  -j'ls  ir.crtis  .•— 

Pcndebat  in  aere  tellus, 
Ponderibus  librata  fuis. 

But,  reader,  dilate  your  imagination  to  take  in  the 
much  greater  idea  oi;r  poet  here  prelents  to  vou: 
confider  the  immcnfe  inanity  of  fpace,  and  then 
the  comparative  nochingnefs  of  the  globe,  and  vou 
may  attain  an  adequate  conception  of  our  he'ro'» 
reputation,  and  the  mighty  bafis  it  ftands  upon. 
It  is  worth  obfcrving  here  that  our  author,  q■J.^'ft 
al'iu'^oms.  difplays  at  one  touch  of  his  pen  njore 
know  ledge  of  the  planetary  fyftem.,  than  is  to  be 
found  in  all  the  volumes  cf  the  mathematicians. 

This  note  is  partly  by  Macularius,  and  partly 
by  Mr.  Jinkyns,  Philomath. 

Ver.  13.  Obferve,  gentle  reader,  how  tenderly 
our  author  treats  his  hero  throughout  his  who.'* 
poem  ;  he  does  not  here  impute  his  ridiculous  con- 
duct, and  all  that  train  of  error?  which  have  at- 
t-:r.dtd  his  coniuiamate  vanity,  to  his  own  peivcjft 
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inclinition;  but  with  greater  candour  infinuates  | 
that   fome  demon,  toe  to   Hillario's  repol'c,  firfl 
mifled  his  youthful  imajjination  ;  whicFi  is  a  kind 
«f  apology  for  his  life  and  charadltr.  He  is  not  the 
only  one  who  has  been  f.,duccd  to  his  ruin  in  this 
manner.     Wo  read  it  in  Pope  : 
Some  demon  wli:fp'.r'd — Viilo  have  a  taftc. 
Hence,  then,   arilc  our   hero's  mibfortuncs;    and 
that  the  demon  above  mentioned  was  a  foe  to 
truth,  will  appear    from  Hillario's  notable  talent 
at  milrcprefenting  circumftanccs,  for  which  vide 
all  the  Infpccflors. 

Ver.  17.    Jhis  fccms  to  be  wrote  with  an  eye  to 
a  beautiful  paffagt,-  in  a  very  elegant  poem  : 
Ye  gods  jnnlhilate  both  fpace  and  time, 
And  make  two  lovers  happy. 

The  requed  is  extremely  modcft,  and  1  really  won- 
der it  was  never  complied  with  ;  but  it  mu!l  be 
faid,  in  favour  of  Mr.  Smart,  that  he  is  (lill  more 
reafonablc  in  his  demand;  and  it  appears  by  the 
alteration  in  the  flyle,  that  hi:  fchemc  may  be  re- 
duced to  practice,  though  the  other  is  mighty  fine 
in  theory.  The  Infptdlor  is  of  this  opinion,  and 
fo  i.=i  Monfieur  de  Scaizau. 

Vcr.  26.  Our  author  has  been  extremely  negli- 
gent upon  this  occafion,  and  has  indolently  omit- 
ted an  opportunity  of  difplayiiig  his  talen.  ior  po- 
etic imagery.  Homer  has  delcribcd  the  ihield  ot 
AchillLswirh  alltlie  art  of  his  imagination  ;  Virgil 
has  followed  him  in  this  point ;  and,  indeed,  both 
he  and  Ovid,  fecm  to  be  delighted  when  they  hav: 
cither  a  pi-ifture  to  defcribe.or  feme  reprefentation 
in  the  labours  of  the  loom.  Hence  arifesa  double 
delight ;  we  admire  the  work  of  the  artificer,  anc 
the  poet's  account  of  it ;  and  this  pleafure  Mr. 
Smart  might  have  imprefled  upon  his  readers  in 
this  p:ifll;ge,  as  many  things  were  wrought  intt 
the  tapcllry  here  mentioned.  In  one  part,  our 
hero  was  adminiftering  to  a  patient,  "  and  the 
♦•  frefh  vomit  run:  for  ever  green"  The  theatre  at 
3VIay-fair,  made  a  conlpicuous  figure  in  the  piece  ; 
the  pit  fecmed  to  rife  in  an  uproar ;  the  gallery 
opened  its  rude  throats;  and  apj^lts,  orange^,  and 
halfpence,  flew  about  our  hero's  ears.  The  Mall 
in  St.  James's  Park  was  difplayed  in  a  beautilul 
vifta;  and  you  might  perceive  Hillario,  with  his 

J'anty  air,  waddling  along  in  Mary-le-Bone  Fields, 
le  wa5  dancing  round  a  glow-worm  ;  and,  finally, 
the  Rotunda  at  Ranelagh  filled  the  eye  with  its 
magnificence;  and,  in  a  corner  of  it  flood  a  hard- 
fome  young  fellow,  holdinir  a  perfonage,  drefled 
in  blue  filk,  by  tlie  ear;  "  the  very  woriled  Hill 
"  looked  black  and  blue."  There  were  many  other 
curious  figures;  but  out  of  a  fiiamcful  lazinefs  has 
our  poet  omitted  them.        Polymetuj  Cantntrif^ini/.s. 

Ver.  44.  This  palTage  feems  to  be  an  imitation 
of  the  ijibyl,  in  the  fi.uh  book  of  Virjjil. 

Subito  non  vultus,  non  color  unus 
Nee  comtce  manfeie  coma:— — 
and  is  admirably  exprefli  vc  of  the  witch's  prophetic 
fury,  and   ufhers   in    the  prediction  of   Hillario's 
fortune  with  proper  folcmnity. 

This  note  is  by  one  of  the  ^oHfls,  mentioned 
with  honour  in  the  talc  of  a  tub. 

Ver.  58.  Whennhc  diflemper  fiift  r.nged  among 
tliC  horned  cattle,  the  king  and  council  ordered  a 
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certain  officer  to  fupcrinteiid  the  beads,  and  to  di« 
rciil  that  fuch  as  were  found  to  be  infeded,  fliould 
be  knocked  in  the  head.  This  olTicer  was  called 
the  Infjiee'lor  ;  and  from  thence  I  would  venture  to 
lay  a  wager,  our  hero  derived  his  title. 

lientley,  junior, 
Vcr.  62.  It  is  extremely  probable,  that  our  poet 
is  intimately  acquainted  with  tlie  clafTics  ;  he  Icems 
frequently  to  have  them  in  his  eye  ;  and  fueh  an 
air  of  cnthufiafni  runs  tluough  his  whole  fueech, 
that  the  learned  reader  may  eaCly  perceive  he  has 
taken  fire  at  fome  of  the  prophecies  in  Homer  and 
Virgil.  The  whole  is  delivered  in  breaks  and 
unconneifted  tranfitions,  which  denote  vehement 
emotions  in  the  mind;  and  the  hint  here  concern- 
ing the  Iri(h,is  perfectly  in  the  manmr  of  all  great 
ejuc  poets,  who  generally  give  the  reader  fome 
idea  of  what  is  to  enfue,  without  unfolding  the 
whole.     'Ihus  we  find  in  Virgil : 

Bella,  horrida  bella, 
£t  Tybrim  multo  fpuniantem  fanguine  cemo. 
And  again, 

Alius  Latio  jam  partus  Achille."^. 

And  in  tlie  fequel  of  this  work,  I  believe  it  will 
be  found,  that  as  Aincas  had  another  Achilles  ;  fo 
our  hero  has  had  as  formidable  an  adverfary. 

Ver.  69.  1  he  ingenious  Mr.  L  dcr  fays, 
that  the  following  palTage  is  taken  from  a  work, 
which  he  intends  Ihortly  to  pubiilh  by  fubfcrip- 
tion ;  and  he  has  now  in  the  piei's  a  pamphlet, 
called,  "  Mr.  Smart's  Ufe  and  Ahufe  of  the  Mo- 
■'  deins."  But,  with  his  leave,  this  pafTage  is  part- 
)■  imitated  from  Cardinal  Wolfey's  fpecch,  and 
from  Othello. 

Ver.  8.].  The  train  here  dtfcribed  is  worthy  of 
Millario;  pertnefs,  dullncfs,  fcandal,  malice,  &c. 
being  the  very  conlHtuents  of  an  hiro  for  the  mock 
heroic  :  and  it  is  not  w  ithout  propriety,  that  non- 
lenfe  is  introduced  with  the  epithet  neutral ;  non- 
fenfe  being  like  a  Dutchman,  not  only  in  an  un- 
meaning flupidity,  but  in  the  art  of  prcferving 
a  ftricfl  neutrality.  '1  his  neutrality  may  be  aptly 
explained  by  the  following  epigram  . 

Word-valiant  wight,  thou  great  he-flircw. 

That  wrangles  to  no  end  ; 
Since  nonfenfe  is  nor  falfe  nor  true, 

Thou'rt  no  man's  foe  or  friend. 

Ver.  85.  This  lady  is  defcribcd  with  two  books 
in  her  hand  ;  but  our  author  choofing  to  prcfcrvc 
a  neutrality,  though  not  a  nonfcnfical  one,  upon 
this  occafion,  the  Tories  are  at  liberty  to  fill  up  this 
blank  with  Rapin,  Burnet,  or  any  names  that  will 
fit  the  niches;  and  the  Whigs  may,  if  they  pleafe, 
infert  Echard,  Higgons,  &c.  But  why,  exclaim- 
cth  a  certain  critic,  fhould  falfehood  be  given  to 
Hillario?  Becaufe,  replieth  Macularius,  he  has 
given  many  fpecimcns  of  his  talents  that  way.  Cir.r 
hero  took  it  into  his  head  fome  time  fince  to  tell 
the  world  that  he  caned  a  gentleman,  whom  he 
called  by  the  name  of  Maiio:  what  degree  of 
faith  the  town  gave  him  upon  that  occafion,  may 
be  colledled  froin  the  two  following  lines,  by  a 
certain  wag,  who  fliall  be  namelefs. 

To  beat  one  man  great  Hill  was  fated; 

V.  hat  vczrx  .•"  a  man  that  he  cieatcd. 
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The  following  epigram  may  be  alfo  properly 
inferted  here : 

What  H— II  one  day  fays,  he  the  next  does  deny, 
And  candidly  tells  us — 'tis  all  a  damn'd  lie  :   [ed  ; 
Dear  Doitor — this  candour  from  you  is  notwant- 
For  why  fliould  you  own  it  ?  'tis  taken  for  granted. 

Ver.  91.  Our  hero  is  as  remarkable  for  his  en- 
comiums, where  it  is  bis  intereft  to  commend,  as 
for  his  abufe,   where  he  has  taken  a  diflike ;  but 
from   the   latter  he  is  eafily  to  he  bought  off,  as 
may  be  feen  in  the  following  excellent  epigram  : 
An  author's  wriiings  oft  reveal, 
Where  now  and  then  he  takes  a  meal. 
Invite  him  once  a  week  to  dirmer. 
He'll  faint  you  though  the  vileft  fiuner, 
Have  you  a  imiling,  vacant  face. 
He  gives  you  foul,  expreflion,  grace. 
Swears  what  you  will,  unfwears  it  too  ; 
What  will  not  beef  and  pudding  do  ? 

Ver.  102.  No,  the  devil  a  bit !  I  am  the  only 
perfon  that  can  do  that  I  My  poems,  written  at 
fifteen,  were  done  without  the  afliftance  of  any 
mufe;  and,  better  than  all  Smart's  poetry.  The 
mufes  are  ftrumpets;  they  frequently  give  an  in- 
telle(flual  gonorrhoea;  court  debt  not  paid  ;  I'll  ne- 
ver be  poet  laureat ,  coup  de  grace  unanfwerable ; 
our  foes  Ihall  knuckle ;  five  pounds  to  any  bifhop 
that  will  equal  this ;  Cum  guiacum  for  Latin  lig- 
num vitte  ;  Adam  the  firlV  Dutchman  ;  victorious 
ftroke  for  Old  England  ;  tweedle-dum  and  twee- 
die-dee. 

Oratory-Right-Renfon-Chapel,  Saturday  l^th 

Ja7iuary,  and  old  Jlylefor  e^ver. 

Ver.  108.  Jargon  is   here  properly  introduced 

graving  our   hero's   titles,    which  are   admirably 

brought  into  verfe  ;  but  the  gentleman  who  wrote 

the  \iA  note,    Mr.    Orator  K ley,  takes  um 


As  things  feem  large  which  we  through  mifis  de- 
Dullnefs  is  very  apt  to  magnify.  [fciy, 

Ver.  119.  Not  the  black  lion  in  Sali(bury-co»rt, 
Fleet-ftreet,  where  the  New  Craftfman  is  publifh- 
ed,  nor  yet  the  red  lion  at  Brentford,  but  the 
beaft  of  the  Bedford,  who  may  truly  be  faid  to 
have  been  alive,  when  animated  by  Addifon  and 
Steele,  though  now  reduced  to  the  ftate  of  block- 
headifm,  which  is  fo  confpicuous  in  his  mailer, 
Feczilmis,  inutile  ligrntm.  Bentley,  junior. 

Ver.  127.  Reader,  do  not  turn  up  your  nofe  at 
this  pafl'age.  It  is  much  more  decent  than  Pope's. 
RecoIIedl  what  Swift  fays,  that  a  nice  man  has 
filthy  ideas;  and  let  it  be  confidered,  thisdifcharge 
may  have  the  fame  effedl  upon  our  hero,  as  a  fimi- 
lar  accident  had  upon  a  perfon  of  equal  parts  aod 
genius. 

Renew'd  by  ordure's  fympathetic  force. 
As  oil'd  by  magic  juices  for  the  courfc, 
Vig'rous  he  rifes  from  th'  efHuvia  ftrong. 
Imbibes  new  life,  and  fcoursand  ftinks  along. 

Fope''s  Duncind. 

Ver.  128.  As  foon  as  the  philofopher,  here  men- 
tioned, difcovered  the  modern  fave-all,and  the  new 
invented  patent  blackball,  he  threw  down  his  pipe, 
and  ran  all  along  Piccadilly,  with  his  (hirt  out  of 
his  breeches,  crying  out  like  a  madman,  tv^nxs  \ 
iv^ViKo,  I  which,  in  modern  Engli.'h,  is,  the  job  is 
done  I   the  job  is  done  I  Vetus  Schol. 

Ver.  135.  Hillario,  having  a  mind  to  celebrate 
and  recommend  a  genius  to  the  world,  compares 
him  to  Stephen  Duck;  and,  at  the  clofe  of  a  late 
Infpc(5tor,  cries  out,  "  I  have  found  another  Duck, 
but  who  Ihall  find  a  Caroline  ?" 

Ver.  145.  Our  hero,  for  once,  has  fpoke  truth 

of  himfelf,  for  wh'ch  we  could  produce  the  tefti- 

monies  of  feveral  perfons  of  diftindlion.     Bath  and 

Tunbridgc-v/ells  have,   upon  many  occafions,  tef- 

brage  at  this  paflage,  and  exclaimeth  to^^the  fol-     ^^^^^  ^j^^i^  gratitude  to  him   on  this  head,  as  his 


lowing  effedl :  "  Jargon  is  meant  for  me."  There 
is  more  mufic  in  a  peal  of  marrow  bones  and 
cleavers,  than  in  thefe  verfes. — I  am  a  logician 
upon  fundamentals,  a  rationalift  lover  of  man- 
kande,  Glaftonberry  thorn— huzza,  boys  ! — Wit  a 
vivacious  command  of  all  objefts  and  ideas — I  am 
the  only  wit  in  Great  Britain.  See  Oratory  Tradfs, 
&c    ic,o;,6. 

Patience,  good  Mr.  Orator !  We  are  not  at  lei- 
fure  to  anfwer  thee  at  prefent,  but  mull  obferve, 
that  Jargon  has  done  more  for  our  hero,  than  ever 
did  the  ibciety  at  Bordeaux,  as  will  appear  from 
the  following  extract  of  a  letter  fent  to  Martinus 
Macularius,  by  a  fellow  of  that  fociety  : 

J'ai  bien  regu  la  lettre,  dont  vous  m'avez  fait 
Phonneur  le  I2me  pafle.  A  I'egarde  de  ce  Mon- 
fieur  Hillario,  qui  fe  vante  fi  prodigieufement  chez 
vous,  je  ne  trouve  pas  qu'il  eft  enrolle  dans  notre 
fociete,  et  fou  nom  eft  parfaitment  inconnu  ici. 
J'attends  de  vous  nouvelles,  &.c. 

Ver.  114. 
The  important  objects  of  his  future  fpeculations  I 
O  would  the  fens  of  men  once  think  their  eyes 
And  reafon  given  'em  but  to  ftudy  flies  1 

M.  Macularius. 

Ver.  try.  This  paflage  may  be  properly  illuf- 
trated  by  a  recolledtton  of  two  lines  in  Mr,  Pope's 
Eflay  ou  Criticihn, 


works  have  been  always  found  of  lingular  ufe 
with  the  waters  of  thofe  places.  I'o  this  effedl  alfo, 
fpeaketh  that  excellent  comedian,  Mr.  Henry 
Woodward,  in  an  ingenious  parody—on  bufy,  cu- 
rious, thirfty  fly,  &c. 

Bufy,  curious,  hungry  Hill, 
Write  of  me,  and  write  your  fill. 
Freely  welcome  to  abufe, 
Couldft  thou  tire  thy  railing  mufe. 
Make  the  moft  of  this  you  can  ; 
Strife  is  fliort,  and  life's  a  fpan. 

Both  alike  your  works  and  pay, 
Halten  quick  to  their  decay  ; 
This  a  trifle,  thofe  no  more. 
Though  repeated  to  threefcore. 
Threefcore  volumes,  when  they're  writ. 

Will  appear  at  laft  b 1. 

Ver.  146.  This  invocation  is  perfedlly  in  the 
fpirit  of  ancient  poetry.  If  I  may  ufe  Milton's 
words,  our  author  here  prefumes  into  the  heavens 
an  earthly  gueft,  and  draws  empyreal  air.  Hence, 
he  calls  upon  the  goddefs  to  afllft  his  ftrain,  while 
he  relates  the  councils  of  the  gods,  Virgil,  when 
the  plot  thickens  upon  his  h*«ft,  as  Mi.  Byes  ha.^ 
it,  has  offered  up  his  prayers  a  fecond  time  to  ths 
mufe  ;  and  he  feems  to  labour  under  the  wei^Uv 
of  hii  fu'DJedl.  when  he  cries  out ; 
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Majusopnsmoveo,inajor  rerum  mihinafciturordo. 
This  is  the  cafe  at  prtfent  with  the  writer  of  the 
Hilliad  ;  and  this  peace  of  machinery  will  evince 
the  abfurdity  of  that  Luctetian  docUine,  which 
•flirts,  that  the  gods  are  wrapped  up  in  a  lazy  in- 
dolence, and  do  not  trouble  themfelves  about  hu- 
man affairi'.     The  words  of  Lucretius  are  : 

Omnis  enim  pfr  fc  divuin  natura  necelTe  eft 
Immortali  sevofurnina  cum  pace  truatur, 
Senota  a  rebus  noftris,  disjuu(flaque  longe. 
It  i<i  now  recommended  to  the  editors  of  the  Anti- 
Lucretius,  to  make  ufe  of  this  instance  to  the  con- 
trary, in  the  next  publication  of  this  work. 

iW.  Macnlanus. 

.  Ver.  163.  Jupiter's  fpc-ech  is  full  of  pomp  and 
fblemni'y,  and  is  finely  clofcd  by  a  defcriptioii  of 
our  hero,  who  is  here  faid  to  t;ike  up  a  phue  in 
the  creation  to  no  purpofc.  What  a  different  no- 
tion of  the  end  of  his  exiftence  has  Hillario,  from 
what  we  find  delivered  by  the  excellent  Longinus, 
in  his  Treatife  on  the  Sublime.  The  paflage  is  ad- 
mirable,, tranllated  by  the  author  of  1  he  Flea- 
fures  of  Imagination.  "The  podlike  geiiiufcs  of 
"  Greece  were  well  ailured  that  nature  had  not 
*•  intend'jd  man  for  a  low  fpirited  or  ignoble  bc- 
"  ing;  but  bringing  us  into  life,  and  the  midft  of 
*'  this  wide  univerfe,  as  before  a  multitude  allem- 
"  bled  at  fome  heroic  folemnity,  that  we  might 
"  be  fpedators  of  all  her  niagniticence,  and  can- 
*'  didates  high  in  emulation  for  the  prize  of  glory; 
"  ftie  has  therefore  impjimttd  in  our  fouls  an  in- 
•'  extinguilfiable  love  of  every  thing  great  and  cx- 
•'  alted,  of  every  thing  which  appears  divine  be- 
«•  yond  our  comprchcufion.  Hence,  by  the  very 
"  propenfity  of  nature,  we  are  led  to  admire,  not 
"  little  fprings  or  fliallow  rivulets,  however  clear 
"  and  delicious,  but  tlie  Nile,  the  Rhine,  the  Da- 
"  nnbe,  and  much  mere  than  all  the  ocean."  In- 
flead  of  aiding  upon  this  plan,  Hillario  is  employ- 
ed in  purfuit'ofinlecis  in  Kenfuigton  gardens :  and 
las  ihis  is  all  the  gratitude  he  pays  for  the  being 
conferred  upon  him,  he  is  finely  termed  an  infol- 
vent  ten^int. 

Ver.  169.  Our  hero  has  taken  an  entire  letter 
from  Sir  Thomas  Fitz-Ofliorne,  and,  with  inimi- 
table effrontery,  pubLllied  it  in  his  Infpec^or,  No. 
539,  as  a  producflion  of  his  own.  We  are  inform- 
ed that,  having  been  taxed  with  this  affair,  he  de- 
clares, with  a  great  deal  of  art,  that  it  was  given 
him  by  another  perfon,  to  which  all  we  have  to 
lay  is,  that  the  receiver  is  as  bad  as  the  thief. 

M.  Miiculaiius. 
Ver.  171.  If  our  author  could  be  thought  ca- 
pable of  punning,  I  (hould  imagine  that  the  word 
j'locurc,  in  this  place,  is  made  ufe  of  in  prefe- 
rence to  an  appellation  given  to  our  hero  in  the 
commencement  of  this  poem,  i/s.  a  pimp;  but  the 
reader  will  plcafe  torecollccfl.that  the  term  pimp  is 
not  in  that  paffage  ufed  in  its  modern  acceptation. 
Ver.  172.  Not  fo  faft,  good  poet,  cries  out  in 
this  place  M.  Macubrius.  Wc  do  not  find  that 
Hillario,  upon  any  occafion  whatever,  has  been 
charged  with  Healing  Apollo's  quiver  ;  and  certain 
it  is,  that  thofe  arrows,  which  he  has  fliot  at  all 
l!)C  world,  never  were  taken  from  thence.    But  of 


Mercury  it  is  recorded  by  Ilura.e,  that  he  really 

did  deceive  the  god  of  wit  in  this  manner  : 

Te  hovis  olim  nifi  reddidiffes 

Per  doluin  amotas,  puerum  minacl 

Voce  duin  terret  viduus  pharctra.     Riftt  Apollo. 

Ver.  176.  Venus  rifes  in  this  affembly  quite  ia 
the  manner  attributed  to  her  in  the  ancient  pi>- 
ets ;  thus  we  fee  in  Virgil,  that  (lie  is  all  miidnei-;, 
and,  at  every  word,  breathes  ambrofia  : 

.A^t  noil  Venus  aurea  contra, 

Pauca  refert. 

She  is  to  fpeak  upon  this  occafion,  as  well  as  in 
the  cafe  produced  from  the  ^neid,  in  favour  of  a 
much  loved  foil ;  though,  indeed,  we  cannot  i.iy 
that  Ihe  has  been  quite  fo  kind  to  Hillario,  as  for- 
merly fhe  was  to  ^neas,  it  being  evident  that 
llie  liiis  not  bellowed  upon  him  that  luftre  of  )  outh- 
ful  bloom,  and  that  liquid  radiance  of  the  eye, 
which  die  is  laid  to  have  given  the  pious  Trojan  ; 

-Lumcnque  jucentse 


Purpureuln,  et  lilos  oculis  afllavit  honores. 

On  the  contrary,  Venus  here  talks  of  his  black 
felf ;  which  makes  it  iufpecled,  that  llie  recon- 
ciled herfclf  to  this  hue,  out  of  a  compliment  to 
Vulcan,  of  whom  flie  has  frequent  favours  to  foli- 
cit :  and,  perhaps,  it  maj  ai)pear  hereafter,  that 
flie  procured  a  fv;oid  for  our  hero  from  the  celelli- 
al  blackfmith's  forge.  One  thing  is  not  a  little 
furprifing,  that,  while  Venus  fpeaks  on  the  fide 
of  Hillario,  Ihe  fliouid  omit  the  real  utility  he  has 
been  of  to  the  cauft  of  love,  by  his  experience  as 
an  apothecary ;  of  which  he  himfelf  has  told  us, 
fevcral  have  profited  ;  and  it  lliould  be  remember- 
ed at  the  fame  time,  that  he  acftually  has  employ- 
ed his  perfon  in  the  fervice  of  Venus,  and  has  now 
an  offspring  of  the  amorous  congrefs.  It  is,  more- 
over, notorious,  that  having,  in  his  elegant  lan- 
guage, tafted  of  the  cool  Itream,  he  was  ready  t» 
plunge  in  again  ;  and  therefore  publicly  fet  him- 
felf up  for  a  wife,  and  thus  became  a  fortune-hun- 
ter with  his  pen  ;  and  if  he  has  failed  in  Ills  de- 
fign,  it  is  bec.iufe  the  ladies  do  not  approve  the 
new  fcheme  of  propagation,  without  the  know- 
ledge of  a  man,  which  Hillario  pretcndtd  to  ex- 
plain fo  handi'omcly  in  the  Lucina  fine  concubitu. 
But  the  truth  is,  he  never  wrote  a  fyllable  of  this 
book,  though  he  tranfcribed  part  of  it,  and  fliow- 
ed  it  to  a  bookfeller,  in  order  to  procure  a  higher 
price  for  his  productions.  ^diibus  Flcftiin. 

Ver.  193.  There  is  neither  morality,  nor  inte- 
grity, nor  unity,  nor  univeriality  in  this  poem. 
'I'he  author  of  it  is  Smart.  I  hope  to  fee  a  Smar- 
tead  publilhed ;  I  had  my  pocket  picked  the 
other  day,  as  I  was  going  through  Paul's  Cliurch- 
};ird,  and  I  firmly  believe  it  was  this  little  au- 
thor, as  the  man  who  can  pun,  will  alio  pick  a, 
pocket.  John  Dennis  Junior. 

Ver.  201.  Our  author  does  not  here  mean  X.i 
lift  himfelf  among  the  difputants  concerning  pure 
fpace,  but  the  doclrinc  he  would  advance  is,  that 
nothing  can  come  from  ncuhing.  In  fo  unbelief- 
ing  an  age  as  this,  it  !•<  poffible  this  t*net  may  not 
be  received;  but  if  the  reader  has  a  mind  to  fee 
it  hftiulltJ  at  large,  lie  ma/  find  it  in  Rumgu*-' 
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lius,  vol.  xVi.  paglna  lool.  "  De  hac  re  multum 
"  et  turpiter  hallucinantur  fcriptores  tarn  exerti 
**  quam  dgmeftici.  Spatium  enim  abfolutum  et 
"  rclativum  debcnt  diftingui,  priufquam  diftincSa 
**  efle  poflunt ;  neque  uUa  alia  regula  ad  normam 
"  rei  metaphyfica  quadrabit,  quam  triplex  con- 
"  fideratio  de  fubftantiS  inanitatis,  five  entitate 
"  nihili,  quae  quidem  confideratio  triplex  ad  unam 
"  reduci  poteft  necellitatern;  nempe  idem  fpati- 
"  um  de  quo  jam  latis  dicftum  eft."  This  opinion 
is  further  corroborated  by  the  tradls  of  the  fociety 
at  Bourdcaux.  "  S«1ob  la  diftindlion  entre  les 
"  chofes,  qui  n'ont  pas  de  difference,  il  nous  faut 
"  abfolument  agreer,  que  les  idees,  qui  ont  frappe 
"  I'imagination,  peuvent  bien  etre  effacees,  pour- 
*'  vu  qu'on  ne  Pavife  pas  d'oublier  cet  efpace  im- 
"  menfe,  qui  environne  toute  la  nature,  et  le  fyf- 
"  teme  des  etoiles/'  Among  our  countrymen,  I 
do  not  know  any  body  that  has  handled  this  fub- 
jeifl  fo  well  as  the  accurate  Mr.  Fielding,  in  his 
EITay  upon  Nothing,  which  the  reader  may  find 
in  the  firll  volume  of  his  Mifcellanies ;  but  with 
all  due  deference  to  his  authority,  we  beg  leave 
to  diffent  from  one  affertion  in  the  faid  eflay;  the 
refidence  of  nothing  might  in  his  time  have  been 
in  a  critic's  head  ;  and  we  are  apt  to  believe  that 
ihere  is  a  fomething  like  nothing  in  moft  critics 
heads  to  this  day  ;  and  this  falfe  appearance  mif- 
led  the  exc«llent  metaphyfician  juft  quoted;  for 
nothing,  in  its  -puris  vatitralibys,  as  Gravefend 
defcribes  it  in  his  Experimental  Philofophy,  does 
fubfift  nowhere  fo  properly  at  prefent  as  in  the 
pericranium  of  our  hero.  l\iart.  Macnlarius. 

Ver.  207.  "  Perfons  of  moft  genius,"  fays  the 
Infpedliir,  Friday,  Jan-  -26.  Number  5S7,  "  have, 
",  in  general,  been  the  fondeft  of  mufic.  Sirlfaac 
"  Newton  was  remarkable  for  his  affedlion  for 
"  harmony;  he  was  fcarce  ever  miffed  at  the  be- 
"  ginning  of  any  performance,  but  was  feldom 
*'  feen  at  the  end  of  it."  And,  indeed,  of  this  opi- 
nion is  M.  Macularius :  and  he  further  adds,  that 
if  Sir  Ifaac  was  ftill  living,  it  is  probable  he  would 
be  at  the  beginning  of  the  Infpe(ftor's  liext  fong 
at  Cuper's,  but  that  he  would  not  be  at  the  end 
•f  it,  may  be  proved  to  a  mathematical  demon- 
ftration',  though  Hillario  takgiS  fo  much  pleafure  in 
beating  time  to  them  himfelf,  and  though  he  fo 
frequently  exclaims — very  fine  \  O  fine  1  vaftly 
fine  1 — Since  the  lucubration  of  Friday,  Jan  26. 
has  been  mentioned,  we  think  proper  to  obferve 
here,  that  his  rnfpe<flor(hip  has  the  moft  notable 
talent  at  a  motto — Quinbus  Fleftrin  faith,  "  he  is 
"  a  tartar  for  that ;''  and  of  this,  learned  reader, 
take  a  fpecimen  along  with  you.  How  aptly,  up- 
*n  the  fubjedl  of  mulic,  does  he  bid  his  readers 
pluck  grapes  from  the  loaded  vine  ! 

Carpite  de  plenis  pendentes  vitibus  uvas.       Onjid. 

The  above-mentioned  Quinbu6  Fleftrin  peremp- 
torily fays,  this  line  has  been  cavilled  at  by  fome 
minor  critics,  becaufe  "  the  grapes  are  four;''  and, 
indeed,  of  that  way  of  thinking  is  Maculanus, 
who  hath  been  greatly  aftonifhed  at  the  tafte  of 
Hillario,  in  fo  frequently  cuUmg  from  Valerius 
I'iaccus.  But  he  is  clearly  of  opinion,  that  the 
hnes  from  Weiftead  and  Dennis  are  feleded  with 
great  j'jdgfaent,  and  are  hung  out  as  proper  figns 
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of  what  entertainment  is  to  be  furnllhed  up  to  bis 
cuftomers. 

Ver.  213.  Whatever  mean  opinion  Dr.  Phoe- 
bus may  entertain  of  his  terreftrial  brother,  phyfi. 
cian  and  poet,  on  earth  Hillario  is  talked  of  in  a 
different  manner ;  as  will  appear  from  the  follow- 
ing parody  on  the  lines  prefixed  by  iVIr.  Drydeo 
to  Milton's  Paradife  Loft. 

Three  wife  great  men  in  the  fame  era  bora, 
Britannia's  happy  ifland  did  adorn  : 
Henley  in  care  of  fouls  difpiay'd  his  (kill. 
Rock  flione  in  phyfic,  and  in  both  John  H — II ; 
The  force  of  nature  could  no  farther  go. 
To  make  a  third,  fhe  join'd  the  former  two. 

^inbus  Flejirin, 

Ver.  arp.  The  hypnotic,  or  foporiferous  qua- 
lity of  Hiliario's  pen,  is  manifcft  from  the  fol- 
lowing affeveration,  which  was  publidied  in  the 
New  Crafcfnian,  and  is  a  letter  from  a  tradefmaw 
in  the  city. 

"  SIR, 

"  From  a  motive  of  gratitude,  and  for  the  fake 
of  thole  of  my  fellow-creatures,  who  may  un- 
"  happily  be  afflidled  !  as  I  have  been  for  fome 
"  time  paft,  1  beg  leave,  through  the  channel  of 
"  your  paper,  to  communicate  the  diforderl  have 
"  laboured  under,  and  the  extraordinary  cure  I 
"  have  lately  met  with.  I  have  had  for  many 
"  months  fucceffively  a  flow  nen'ous  fever,  with 
"  a  conftant  flutter  on  my  fpiiits,  attended  with 
"  pertinacious  watchings,twitchingsof  the  nerves, 
"  and  other  grieVous  fymproms,  which  i-educed 
"  me  to  a  mere  (hadow.  At  length,  by  the  in- 
'*  terpoiitioni  Divine  Providence,  a  friend' who 
"  had  himfelf  experienced  it,  advifed  me  to  have 
"  recourfe  to  the  reading  of  the  Infpeiftors.  t 
"  accordingly  took  one  of  them',  and  the  effedl:  it 
"  had  upon  me  was  fuch,  that  I  fell  into  a  profound 
"  fleep,  which  lafted  near  fix  and  thirty  hours. 
"  By  this  I  have  attained  a  more  compofed  habit 
"  of  body  ;  and  I  now  doze  away  almoft  all  my 
"  time;  but,  for  fear  of  a  lethargy,  am  ordered  to 
"  take  them  in  fmaller  quantities.  A  paragraph 
"  at  a  time  now  anfwers  my  purpofe ;  and  under 
"  Heaven  I  owe  my  fleeping  powers  to  the  above- 
"  mentioned  Infpe(5l:<3rs.  I  look  upon  them  to  be 
"  a  grand  foporificum  mirabile,  very  proper  to  be 
"  had  in  all  families.  He  makes  great  allowance 
"  to  thofe  who  buy  them  to  fell  again,  or  to  fend 
"  abroad  to  the  plantations  ;  and  the  above  fa(ft 
"  I  am  ready  to  atteft  whenever  called  upon. 
"  Given  under  my  hand  this  4th  day  of  January, 
*'  I7S3-" 

Humphrey  Roberts,  nveaver  in  Crifpin-firtet^ 
Spltalfields,  oppofite  the  White  Horfe. 

Ver.  225.  Socrates  was  the  father  of  the  trueft 
philofophy  that  ever  appeared  in  the  world  ;  and 
though  he  has  not  drawn  God's  image,  which 
was  rel'erved  for  the  light  of  the  gofpei,  he  has 
at  leaft  given  the  Ihadow,  which  together  with 
I  his  exemplary  life,  induces  Erafmus  to  cry  out, 
Siin&e  Socrates  ora  pre  ?iobis  ;  of  Mr.  Gibber  we 
Ihall  fay  nothing,  as  he  has  faid  abundantly- 
enough  of  himfelf;  but  to  illuftrat-e  the  poet's 
meaning  in  this  paffage,  it  may  be  neceliary  to 
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©bferve,  that  when  the  Britifh  worthy  was  indif- 
poled  fume  time  liucc,  tlie  Iiifpe<llor  did  not  hefi- 
tate  to  prefer  him  to  the  goillike  ancient  philolo- 
pher.     0  tc,  Bullane,  ceiebri felicent 

M.  Maculariui, 

Ver.  22<J.  AUuding  to  his  egregious  talent  at 

diftinclions  without  a  diflcreiice. 

Vcr.  225).  On  every  Saturday  the  florid  Hillario 
becomes,  in  Woodward's  phrate,  a  lay  preacher; 
but  his  fiimlVy,  heavy,  imporcnt  lucubrations  have 
rather  been  of  prejudice  to  the  good  old  caufe  ; 
and  wt  hear  that  there  is  now  preparing  for  the 
prcfs,  by  a  very  eminent  divine,  adefence  ot'Chrif- 
tianity,  agr.inll  the  mitVeprefentations  of  a  certain 
officious  writer;  and  for  the  prefent  we  think 
proper  to  apply  an  epigram,  occafioned  by  a  dil"- 
pute  between  two  beaux  concerning  religion. 

On  grace,  free-will,  and  myft'ries  high, 

Two  wits  hnrangu'd  the  table  ; 
J — n  H — 11  believes  he  knows  not  why, 

Tom  Iv/ears  'tis  all  a  fable. 

Peace,  idiots,  peace,  and  both  agree, 

Tom,  kifs  thy  empty  brother  ; 
Reli:^ion  laughs  at  foes  like  thee. 

But  dreads  a  friend  like  t'  other. 

Ver.  23®.  It  appears  that  the  firft  effort  of  this 
univerfal  genius,  who  is  lately  become  remarkable 
as  the  Bobadil  of  literature,  was  to  excel  in  pan- 
tomime. What  was  the  event  ? — he  was  damned. 
— Mr.  Crofs,  the  prompter,  took  great  pains  to  fit 
him  for  the  part  of  Oroonoko — he  was  damned. — 
He  attempted  Captain  Blandford — he  was  damn- 
ed.— He  adled  Conftant  in  the  Frovok'd  Wife — 
he  was  damned. — He  reprefented  tlie  Botanift  in 
Romeo  and  Juliet,  at  the  Little  Theatre  in  the 
Hay-Market,  under  the  diredion  of  Mr.  Tlie- 
Cibber — he  wa's  damned. — lie  appeared  in  the 
chara^fler  of  Lothaiio,  at  the  celebrated  theatre 
in  iMay-Fair — he  was  damned  there  too.  Mr. 
Crofs,  however,  to  alleviate  his  misfortune,  clia- 
ritabiy  bcftowed  upon  him  a  fifteenth  part  of  his 
own  benefit.  See  the  Gentleman's  Magazine  for 
laft  December,  and  alfo  Woodward's  letter,  pal- 
Jirn. 

Ver.  231.  Notwithftanding  this  affertion  of 
Momus,  our  hero  fro  ,u  qua  tjl,  verecundia,  com- 
paretb  himielf  to  Addifon  and  Steele,  which  oc- 
cafioned  the  following  epigram  by  the  Right  Hon. 

the  Earl  *•-,  addreffed  to  the  Rieht  Hon.  G e 

D— n. 

Art  thou  not  angry,  learning's  great  protcdor, 
To  hear  that  (limfey  author,  the  Infpedor, 
Of  cant,  of  puff,  that  daily  vain  inditer, 
Call  Addifon,  or  Steele,  his  brother  writer  ? 
So  a  pert  H--11  (in  .tfop's  fabling  days) 
Swoln  uj)  with  vanity,  and  fclf-giv'n  praife, 
To  his  huge   neighbour    mountain    mi":ht    have 
faid. 

Sec   (brother) ;    how    \Vc    Mountains  life  the 
"  head  1 

How  great  we  fliow  I  how  awful,  and  how  high, 
♦'  Amidtl  thele  pauUr/  mounts,  that  here  around 
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And  now,  reat!er,  pleafe  to  obferve,  tli'at,  fince  fo 
ingenious  a  nobleman  hath  condefceiidet!  to  take 
notice  of  his  InfpcdorJhip,  Mr.  Smart  doth  not 
need  any  apology  for  the  notice  he  hath  alfo  taken 
of  him.  M.  Mandariui. 

Ver.  23a.  In  a  very  plcafing  account  of  the 
riots  in  Drury-Lane  phiy-houfe,  by  Henry  Field- 
ing, Efq.  we  find  the  following  humorous  defcrip- 
tion  of  our  hero  in  the  charaifler  of  a  trumpeter. 
"  They  all  run  away  except  the  trumpeter,  uho 
having  an  empyema  in  his  fide,  as  well  as  feveral 
dreadtul  bruifes  on  his  breach,  was  taken.  When 
he  was  brought  before  Garrick  to  be  examined,  he 
faid  the  ninnies,  to  whom  he  had  the  honour  to 
be  trumpeter,  had  refented  the  ufe  made  of  the 
monllers  by  Garrick.  That  it  was  unfair,  that 
it  was  cruel,  that  it  was  inhuman  to  employ  a 
man's  own  fubjecTs  againft  him.  That  Rich  was 
lawful  fovereign  over  all  the  monftcrs  in  the  uni- 
verfe,  with  much  more  of  the  fame  kind  ;  all 
which  Garrick  feemcd  to  think  unworthy  of  an 
anfiver;  but  when  the  trumpeter  challenged  him 
as  his  acquaintance,  the  chief  with  great  difdain, 
turned  his  back,  and  ordered  the  fellow  to  be  dif- 
milled  with  full  power  of  trumpeting  again  on 
what  fide  he  plcal'cd."  Hillario  has  fince  trum- 
peted in  the  caufe  of  pantomime  ;  the  gaudy 
fcenery  of  which,  with  grer;t  judgment,  he  difmif- 
fes  from  the  Opera-houfe,  and  faith,  it  is  now  fixed 
in  its  proper  place  in  the  theatre.  On  this  occa- 
fion,  Macularius  cannot  help  exclaiming,  «'  O 
Shakfpeare  1  O  Johnfon  1  rclt,  reft  perturbed  fpi- 
rif:." 

Ver.  253.  The  firft:  of  thefe  gentlemen  may  be 
juftly  looked  upon  as  the  Milton  of  mufic,  and  the 
talent?  of  the  two  latter  may  not  improperly  be 
delineated  by  calling  them  the  Drydcns  of  their 
profcffion,  as  they  not  only  touch  the  firings  of 
love  with  exqnifite  art,  but  alfo,  when  they  pleafe 
reach  the  truly  fublime.  ' 

Ver.  257.  The  opinion  which  I\Ir.  Hogarth  en- 
tertains of  our  hero's  writings,  may  be  ^^ueffed  at 
by  any  one  who  will  take  the  pleafuie  oflooking 
at  a  punt  called  Ceer-ftrcet,  in  which  Hillario's 
critic  upon  the  Royal  Society  is  put  into  a  balket, 
dirc(fled  to  the  trunk-maker  in  St.  Paul's  Ciuirch- 
yard.  I  (hall  nol  only  obferve  that  the  compli- 
ment in  this  paffage  to  Mr.  Hogarth  is  reciprocal, 
and  reflects  a  lullrc  on  Mr.  Garrick,  both  of  them 
having  fimilar  talents,  equally  capable  of  the 
highelt  elevation,  and  of  reprefenting  the  or- 
dinary fcenes  of  life,  with  the  moft  exquifite  hu- 
mour. 

And  now,  candid  reader,  Martinus  IVTacularins 
hath  attended  thee  throughout  the  firft  book  of 
this  molt  dcledlablc  poem.  As  it  is  not  impro- 
bable that  thofc  will  be  inquifitive  after  the  par- 
ticulars relating  to  this  thy  commentator,  he  here 
gives  thee  notice  that  he  is  preparmg  for  the  pref?, 
ftlemoirs  of  Martinus  Macularius,  with  his  tra- 
vels by  fea  and  Lind,  together  with  his  flights 
aerial,  and  defcents  fiibterraneous  &c.  And  in 
the  mean  time  he  bids  thee  farewell,  until  the  ap- 
pearance of  the  fecond  book  of  the  Hilli;:d,  of 
which  we  will  i^yj^cciofa  mhaciila  promet.  And 
lo  as  Terence  fajs,  Fos'uaUte  et  ^lauditi. 
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THE  JUDGMENT  OF  MIDAS. 

A    MASQUE. 

"  Auriculas  Afini  Midas  Rex  habet."  Juv. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 

Apollo. 
Pan. 

TiMOLUs,  God  of  the  Mountain. 

Midas. 

Calliope. 

Melpomfne. 

^!^^°-        XfwoWood-Nymph^. 
Melinoe.  5  J    r  " 

Satyrs,  Sec. 


"FiMOLUs,   Melinoe.  and  Ac  no,  Tivo  Wood- 
Nymphs. 

Timolns. 
Agno,  to-day  we  wear  our  acorn  crown, 
The  parfley  wreath  be  thine  :  it  is  moft  meet 
We  grace  the  prefence  of  thefe  rival  gods 
With  all  the  honour^  of  our  woodland  weeds. 
Thine  was  the  talk,  Melinoe,  to  prepare 
The  turf-built  theatre,  the  boxen  bow'r, 
And  all  the  fylvan  fcenery. 
Melinoe. 

That  talk, 
Sire  of  thefe  fhadcs,  is  done.  On  yefter  eve, 
Afllfted  by  a  thoufand  friendly  fays, 
While  fav'ring  Dian  held  her  glitt'ring  lamp, 
We  ply'd  our  nightly  toils,  nor  ply'd  we  long, 
For  art  was  not  the  miftrefs  of  our  revels, 
'Twas  gentle  nature  whom  we  jointly  woo'd  ; 
She  heard,  and  yielded  to  the  forms  we  taught 
her, 

Yetftill  remain'd  herfelf Simplicity, 

Fair  nature's  genuine  daughters,  too  was  there, 

So  foft,  yet  fo  magnificent  of  mien, 

She  Ihone  all  ornament  without  a  gem. 

The  blithfome  Flora,  ever  fweet  and  young', 

Offer'd  her  various  ftore  :   we  cull'd  a  tVw 

To  robe,  and  recommend  ourdarkfome  verdure, 

Eut  fliunn'd  to  be  luxuriant 

limolus. 

It  was  well. 
Agno,  thy  looks  ate  penfive  :  What  dejecfls 
Thy  pleafure-painted  afpecfl  ?  fweeteft  nymph, 
That  ever  trod  the  turf,  or  fought  the^fliade. 
Speak,  nor  conceal  a  thought. 
Agno. 

King  of  the  woods, 
I  tremble  for  the  royal  arbiter, 
'Tis  hard  to  judge,  whene'er  the  great  contend. 
Sure  to   difpleafe'  the   vanquilh'd  :    When  fuch 

pow'rs 
Contend  the  laurel  with  fuch  ardent  flrife, 
Tis  not  the  fentence  of  fair  equity, 
lit  'tis  their  pleafure  that  is  right  or  wrong". 
Vol.  Xf.  ^ 


'Tis  well  remark'd,  and  on  experience  founded. 
I  do  remember  that  my  fifter  Ida 
(When  as  on  her  own  fhadowy  mount  we  met, 
To  celebrate  the  birth-day  of  the  fpring, 
And  th'  orgies  of  the  May)  would  oft  recount 
The  rage  of  the  indignant  goddefles, 
When  ihepherd  Paris  to  the  Cyprian  queen. 
With  liand  obfequious  gave  the  golden  toy. 
Heaven's  queen,  the  fifter  and  the  wife  of  Jove, 
Rag'd  like  a  feeble  mortal ;  fall'n  flxe  feem'd. 
Her  deity  in  human  paffions  loft ; 
Ev'n  wifdora's  goddefs,  jealous  of  her  form, 
Deem'd  her  own  attribute  her  fecond  virtuCj 
Both  vow'd  and  fought  revenge. 
Agno, 

If  fuch  the  fate 
Of  Iiirn  who  judg'd  aright,  what  muft  be  his 
Wh J  Ib.all  midake  'he  caufe  ?  for  much  I  doubt 
The  (kill  of  Midas,  fmce  his  fatal  wifh. 
Which  Bacchus  heard,  and  curs'd  him  with  the 

gift. 
Yet  grant  him  wife,  to  err  is  human  ftill, 
And  iiiortal  is  the  confequence. 
Melinoe. 

Moft  true. 
Befides,  I  fear  him  partial ;  for  with  Pan 
He  tends  the  ibeep-walks  all  the  live-long  day, 
And  on  the  braky  lawn  to  the  flirill  pipe 
In  awkward  gambols  he  affe<£ls  to  dance. 
Or  tumbles  to  the  tabor — 'tis  not  likely 
That  fuch  an  umpire  fhould  be  equitaijleg 
Unlefs  he  guefs  at  juftice. 

Timolus. . 

Soft — no  more — 
'Tis  ours  to  wifh  for  Pan,  and  fear  from  Phcebu-, 
Whofe  near  approach  I  hear.     Ye  ftately  cedars 
Forth  from  yoiirfummits  bow  yonr  awful  heads. 
And  reverence  the  gods.    Let  my  whole  mountain 

tremble. 
Not  with  a  fearful,  but  religious  awe. 
And  holinefs  of  horror.     You,  ye  winds, 
That  make  fufc  foleran  mufic  'mongft  ths  leaves. 
Be  all  to  ftillnefs  hufh'd  ;  and  thou,  their  echo, 
Liften,  and  hold  thy  peace ;   for  fee  they  come. 

SCE"^^  opens,  and  difcovers  Apollo,  attended  by 
Clio  and  MtLPOMENE,  on  the  right  hand  of 
Midas  and'^h.vi  on  lue  Itft,  ivhom  TimolUS, 
tLKth  Argo  and  MELiNOK,join. 

Midas. 
Be^in,  celeftial  candidates  for  praife, 
Be'^in  the  tuneful  conteft :   I,  meanwhile, 
With  he;idf'jl  notice  and  attention  meet. 
Will  weigh  your  merits,  and  decide  your  caufe, 

yJpollo. 
From  Jove  begin  the  rapturous  fong. 
To  him  our  eru  liefl;  lays  belong, 
■  We  are  his  offspring  all ; 
'Twas  he,  wliofe  looks  fupremely  6rightj 
Smil'd  darkfome  chaos  into  light. 
And  fram'd  this  glorious  ball. 
Pan,. 
Sylvanus,  in  h'S  fhadowy  grove. 
The  feat  of  rural  peace  and  love. 
Attends  my  Di;ric  lays ; 
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iy  th'  altar  on  llie  myrtle  mount, 
Where  plays  the  wood-nymphs  fa v'rite  fount, 
I'll  celebrate  his  praife. 
Ciio. 
Parnaflus,  where's  thy  hoafted  height, 
Where,  Pegafus,  thy  fire  and  flight, 
"Where  all  your  thoughts  lb  bold  and  free, 
Ye  daughter?  ot  Mnemofync  ? 
If  Pan  o'er  Phoebus  can  prevail, 
And  the  great  god  of  verfc  fliould  fail  ? 

Agno. 
From  nature^  works,  ai.d  nature's  laws, 
We  find  delight,  and  feek  applaiife  ; 
The  prattling  dreams  and  zephyrs  bland, 
And  fragraiir  flow'rs  by  zephyrs  fani.'d, 
Tlie  level  lawn^  and  buxoin  bow'rs, 
Speak  nature  and  her  w  jrks  are  ours. 

Mclp'jtnene. 
What  were  r.ll  your  fragrant  hqw'rs. 
Splendid  d;;ys,  and  happy  liours, 
Spline's  verd-int  robe,  'air  Flura's  blufh, 
And  all  the  pofts  of  the  bulh  ? 
Wh.'.t  tiie  piiitings  of  the  grove. 
Rural  tnulic,  mirth,  and  love  ? 
"L.iic  and  ev'ry  joy  would  pall, 
II  Phoebus  Ihone  not  on  them  all. 

Melinoe. 
\Ve  chant  to  Phoebus,  king  of  day. 
The  morning  and  the  evening  lay. 
But  Pan,  each  fatyr,  nymph,  and  fawn, 
Adore  as  laureat  of  the  lawn  ; 
From  peevifh  March  to  joyous  June, 
He  keeps  our  reftlefs  fouls  in  tune, 
Without  his  oaten  reed  and  fong, 
Phoebus,  thy  days  would  feem  too  long. 

Apollo. 
Am  I  not  he,  who  prefcient  from  on  high, 
Send  a  long  look  through  all  futurity  ? 
Am  I  not  he,  to  whom  alone  belong 
The  pow'rs  of  med'cine,  melody,  and  fong  ? 
Diffufely  lib'ral,  as  divinely  blight, 
Zye  of  the  univerle  and  fire  of  light. 

Pan. 
O'er  cots  and  vales,  and  every  fhepherd  fwain, 
In  peaceable  pre-eminence  I  reign  ; 
With  pipe  on  plain,  and  nymph  in  fecret  grove. 
The  day  is  mufic,  and  the  night  is  love. 
I,  bleft  with  tliefe,  nor  envy  nor  Jefire 
Thy  gaudy  chariot,  or  thy  golden  lyre. 

Clio. 
Soon  as  the  dawn  difpels  the  dark, 

Ilkiftrious  Phoebus  'gins  t'  appear, 
Proclaimed  by  the  herald  lark, 

And  ever- wakeful  chanticleer, 
The  PerCan  pays  his  morning  vow, 
And  all  the  turban'd  eafterns  bow. 

Agna. 
Soon  as  the  evening  fliad'-s  advance. 

And  the  gilt  glow-wurm  glitters  fair, 
For  ruftic  gambol,  gibe,  and  dance. 

Fawns,  nymphs,  and  dryads  all  prep.ire, 
Pan  iliall  his  f^-ainsfrom  toil  relieve, 
And  rule  the  revels  of  the  eve. 
Melpome7ie. 
In  numbers  fmooth  as  Callirhoe's  (tream, 
elide  the  filver-tgn'd  Tcrfe  when   ApoUo's  the 
tlicmc^ 
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While  on  his  own  mount  Cypariflus  is  feen, 
And  Daphne  preferves  her  iinmur^'blt  green. 
We'll  hail  Hyperion  with  trariports  lo  long, 
Th*  inventor,  the  patr  n,  and  lubjecfl  of  fong. 

Melinoe. 
While  on  the  calm  ocean  the  Halcyon  fhall  breed, 
And  Syrinx  iliall  figh  with  her  mufical  reed, 
Whiie  fairies,  and  I'atyrs.  and  fawns  fliall  approve, 
The  muGc,  the  mirth,  and  the  life  of  the  gr'  ve. 
So  long  Iliall  our  Pan  be  than  thou  more  divine. 
For  he  flial!  be  rifing  vhen  tliou  flialt  decline. 

Miilas. 
No  more — To  Pan  and  »o  his  beauteous  nymphs 
I  do  adjudge  the  prize,  as  is  moft  due. 

Enter  tiuo  Satyrs,  and  crown  Midas  nvith  a  pair 
df  afs's  ears. 

Apollf. 
Such  rural  honours  all  the  gods  derree, 
To  ihofe  who  fing  like  Pan,  and  judge  like  thee. 

[Evei/Tit  omnet, 

REASON  AND  IMAGINATION. 


Imagination,  in  th»  flight 

Of  young  deiire  and  gay  delight. 

Began  to  think  upon  a  mate; 

As  weary  of  a  fmgle  ftate  ; 

For  fick  of  change,  as  left  at  will. 

And  cloy'd  with  entertainment  ftill, 

She  thought  it  better  to  be  grave, 

To  fettle,  to  take  up,  and  fave. 

She  therefore  to  her  chamber  fped. 

And  thus  at  firft  attir'd  her  head. 

Upon  her  hair,  with  brilliants  grac'd. 

Her  tow'r  of  beamy  gold  ftie  plac'd  ; 

Her  cars  with  pendant  jewels  glow'i 

Of  various  water,  curious  mode. 

As  nature  fports  the  wint'ry  ice. 

In  many  a  vi-himfical  device. 

Her  eye-brows  arch'd  upon  the  ftream 

Of  rays,  beyond  the  piercing  beam  ; 

Her  cheeks  in  matchlefs  colour  high. 

She  veil'd  to  fix  the  gazer's  eye: 

Htr  paps,  as  white  as  fancy  draws, 

Shu  cover'd  with  a  crimfon  gauze  ; 

And  on  her  wings  flie  threw  perfume 

From  buds  of  everlaftiiig  bloom. 

Her  zone,  unglrded  from  her  veil. 

She  wore  acrofs  her  fwelling  breaft; 

On  which,  in  gems,  this  verfe  was  wrought, 

«<  I  make  and  lliift  the  fcenes  of  thought." 

In  her  right  hand  a  wand  Ihe  held. 

Which  magic's  utmolt  pow'r  excell'd  ; 

And  in  her  left  retains  a  chart, 

With  figures  far  furpafling  art. 

Of  other  natures,  funs  and  moons, 

Of  other  moves  to  higher  tunes. 

The  fylphs  and  fylphids,  fleet  as  light, 

The  fairies  of  the  gamefome  night. 

The  mules,  graces,  all  attend 

Her  lervice  to  her  journey's  end  : 

And  fortune,  fometimcs  at  her  han  1 

h  now  the  fav'rite  of  her  band, 

Difpatch'd  before  the  news  to  bear, 

Atid  »U  tb'  adyenturc  to  prepare. 


i 
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Beneath  an  holm-tree's  friendly  (hade, 
Was  reafon's  little  cottage  made ; 
Before,  a  river  deep  and  ftill ; 
Behind,  a  rocky  Ibaring  hill, 
himfelf,  adorn'd  in  feemly  plight; 
Was  reading  to  the  eaftern  light ; 
And  ever,  as  he  meekly  knelt, 
Upon  the  book  of  Wifdom  dwelt. 
The  fpirit  of  the  (hifting  wheel, 
Thus  firit  effay'd  his  pulfe  to  feel.-^ 
*'  The  nymph  lupreme  o'er  works  of  witj 
"  O'er  labour'd  plan  and  lucky  hit, 
"  Is  coining  to  your  homely  cot, 
*•  To  call  you  to  a  nobler  lot ;     , 
**  I,  Fortune,  promife  wealth  and  pow'r, 
*'  By  way  of  riiatrimonial  dow'r  : 
"  Preferment  crowns  the  golden  day, 
"  When  fair  occafion  leads  the  way." 
Thus  ipake  the  frail  capricious  dame, 
When  Ihe  that  fent  the  mefl'age  came.— = 

*'  From  firft  invention's  higheft  fphere- 
"  I,  queen  of  imag'ry  appear  ; 
"  And  throw  myfelf  at  reafon's  feet, 
♦'  Upon  a  Weighty  point  to  treat, 
••  You  dwell  alone,  and  are  too  grave ; 
*•  You  make  yourfelf  too  much  a  Have; 
••  Your  flirewd  dedudliuns  rtin  a  length, 
<'  Till  all  your  fpirits  wafte  their  ftrength  t 
«♦  Your  fav'rite  logic  is  full  clofe ; 
*'  Your  morals  are  too  much  a  dofe ; 
*•  Y'ou  ply  your  ftudies  till  you  rilk 
«  Your  fenfes — you  Ihould  be  more  brilk—* 
<'  The  doiflors  fodn  will  find  a  flaw, 
*•  And  lock  you  up  in  chains  and  ftraw. 
"  But,  if  you  are  inclin'd  to  take 
"  The  gen'rous  offer  which  I  make^ 
•<  I'll  lead  you  from  this  hole  and  ditch, 
"  To  gay  conception's  topmolt  pitch  ; 
•*  To  thofe  bright  plains,  where  crowd  in  fwarms 
•«  The  fpirits  of  fantaltic  forms : 
*'  To  planets  populous  with  elVes; 
•'  To  nature  ftill  above  themfelves, 
«'  By  foaring  to  the  wond'rous  height 
"  Of  notions  which  they  ftill  create  ; 
«'  I'll  bring  you  to  the  pearly  cars, 
•'  By  dragons  drawn,  above  the  ftars ; 
•*  To  colours  of  Arabian  glow  ; 
«'  And  to  the  heart-dilating  lliow 
*'  Of  paintings  which  furmount  the  life  : 
<*  At  once  your  tut'rels  and  your  wife."— 

"  Soft,  foft,"  fays  Reafon,  *'  lovely  friend  ; 

"  Though  to  a  parley  I  attend, 
«  I  cannot  take  thee  for  a  mate  : 
«  I'm  loft  if  e'er  I  change  my  ftate, 
«  But  whenfoe'er  your  raptures  rife, 
"  I'll  try  to  come  with  my  fupplies; 
«'  To  mufter  up  my  fober  aid, 
••  What  time  your  lively  pow'rs  invacje ; 
•'  To  a(St  conjointly  in  the  war 
*'  Of  duUnefs,  whom  we  both  abhor  ; 
*'  And  ev'ry  fally  that  you  make, 
*'  I  muft  be  there  for  conducft's  fake ; 
\"  Thy  correfpondent,  thine  ally  : 
'«  Or  any  thing  but  bind  and  tie— 
"  But,  ere  this  treaty  be  agreed, 
''  Give  me  th^  wacd  and  winged  fteed : 


*'  Take  thou  this  compafs  and  this  rule, 
"  That  wit  may  ceafe  to  play  the  fool } 
"  And  that  thy  vot'ries  who  are  born 
"  For  pralfe,  may  never  link  to  fcorn," 

NEW  Version  of  psalm  cxtvur. 

Hallelujah  I  kneel  and  fing 
Praties  to  the  Keav'nly  King  ; 
To  the  God  fupremely  great. 
Hallelujah  in  the  height. 

Praife  him,  arch-angelic  band. 
Ye  that  in  his  prefence  ftand ; 
Praife  him,  ye  that  watch  and  pray, 
Michael's  myriads  in  array. 

Praife  him,  fun  at  each  extreme. 
Orient  ftreak  and  weftern  beam  ; 
Moon  and  ftars  of  myftic  dance, 
Silv'ring  in  the  blue  expanfe. 

Praife  him,  O  ye  heights  that  foar 
Heav'n  andheav'n  for  evermore  j 
And  ye  ft^eams  of  living  riU 
Higher  yet  and  purer  ftill. 

Let  them  praife  his  glorious  name. 
From  whofe  fruitful  word  they  came  J 
And  they  firft  began  to  be 
As  he  gave  the  great  decree 

Their  conftituent  parts  he  founds 
For  duration  without  bounds  ; 
And  their  covenant  has  feal'd, 
Which  ftiali  never  be  repeal'd. 

Praife  the  Lord  on  earth's  domains : 
Praife,  ye  mutes,  that  fea  contain^j 
They  that  on  the  furface  leap. 
And  the  dragons  of  the  deep. 

Batt'ring  hail,  and  fires  that  glow, 
Streaming  vapours,  plumy  fnow  ; 
Wind  and  ftorm,  his  wrath  incurr'd 
Wing'd  and  pointed  at  his  word. 

Mountains  of  enormous  fcale, 
Every  hill  and  every  vale  ; 
Fruit  trees  of  a  thoufand  dyes. 
Cedars  that  perfume  the  Ikies ! 

Beafts  that  haunt  the  woodland  maze. 
Nibbling  flocks  and  droves  that  gaze  } 
Reptiles  of  amphibious  breed, 
Feather'd  millions  form'd  for  fpeed. 

Kings,  with  Jefiis  for  their  guide. 
Peopled  regions  far  and  wide  ; 
Heroes  of  their  country's  caufe. 
Princes,  judges  of  the  laws. 

Age  and  childhood,  youth  and  maid, 
To  his  name  your  praife  be  paid ; 
For  his  word  is  worth  alone 
Far  above  his  crown  and  throne. 

He  (hall  dignify  the  creft 

Of  his  people,  rais'd  and  bleft ; 

While  we  ferve  with  praife  and  pray'jSj 

All  in  Chrift  his  faiijts  and  heirs. 
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ODE  TO  LORD  BARNARD, 

ON  HIS  ACCESSION  TO  THAT  TITLE. 

"  Sis  licet  felix  ubicunquc  mavis 
*'  Et  memor  nollri."  Hor. 

MiLPOMENE,  who  charm'ft  the  (kits, 

Chieeii  of  th'.-  lyre  and  lute, 
Say,  flia'l  my  noble  patron  rile, 

And  il'.ou,  fwcct  mule,  hf  mute  ? 
Shall  fame,  to  celebrate  liisprail'e, 
Her  loudtlt,  hit'iitd  accents  raife. 

And  all  her  filver  trumps  emj)loy. 
And  thou  reflrsin  thy  tuneful  hand, 
And  thou  an  idle  lilt'ntT  Hand 

Amidit  the  general  joy  : 

Forbid  it,  all  ye  powers  above. 

That  human  hearts  can  try. 
Forbid  it,  gratitude  and  love, 

And  every  tender  tie  : 
M'as  it  nut  he,  whofe  pious  cares 
Upheld  me  in  my  earlieft  years. 

And  chcei'd  me  from  his  ample  (lore,  i 

Who  animated  my  deiign',  i 

In  Roman  and  Athenian  mines. 

To  fearch  for  learning's  ore  ? 

The  royal  hand  my  lord  fliall  raife 

To  nobler  heights  thy  name, 
Who  prnifes  thee,  (liall  meet  with  praife 

Ennobled  in  thy  fame. 
A  difpoiition  form'd  ro  pleafe, 
With  dignity  endcar'd  by  cafe. 

And  grandeur  in  good-nature  loft. 
Have  more  of  genuine  defert. 
Have  more  the  merit  of  the  heart. 

Than  arts  and  arms  can  boalt. 

Can  I  forget  fair  Raby's  *  to^^•er5, 

How  awful  and  how  great ! 
Can  I  forget  fuch  blifsful  bovvers. 

Such  fplendour  in  retreat  1 
Where  me,  ev'n  me,  an  infant  bard, 
Cleveland  f  and  Hope  \  indulgent  heard. 

(Then  fame  I  felt  thy  tirft  alarms) 
Ah,  much  lov'd  pairl^tliough  one  is  fled, 
StiiJ  one  compenfates  for  tlie  dead, 

in  merit  and  in  charms. 

O  more  than  compenfation,  fure  '. 

O  bleflings  on  thy  life  '. 
Long  may  the  tiireefoid  bli'.s  endure. 

In  daughters,  fons,  and  wife  \ 
Hope,  copyiltof  her  mother's  mind. 
Is  lovelied,  liveiieft  of  her  kind, 

Her  fonl  with  every  virtue  teems, 
15v  none  in  wit  or  worth  outdone. 
With  eyes,  that.  Iliining  on  the  fun, 

Defy  his  hrighteft  beams. 

Hark!  charity's  cherubic  voice 

Calls  to  her  numerous  poor, 
And  bids  their  languid  hearts  rejoice» 

And  points  to  Raby's  doorj 

*  His  Lor4//jip''s/lat  in  the  county  of  Durham. 
•f  Her  late  Grace  of  Cleveland, 
%  The  Hsnourable  Mis,  Hope, 


With  open  heart,  and  open  hands. 
There  Hotpitality — llic  ftands, 

\  nymph,  whom  men  and  gods  admire; 
Daughter  of  heavenly  goodiiels  llic, 
Her  filler's  Generofity, 

And  Honour  is  her  fire. 

What  though  my  lord  betwixt  us  lie 

Full  many  an  envious  league, 
Such  vaft  extent  of  fca  and  (ky 

As  even  the  eye  fatigue  ; 
Though  interpofing  ocean  raves, 
And  heaves  his  heaven-alfaulting  waves. 

While  on  the  fliores  the  billows  beat. 
Yet  ftiil  my  gratcKil  mufe  is  free 
To  tune  Ikt  warmeft  drains  to  thee, 

And  lay  them  at  thy  feet. 

Goodnefs  is  ever  kindly  prone 

To  feign  what  fate  denies. 
And  others  want  of  worth  t'  atone, 

Finds  in  herfeif  fupplies  : 
Thus  dignity  itfelf  reftrains. 
By  condi  fcenlion's  filken  reins. 

While  you  the  lowly  niufe  upraife; 
When  fuch  the  theme,  f^i^ean  the  batd. 
Not  to  rejecfl  is  to  rewrfrol 

To  pardon  is  to  praife. 

ODE  TO  LADY  HARRIOT. 

To  Harriot,  ali-accomp!iili*d  fair, 
Begin,  ye  nine,  a  grateful  air  ; 
Ye  graces  join  her  worth  to  tell. 
And  blazon  what  you  can't  excel. 

Let  Flora  rifle  ail  her  bow'is. 
For  fragrant  flirubs,  and  painted  flow'rs. 
And,  in  her  vernal  robes  array'd, 
PrelVnt  them  to  the  noble  inaid. 

Her  brc:ith  fliall  give  them  new  perfume, 

Her  bluihes  Ihall  their  dyes  outbtoom  ; 

The  lily  now  no  more  lliall  hoalt 

Its  whitenefs,  in  her  bofom  loft.  '] 

See  yon  delicious  woodI>ines  rife 
By  oaks  exalted  to  the  ikies, 
So  view  in  Harriot's  matchlefs  mind 
Humility  and  grtatnefs  joiu'd. 

To  paint  her  dignity  and  eafc, 
Form'd  to  command,  and  forinM  to  pleafe. 
In  wreaths exprellive  be  there  wove 
The  birds  of  Venus  and  of  Jove. 

There,  where  th'  immortal  laurel  grows. 
And  there,  where  blooms  the  crimfon  rofe, 
B«  with  this  line  the  chaplet  bound. 
That  beauty  is  with  virtue  crown'd. 

ODE 

TO    THE    EARL    OF    NORTHOMBER t AND. 

On  bis  being  appointed  Lord  Ueiitcnant  of  Ireland, 
prefented  on  ti:t  Birth-day  of  Lord  IVi'u  kn'orth. 

V/hate'er  diftinguifh'd  patriots  rife 
1  he  times  and  manners  to  revife. 

And  drocjiing  merit  raife, 
The  fong  of  triumph  ftill  purfucs 
Their  footlleps,  and  the  moral  mufc  • 
t     Dwells  fwcetl/  on  their  praife. 


It  is  a  taik  of  true  deligkt 
The  ways  of  goodnefs  to  recite. 

And  all  her  works  refin'd ; 
Though  modeft  grcatnefs  under-ratc 
Its  iuitre,  'tis  as  fix'd  as  fate, 

Says  truth  with  mufic  join'd. 
All  hail  to  this  aufpicious  morn, 
When  we,  for  gallant  Warkvvorth  born> 

dur  gratulations  pay: 
Though  virtue  all  the  live-Icng  year 
Refui'e  her  eulogy  to  hear, 

She  muft  attend  to-day. 
All  hail  to  that  tranfcendent  fair, 
That  crown'd  thy  wifhes  with  an  heir. 

And  Mefs'd  her  native  land: 
Still  flioots  thy  undegenerate  line, 
Like  oak  from  oak,  and  pine  from  pine, 

As  goodly  and  as  grand. 
O  how  illuflrious  and  divine' 
Were  all  the  heroes  of  thy  line, 

'Gainfl  Rome's  ambitious- cheat! 
Born  all  thefe  bafe  infidious  arts, 
Which  work  the  mod  in  weakeft  hearts, 

To  dare  and  to  defeat ! 
Live  then  in  triumph  o'er  deceit. 
That  with  new  honours  we  may  greet 

The  houfe  of  arms  and  arts, 
Till  bleft  experience  fliall  evince 
How  fairly  you  prefent  that  prince, 

Who's  fovereign  of  our  hearts. 
In  pity  to  our  filler  ifle, 
With  fighs  we  lend  thee  for  a  while ; 

O  be  thou  foon  rcftor'd ; 
Though  Stanhope,  Haliifax,  were  there, 
We  never  had  a  man  to  fpare 

Our  love  could  lefs  afford. 

THE  SWEETS  OF  EVENING. 
The  fweets  of  evening  charm  the  mind 

Sick  of  the  fultry  tJay ; 
The  body  then  no  more  confin'd. 
But  excrcife  with  freedom  join'd, 

When  Phoebus  fheathes  his  ray. 
While  all  ferene  the  funimer  moon 

Sends  glances  through  the  trees, 
And  Philomel  begins  her  tune, 
Afteria  too  fhall  help  her  foon 

With  voice  of  Ikilful  eafe. 
A  nofegay,  every  thing  that  grows. 

And  mufic,  every  found 
To  lull  the  fun  to  his  repofe  ; 
The  Ikies  are  coloured  like  the  rofe 

With  lively  fi:reaks  around. 
Of  all  the  changes  rung  by  tims, 

None  half  lb  fv/eet  appear 
As  thofe  when  thoughts  themlelves  fubllnie, 
And  with  fuperior  natures  chime 

In  fancy's  higheft  fphere. 

ODE 

TO   A   VIRGINIA    NIGHTINGALE. 

Which  ivas  cured  of  a  Fit  in  the  Bofom  of  a  yon 
Lady,  ivho  ajterivaids  nurfed  the  Author  in  a  d.:i 
gerous  Illnfs. 

Sweet  bird  !  whofe  fate  and  mine  agree, 
As  far  as  proud  hun.aDity 


POEMS.  jfijr. 

The  parallel  will  own ; 
O  let  our  voice  and  hearts  combine, 
O  let  us  fellow-warblers  join, 
Our  patronefs  to  crown. 

When  heavy  hung  thy  flagging  vying, 
When  thou  couldfl  neitlier  move  nor  fing, 

Of  fpirits  void  and  refi,  j 

A  lovely  nymph  her  aidapply'd. 
She  gave  the  blifs  to  heaven  ally'd. 

And  cur'd  thee  on  her  breafl. 

]\Te  too  the  kind  indulgent  maid, 
With  gen'rous  care  and  timely  aid, 

Rcltor'd  to  mirth  and  health; 
Then  join'd  to  hei-,  O  may  1  prove. 
By  friendihip,  gratitude,  and  love, 

The  poverty  of  wealth. 

MARTIAL.     BOOK  I.  EP.  XXVI. 

When  Brutus'  fall  wing'ci  fame  to  Por.:ia  broughtj 
Thofe  arms  her  friends  conceal'd,  her  pafij  on  ibught. 
She  foon  perceiv'd  their  poor  oificious  wiles, 
Approves  their  zeal,  but  at  their  folly  Jin.ies. 
what  Caio  taught,  Heaven  fure  cannot  deny, 
Bcreav'd  of  all,  we  ftill  have  pow'r  to  die. 
Then  down  her  throat  the  burning  coal  convcy'd. 
Go  now,  ye  fools,  and  hide  your  fwords,  fhe  faic. 

ON  A  LA.DY  THROWING  SNOW-BALLS 
AT  HER  LOVER. 

FROM  THE  LATIN   OF   I'ETRONIUS  ASCANIUS. 

When,  wanton  fair,  the  fnowy  orb  you  thiow, 
I  feel  a  fire  before  unknown  in  fnow. 
Ev'n  coldeft  fnow  1  find  has  pow'r  to  warm 
My  breafl,  when  flung  by  Julia's  lovely  arm. 
T'  elude  love's  powerful  arts  I  Ilrive  in  vain, 
If  ice  and  fnov/  can  latent  fires  contain. 
Thefe  frolics  leave  ;  the  force  of  beauty  prove; 
With  equal  pafllon  cool  my  ardent  love. 


FABLES. 
FABLE  L 

THE  WHOLESALE  CRITIC  AND   THE   HOP- 
MERCHANT. 

Hail  to  each  ancient  facred  (hade 

Of  thofe  who  gave  the  mufes  aid, 

Skill'd  verfe  myflerious  to  unfold,  , 

And  fct  each  brilliant  thought  in  gold.        > 

,Hail  Ariftotle's  honoiir'd  llirine,  '' 

And  great  Longinus  hail  to  thine  ; 

Ye  too,  v/hofe  judgment  ne'er  could  fail. 

Hail  Horace,  and  <>uintilian  hail ; 

And,  dread  of  every  Goth  and  Hun, 

Hail  Pope,  and  peerlefs  Addifon. 

Alas  !  by  diiferent  Heps  and  ways. 
Our  modern  critics  aim  at  praile, 
And  raflily  in  the  learned  arts, 
They  judge  by  prejudice  and  parts; 
Fur,  tramp'dby  a  contra<5led  foicl, 
How  fhould  they  comprehend  the  whole  ? 

I  know  of  inar.y  a  deep-learn'd  brother^ 
^Vhy  weighs  one  fcience  by  another, 
And  makes  'morgil  bard    poetic  fchifm^ 
Btcaufe  he  uiidcrllands  ti\e  prifm  ; 
L  in 
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Think"  in  actitenefs he  furpafTcs, 
From  knowledge  of  tli'-  ojtic  glafTcs. 
1  here  arc  tomt  crit'Ciin  the  ration. 
Profoundly  vcrs'd   n  pravi'aiion, 
W/io  lilcc  the  bulky  and  the  j;icat» 
Anrl  jud'-'.-  by  (ji.antify  and  v  rijiht.  _ 
Seine  whf'rc  txircmcly  fkiil'd  in  building, 
Judge  by  proportion,  form,  ana  gilding, 
And  pmife  with  a  fagacious  look 
The  ai  chitcdurc  of  a  book- 

Soon  as  the  hops  arriv'd  from  Kent, 
Forth  to  the  quay  the  merchant  went, 
Went  critically  to  explore 
The  merit  of  the  hops  on  (hore. 
Clofcto  a  bag  he  took  his  landing, 
And  at  a  venture  thruft  his  hand  m  ; 
Then,  with  the  face  of  a  phyfician. 
Their  colour  fcann'd,  and  their  condition; 
He  trufts  his  touch,  his  fmcll,  his  eyes, 
The  goods  at  once  approves  and  buys. 

Catchup,  fo  dextrous,  droll,  and  dry, 
It  happen'd  Catchup  there  was  by, 
Who,  like  •  lago,  arch  on  all, 
Is  nothing,  if  not  critical. 
He  with  a  fncer,  and  with  a  fluug, 
"With  eye  of  hawk,  and  face  of  pug, 
Cry'd,  "  Fellow,  I  admire  thy  fun, 
•'  Thou  moR  judicioufly  hafl  done, 
«'  Who  from  ope  handful  buy'fl  ten  ton. 
«'  Dees  it  not  enter  in  thy  crown 
"  Some  may  be  ma^ildy,  fomc  be  brown, 
"  The  vacancies  with  leaves  fupply'd, 
"  And  fome  half  pick'd,  and  fome  half  dry 
The  merchant,  who  Tom  Catchup  knew, 
(A  merchant  and  a  fcholar  too) 
Said,  "  What  I've  done  is  not  abfurd, 
•«  I  know  my  chap,  and  take  bis  word.— 
"  On  thee,  thou  caviller  at  large, 
"  I  here  retort  thy  random  charge  ; 
"  Who,  in  an  hypcrcritic  rage, 
"  Judgeft  ten  volumes  by  a  page  ; 
"  Whofe  wond'rous  comprchcnfivc  view 
"  Grafps  more  than  Solomcn  e'er  knew; 
«'  With  every  thing^you  claim  alliance, 
"  Art,  trade,  profclli on,  calling,  fcience; 
"   You  mete  out  all  things  by  one  rule, 
"  And  are  an  univerfal  fool. 
<»  Though  fwoln  with  vanity  and  pride, 
•'  You're  but  one  driv'llcr  multiplied, 
"  A  prig — that  proves  himfelf  by  ftarts, 
"  A*  many  dolts— as  there  are  arts." 

^FABLE  II. 


THE  TNGLISH  BtJLL-DOr,,  DtJTCII  MASTIFF, 
AND  Ql'AlL. 

Are  we  not  all  of  race  divine. 

Alike  of  an  immortal  line  ? 

£hall  man  to  man  afford  dcrifion, 

But  for  fome  caiual  divifion  ? 

To  malice  and  to  mifchicf  prone, 

From  climate,  canton,  or  from  zone. 

Arc  all  to  idle  difcord  bent, 

'I'hefe  Kcntllh  men — thofe  men  of  Kent ; 
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"  O,  gentle  lady,  do  not  put  mc  to't, 
"  For  I  am  nothing,  if  not  critical." 

Othello,  Ad  j,  fccnc  5. 


And  parties  and  diftinflinu  make, 
i'or  par'ies  and  diftinclion's  fake. 
Souls  fpiung  from  an  ethereal  flame, 
Ho  CcTcr  clad,  arc  ftill  the  fame  ; 
Nor  fliould  we  judge  the  heart  or  head, 
hy  air  we  breathe,  or  earth  we  tread. 
Dame  nature,  who,  all  meritorious, 
In  a  tiue  Kpglifliman  is  glorious, 
Is  lively,  honell,  brave,  and  bonny. 
In  iMonficur,  'I'affy,  'league  and  Sawnej. 
Give  prejudices  to  the  wind, 
And  let's  be  patriots  of  mankind. 
Bigots,  avaunt !  fcnfe  can't  endure  yc. 
But  falniliOs  fliould  try  to  cure  ye. 
A  fnub-nos'd  dog,  to  fat  inclin'd, 
Of  the  true  hogan-mogan  kind, 
'I'he  favourite  of  an  Englifh  dame. 
Mynheer  Van  Trnmpo  was  his  name. 
One  morning  as  he  chanc'd  to  range, 
Met  honeil  Towzer  on  the  'Change; 
And  whom  have  we  got  here,  1  beg, 
Quoth  he.  and  lifted  up  his  leg ; 
An  ]•  nglifh  dog  can't  take  an  airing, 
But  foreign  fcoundrels  muft  be  (faring. 
I'd  have  your  French  dogs,  and  your  .Spaniflij 
And  all  your  Dutch,  and  all  your  Daniih, 
By  which  our  fpecies  is  confounded. 
Be  hang'd,  be  poifon'd,  or  be  drowned ; 
No  mercy  on  the  race  fufpciScd, 
Greyhounds  from  Italy  excepted  : 
By  them  my  dames  ne'er  prove  big  bellied. 
For  they  poor  toads  are  Farrinellied. 
Well,  of  all  dogs  it  (lands  confcfs'd 
Your  Englifh  bull-dogs  are  the  befl; 
I  fay  it, and  will  fet  my  hand  to't; 
Cambdcn  records  it,  and  I'll  fland  to't. 
'Tis  true  we  have  too  much  urbanity. 
Somewhat  o'ercharg'd  with  foft  humanity; 

The  befl  things  mull  find  food  for  railing. 

And  every  creature  has  its  failing. 

And  who  are  you  .'  rcply'd  Van  Tiump^ 

(Curling  his  tail  upon  his  rump) 

Vaunting  the  regions  of  diftradion. 

The  land  of  party  and  of  fadliog. 

In  all  fair  Europe,  who  but  wc 

For  national  economy ; 

For  wealth  and  peace,  that  have  more  chamr^ 

Than  learned  arts,  or  noify  arms. 

You  envy  us  our  dancing  bogs. 

With  all  the  niufic  of  the  fiogs; 

Joined  to  the  Fretchfcutz'f  bonny  loon, 

Who  on  the  cymbal  grinds  the  tune. 

For  poets,  and  the  inufes  nine, 

Beyond  camparifon  wc  fhine; 

O  how  we  warble  in  our  gizzards. 

With  X  X's,  H  H's,  and  virith  Z  Z's. 

For  fighting — now  you  think  I'm  joking  ; 

Wc  love  it  better  far  than  fmoking. 

Afk  but  our  troops,  from  man  to  boy, 

Who  all  furviv'd  at  Fontenoy. 

'Tis  true,  as  friends,  and  as  allies. 

We're  ever  ready  to  dcvife; 

Our  loves,  or  any  kind  afTiflance, 

That  may  be  granted  at  a  diflancc; 

But  if  you  go  to  brag,  good  bye  t'  yc, 

Nor  dare  to  brave  the  high  and  mighty. 
Wrong  are  you  both,  rejoins  a  quaiL  ' 

Confin'd  vithJn  iu  wiry  jail : 
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Frequent  from  realm  to  realm  I've  rang'd, 
And  with  the  feafons,  climates  chang'd. 
Mankind  is  not  fo  void  of  grace, 
But  good  I've  found  in  every  place  : 
I've  feen  fincerity  in  France, 
Amongft  the  Germans  complaifancc  j 
In  foggy  Holland  wit  may  reign, 
I've  known  humility  in  Spain ; 
Free'd  was  I  by  a  turban'd  Turk, 
Whofe  life  was  one  entire  good  work  ; 
And  in  this  land,  fair  freedom's  boaft. 
Behold  my  liberty  is  loft, 
pefpis'd  Hibernia  have  I  feen, 
Dejecfted  like  a  widovr'd  queen  ; 
Her  robe  with  dignity  long  worn, 
And  cap  of  liberty  v/ere  torn ; 
Her  broken  fife,  and  harp  unftrung, 
On  the  uncultur'd  ground  were  flung  ; 
Down  lay  her  fpear,  defil'd  with  ruft, 
And  book  of  learning  in  the  duft ; 
Her  loyalty  flill  blamelcfs  found, 
And  hofpitality  renown'd : 
Ko  more  the  voice  of  fame  engrofs'd-, 
In  difcontept  and  clamour  loft. — 
Ah  !  dire  corruption,  art  thou  fpread, 
Where  never  viper  rear'd  its  head  ? 
And  didit  thy  baleful  iufluence  fow, 
Where  hemlock  nor  the  nightfliade  grevr, 
Haplefs,  difconfolate,  and  brave, 
Hibernia  1  who'll  Hibernia  fave  ? 
Who  (hall  affift  thee  in  thy  woe. 
Who  ward  from  thee  the  fatal  blow  ? 
*Tis  done,  the  glorious  work  is  done, 
All  thanks  to  Heav'n  and  Hactingtou. 

FABLE  III. 

FASHION  AND  NIGHT. 

"  Quam  multa  prava  atque  injufta  fiunt  moribus.' 

Fashion,  a  motely  nymph  of  yore. 
The  Cyprian  queenifto  Proteus  bore  : 
Various  herfelf  in  various  climes. 
She  moulds  the  manners  of  the  times; 
And  turns  in  every  a^^e  or  nation, 
The  chequer'd  wheel  of  variegation  ; 
True  female  that  ne'er  knew  her  will, 
Still  changing,  though  immortal  ftilL 
One  day  as  tlie  inconftant  maid 
Was  carclefs  on  her  fofa  laid, 
Sick  of  the  fun,  and  tir'd  with  light. 
She  thus  invok'd  the  gloomy  night : 
*♦  Come— thei'e  malignant  raysdeftroy, 
««  Thou  fcreen  of  fhame,  and  rife  of  joy  ; 
"  Come  from  thy  weftern  ambufcade, ' 
"  Queen  of  the  rout  and  mafquerade  : 
*'  Nymph,  without  thee  no  cards  advance, 
**  Without  thee  halts  the  loit'ring  dance  ; 
*'  Till  thou  approach,  all,  all's  reftraint, 
*«  Nor  is  it  fafe  to  game  or  paint ; 
"  The  belles  and  beaux  thy  influence  alk, 
*•  Put  on  the  univerfal  malk. 
*'  Let  us  invert,  in  thy  difguife, 
*«  That  odious  nature,  we  defpife." 
She  ceas'd— the  fable-mantled  dame 
With  flow  approach,  wd  awful,  came; 


And  frownitig  with  ftrcaftic  fttetr, 

Reproach'd  the  female  rioteer  : 

"  That  nature  you  abnfe,  my  fair, 

i<  Was  I  created  to  repair ; 

<<  And  contraft  with  a  inendly  fhade, 

<«  The  pidVures  Heaven's  rich  pencil  made  j 

<<  And  with  my  fleep-alluring  dofe, 

«<  To  give  laborious  art  repofe ; 

«•'  To  make  both  noife  and  adlion  ceafc, 

<'  The  queen  of  fecrecy  and  peace. 

"  But  thou  a  rebel,  vile  and  vain, 

<'  Uiurp'ft  my  lawful  old  domain  ; 

"  My  fceptre  thou  affedt'ft  to  fway, 

"  And  all  the  various  hours  are  day; 

"  With  clamours  of  unreal  joy, 

"  My  fifter  filence  you  deftroy  ; 

•'  The  blazing  lamps  unnatural  light 

"  My  eyeballs  weary  and  affright; 

"  But  if  I  am  allowed  one  Ihade, 

"  Which  no  intrufive  eyes  invade, 

**  There  all  th'  atrocious  imps  of  hell, 

"  Theft,  murder,  and  pollution  dwell : 

"  Thinks  then  how  much,  thou  toy  of  chancfej 

"  Thy  praife  is  likely  worth  t'  inhancc  ; 

"  Blind  thing  that  runn'ft  without  a  guide, 

**  Thou  whirlpool  in  a  rufliing  tide, 

"  No  more  my  fame  with  praife  pollute, 

"  But  damn  jue  into  fome  repute." 

FABLE  IV. 

Where's  the  poker? 

The  poker  loft,  poor  Sufan  ftorm'd. 

And  all  the  rites  of  rage  performed  ; 

As  fcolding,  crying,  fwearing,  fweating', 

Ahufmg,  fidgetting,  and  fretting. 

"  Nothing  but  villany,  and  thieving  ; 

"  Good  heavens  1  what  a  world  we  live  in  J 

"  If  I  don't  find  it  in  the  morning, 

"  I'll  furely  give  my  mafter  warning. 

"  He'd  better  far  fliut  up  his  doors, 

'•  Than  keep  fuch  good  for  nothing  whores  J 

«*  For  wherefoe'er  their  trade  they  drive, 

«*   We  vartuous  bodies  cannot  thrive." 

Well  may  poor  Sufan  grunt  and  groan ; 

Misfortunes  never  came  alone, 

But  tread  each  other's  heels  in  throngs, 

For  the  next  day  flie  loft  the  tongs : 

The  fait  box,  cullender,  and  pot, 

Soon  fhar'd  the  fame  untimely  lot. 

In  vain  fhe  vails  and  xvages  fpent 

On  new  ones — for  the  new  ones  went. 

There'd  been  ((he  fwore),  fome  dev'l  orwitcbia, 

To  rob  or  plunder  all  the  kitchen. 

One  night  (he  to  her  chamber  crept, 

(Where  for  a  month  fhe  had  not  flept ; 

Her  mafter  being,  to  her  feeming, 

A  better  play-fellow  than  dreaming,) 

Curfe  on  the  author  of  thefe  wrongs, 

III  her  own  bed  fhe  found  the  tongs, 

(Hang  Thomas  for  an  idle  joker)  I 

In  her  own  bed  (he  found  the  poker  x 

With  falt-box,  pepper-box,  and  kettle, 

With  ail  the  culinary  metal. 

Be  warn'd,  ye  fair,  by  Sufan's  crolTes, 
Keep  chafte,  and  guard  yourfelves  from  lofTelj, 
For  if  young  girls  delight  in  kilTmg, 
'  i^B  wonder  that  the  poker's  miflbg. 
li  iiij 
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•  FABLE  V. 


THE    WORKS    OF   SMART. 

"  Till  fonie  philofupher  can  find 

*<  A  icrubbing-brufji  to  fcour  the  mind. 


THE  TEA-POT  AND  SCRUBBING-BRUSH. 

A  TAWDRT  tea-pot,  a-la-made, 

"W'here  art  her  utmolt  Ikill  bt-fiow'd, 

Wai  much  eftecmM  for  bein^  old, 

And  on  its  fides  with  red  and  gold 

Strange  healt>  were  drawn,  in  laftc  Cihinefe, 

Andlrighttul  liih,  and  hump-back  trees. 
High  in  an  elegant  bcai-.i'et. 

This  pompous  utenfil  was  fet. 

And  near  it,  on  a  marble  llab, 

Forfaken  by  fomc  careleis  drab, 

A  veteran  fcrubbing-brudi  was  plac'd. 

And  the  rich  fu-  niture  dilgric'd. 

The  tea-pot  loon  began  to  flout, 

And  thus  its  venom  fpouted  out : 

"  Who  from  the  fculjcry  or  y;ird, 

"  Brought  in  this  low,  this  vile  blackguard, 

"  And  laid  in  infolent  politioii, 

"  Among  us  people  of  coi.dition  ? 

*'  Back  to  the  h>'lper  in  the  ftable, 

"  Scour  the  clole-ftool,  or  walh-hijiife  tabic; 

"  Or  clcanfe  fome  horfing  block,  or  plank, 

"  Nor  dare  approach  us  folks  of  rank. 

*'  Turn— brother  coflee-pot,  your  fpout, 

"  Obferve  the  nafty  {linking  lout. 
Who  feems  to  fcorn  my  indignation. 
Nor  pays  due  homage  to  my  falliion  ; 

"  Take,  filver  fugar  dilh,  a  vien-, 

"  And  coufm  cream  pot,  pray  f!o  you. 
"  Pox  on  you  all,"  rejjlics  old  Scrub, 

"  Of  coN-combs  ye  coiifefierate  club; 

"  J^ull  of  impertiDeiicf,  and  prate, 

"   Ye  hate  all  things  thnt  are  fedate. 

"  None  but  fuch  ignorant  infernals, 

"  Judge  by  appearance,  nnd  extrrnals; 

"   Train'd  up  in  toil  and  ufeful  knowledge, 

"  I'm  fellow  of  the  kitchen  college, 

"  And  with  the  mop,  my  old  afl'ociate, 

*'  The  family  affairs  iiegociate 

*'   Am  foe  to  filch,  and  things  obfcenc, 

"  Dirty  by  making  others  clean. 

"  Not  fliir.ing,  yet  I  caufe  to  rtiine, 

'•'  My  rough ncfs  makes  my  neighbours  fine  ; 

*'  You're  fair  without,  but  foul  within, 

*'  With  fliamc  impiegnatcd,  and  fir, ; 

*'  To  you  each  impious  fcandal's  owin"-, 

*<   You  fcteach  goflip's  clack  a  goin". • 

<t  How  Parfon  Tythe  in  fecret  fins. 

<<  And  how  Mifs  Dainty  brought  forth  twins: 

««  How  dear  delicious  Polly  Bloom, 

<<  Ow&t  all  her  fwectncfs  to  perruriie  ; 

''  Though  grave  at  church,  at  .  a.ds  can  bet, 

<<   At  once  a  firude  and  a  coquette. 

"  'Twas  belter  for  each  Britilh  virgin, 

«  When  on  roaft  beef,  Itrong  beer, "and  fturgcon, 

<«  Joyous  to  breakfaft  they  fet  round, 

<'  Nor  were  aiham'd  to  eat  a  pound. 

«'  Thefe  were  the  manners,  thefe  the  ways, 

"  In  good  Queen  Bcfs's  golden  days  ; 

"  Each  damiel  ovvM  her  bloom  and  glee, 

•<  To  wholefome  clbow-greafe,  anil  me, 

^*   But  now  tlicy  centre  all  their  joys  '^ 

"  In  empty  rattle  trap*  and  nolle. 

"  7hu>>  where  the  fates  fend  you,  th'"y  fend 

"■  H;igitious  times,  which  ne'er  v  ill  i'utnd, 


FABLE  VI. 

THE   DUKLLIST. 

What's  lionour,  did  your  iordlliip  fay? 

My  lord,  I  humbly  crave  a  day. 

Tis  dilficult,  and  in  my  mind. 
Like  fubllance,  cannot  bedefin'd. 
It  deals  in  numerous  external?. 
And  is  a  legion  of  infernals ; 
Sometimes  in  riot  and  in  play, 
'  lis  breaking  of  the  Sabbath  day ; 
\^  hen  'tis  confidci'd  as  a  paRion, 
I  deem  it  luft  and  fornication. 
We  pay  our  debts  in  honour's  caufe, 
Lofl  ill  the  breaking  of  the  laws. 
'Tis  for  fome  feltlDi  impious  end. 
To  murder  the  fincerefl  friend  ; 
But  would  you  ;ilfer  all  the  clan. 
Turn  out  an  honourable  man. 
Why  take  a  piftol  from  tiie  rtielf, 
And  fight  a  Ouf-l  with  yourfelf.— 
'  I'vas  on  a  time,  the  Lord  knows  when, 
In  Ely,  oriu  Lincoln  fen, 
A  frog  and  moufe  had  long  difputes, 
r-!eld  in  the  language  of  the  brutes. 
Who  of  a  certain  pool  and  pafture, 
Should  be  the  fovereign  and  mafter. 
Sir,  fayv  the  frog,  and  d--n'd  his  blood, 
I  hold  that  my  i)reten!ion's  good  ; 
Nor  can  a  brute  of  reaf.m  doubt  it. 
For  all  that  you  can  fqueak  about  it. 
Tlie  moufe  averfe  to  be  o'erpower'd. 
Gave  him  the  lie,  and  call'd  him  coward  ; 
Too  hard  for  any  frog's  digeftiou. 
To  have  his  froghuod  call'd  in  quellion  i 
A  bargain  inftantly  was  made. 
No  moufe  of  honour  could  evade. 
On  the  next  morn,  ns  foon  as  light. 
With  defperate  bullrufiie^  to  fight; 
The  moriiing  came- -and  man  to  man, 
The  grand  morioinachy  began; 
Need  I  lecount  how  each  bravado 
Shone  in  motant  and  in  paflado; 
To  what  a  hei^iht  their  ire  they  carry 'd. 
How  ofi  they  thrufted  and  they  parry 'd  ; 
But  as  thefe  champions  kept  difpenling, 
FinefTcs  in  the  art  of  fencing, 
A  furious  vulture  took  upon  her, 
Qiiick  to  decide  this  point  of  honour. 
And,  lawyer  like,  to  mike  an  end  ou't, 
Deveur'd  both  plaintiff  and  defendant. 
Thus,  often  in  our  Britifh  nation 
(I  fpcak  i)y  way  of  application), 
A  lie  direct  to  fome  hot  youth,    • 
The  giving  which  perhaps  was  truth, 
The  treading  on  afcoundrel's  toe. 
Or  d:  ;.liiig  imprudence  a  blow, 
Dil(>iitrs  in  politics  and  law. 
About  a  feather  and  a  ftraw; 
A  thoufand  trilles  not  worth  naming. 
In  whoring,  jockeying,  and  gaming, 
Shall  caufe  a  challenge's  inditing. 
And  fet  two  loggerheads  a  fightinf ; 
Meanv.hile  the  lather  of  dcfpair, 
'i'he  pnnce  of  vanity  and  air, 
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His  querry,  like  an  hawk  difcovering, 
O'er  their  devoted  heads  hangs  hovering, 
Secure  to  get  in  hi«  tuition, 
Thefe  volunteers  for  black  perdition. 

FABLE  VII. 

THE  COUNTRY  SQUIRE  AND  THE  MANDRAKE. 

The  fun  had  rais'd  above  the  mead, 
His  glorious  horizontal  head  ; 
Sad  Philomela  left  her  thoin; 
The  lively  linnets  hymn'd  the  morn. 
And  nature,  like  a  waking  bride. 
Her  blufhes  fpread  on  ev'ry  fide ; 
The  cock  as  ufual  crow'd  up  Tray, 
Who  nightly  with  his  mafter  lay ; 
The  faithful  fpaniel  gave  the  word, 
Trelooby  at  the  Cgnal  flirr'd, 
And  with  his  gun,  from  wood  to  wood. 
The  man  of  prey  his  courfe  purfu'd; 
The  dew  and  herbage  all  around. 
Like  pearls  and  emeralds  on  the  ground  ; 
Th'  uncukur'd  flowers  that  rudely  rife, 
"Where  fmiling  freedom  art  defies  ; 
The  lark,  in  tranfport,  tow'ring  high, 
The  crimfon  curtains  of  the  fky, 
Affedled  not  Trelooby's  mind — 
For  what  is  beauty  to  the  blind  ? 
Th'  amorous  voice  of  fylvan  love, 
Form'd  charming  concerts  in  the  grove  ; 
Sweet  zephyr  figh'd  on  Flora's  breaft. 
And  drew  the  blackbird  from  his  neft ; 
Whiftling  he  leapt  from  leaf  to  leaf; 
But  what  is  mufic  to  the  deaf? 

At  length,  while  poring  on  the  ground. 
With  monumental  look  profound, 
A  curious  vegetable  caught 
His — fomething  fimilar  to  thought : 
Wond'ring,  he  ponder'd,  ftooping  low, 
(Trelooby  always  lov'd  a  Ihow) 
And  on  the  mandrake's  vernal  fiation, 
Star'd  with  prodigious  obfervation. 
Th'  affronted  mandrake  with  a  frown, 
Addrefs'd  in  rage  the  wealthy  clown. 

»  Proud  member  of  the  rambhng  race, 
«'  That  vegetate  from  place  to  place, 
"  Purfue  the  leveret  at  large,  _ 
"  Nor  near  thy  blunderbufs  difcharge. 
"  Difdainfiil  though  thou  look'11.  on  me, 
«'  What  art  thou  or  what  can'ft  thou  be  ? 
«  Nature,  that^mark'd  thee  as  a  fool, 
"  Gave  no  materials  for  the  fchool. 
"  In  what  confills  thy  work  and  fame  ? 
"  The  prefervation  of  the  game. — 
«  For  what?  thou  avaricious  elf, 
"  But  to  deftroy  it  all  thyfelf ; 
•«  To  lead  a  life  of  drink  and  feafl, 
"  T'  opprefs  the  poor,  and  cheat  the  priefl:, 
««  Or  triumph  in  a  virgin  loft, 
«'  Is  all  the  manhood  thou  canfl:  boafl.— 
"  Pretty,  in  nature's  various  plan, 
»'  To  fee  a  weed  that's  like  a  man  ; 
•<  But  'tis  a  grievous  thing  indeed, 
«'  To  fee  a  man  fo  like  a  weed." 
FABLE  VIII, 

THE  BROCADED  GOWN  AND   LINEN  RAG. 

Prom  a  fine  lady  to  her  maid, 
A  gown  defcecded  of  biocade. 


French ! — Yes,  from  Paris — that's  enough. 

That  wou'd  give  dignity  to  fluff. 

By  accident  or  by  dcfign. 

Or  from  fomc  caufe,  I  can't  divine ; 

A  hnen  rag  (fad  fource  of  wrangling)  ! 

On  a  contiguous  peg  was  dangling, 

Vilely  befmear'd — for  late  his  mafter, 

It  ferv'd  in  quality  of  plaifter. 

The  gown,  contemptuous  beholder. 

Gave  a  French  fhrug  from  either  fhoulder. 

And  ruftling  with  emotions  furious, 

Befpoke  the  rag  in  terms  injurious. 

"  Unfit  for  tinder,  lint  or  fodder, 

"  Thou  thing  of  filth  (and  what  is  odder), 

"  Difcardcd  from  thy  owner's  back, 

"  Dar'ft  thou  proceed,  and  j;old  attack  ? 

"  Inftant  away — or  in  this  place, 

"  Bi'gar  me  give  you  coup  de  grace."  , 

To  this;  reply'd  the  honeft  rag. 
Who  lik'd  a  jell,  and  was  a  wag  : 

."  Though  thy  glibe  tongue  without  a  halt  run, 
"  Thou  Ihabby  fecond-hand  fubaltern, 
"  At  once  fo  ancient  and  fo  eafy, 
"  At  once  fo  gorgeous  and  fo  greafy ; 
"  I  value  not  thy  gafconading, 
"  Nor  all  thy  alamode  parading ; 
"  But  to  abftain  from  words  imperiaus, 
"  And  to  be  fober,  grave,  and  ferious. 
"  Though  fays  friend  Horace,  'tis  no  treafon„ 
"  At  once  to  giggle,  and  to  reafon, 
«  When  me  you  leffen,  friend,  you  dream, 
"  For  know  I  am  not  what  I  feem ; 
«  Soon  by  the  mill's  refining  motion, 
"  The  fweetell  daughter  of  the  ocean, 
»  Fair  Medway,  fhall  with  fnov/y  hue, 
"  My  virgin  purity  renew, 
"  And  give  me  reinform'd  exillence, 
"  A  good  retention  and  fubfiftence. 
«<  Then  fhall  the  fons  of  genius  join, 
"  To  make  my  fccond  life  divine. 
"  O  Murray,  let  me  then  difpenfe, 
«  Some  portion  of  thy  eloquence ; 
«  For  Greek  and  Roman  rhetoric  fhine, 

"  United  and  improv'd  in  thine. 

«  The  fpirit  flirring  *  fage  alarms,        < 

«  And  Ciceronian  fweetnefs  charms. 

«  Th'  Athenian  Akenfide  may  deign 

"  To  (lamp  me  deathlefs  with  his  pen. 

"  While  flows  approv'd  by  all  the  nine 

"  Th'  immortal  foul  of  every  line. 

"  Collins,  perhaps,  his  aid  may  lend, 

«  Melpomene's  feledled  friend. 

'<  Perhaps  our  great  Auguftan  Gray 

"  May  grace  me  with  a  Doric  lay  ; 

"  With  fweet,  with  manly  words  of  woe, 

"  That  nervoufly  pathetic  flov/, 

"  What,  Mafon,  may  I  owe  to  you  ? 

"  Learning's  firil:  pride,  and  nature's  too ; 

"  On  thee  flie  caft  her  fweeteft  fmile, 

"  And  gave  thee  art's  corretfting  file; 

"  That  file,  which  with  affiduous  pain, 

"  The  viper  envy  bites  in  vain.— 

"  Such  glories  my  mean  lot  betide, 

"  Hear,  tawdry  fool,  and  check  thy  pride.— 

"  Thou,  after  fcouring,  dying,  turning, 

"  (If  haply  thou  efcape  a  burning) 

*  Demojlhencs, 


ly» 


THE    WORKS    OF   SMART. 


♦«  From  pown  to  petticoat  defccnding, 
w  And  in  a  beggar'?  niuiulc  ending, 
•'  Shalt  in  a  di-nghiil  or  a  ilye, 
«*  'Midft  filth  and  vermin  rot  and  die." 

FABLE  IX. 

MADAM    A.VD    THE    MAGPIE, 

Ye  thunders  roll,  ye  oceans  roar. 

And  wake  the  rough  refounding  fhore ; 

Ye  guns  in  fnioke  and  flames  engage, 

And  fliake  the  ramparts  with  your  rage; 

Boreas  dillend  your  chojiS  and  blow  ; 

Ring,  ring,  ye  bonny  bells  of  Bow; 

Ye  drums  and  rattles,  rend  the  cars, 

Like  twenty  thoufand  Southwark  fairs; 

Bellow  ye  bulls,  and  bawl  ye  bats, 

Encore,  encore,  ye  amorous  cats  : 

In  vain  poor  things  ye  fqueak  a  fquall, 

Soft  Sylvia  (hall  out-tongue  you  all ; 

But  here  fhe  comes— there's  no  relief, 

She  comes,  and  bleffed  are  the  deaf. 

"  A  magpie  T  why,  you're  mad,  my  dear, 

"  To  bring  a  chattering  magpie  here. 

"  A  prating  play-thing,  fit  for  boys — 

*'  You  know  I  can't  endure  a  noifc.— 

*'  You  brought  this  precious  prtfent  fure, 

•'  My  headuch  and  my  cough  to  cure. 

"  Pray  hand  him  in  and  let  him  ftain 

"  Each  curtain,  and  each  counterpane; 

"  Yes,  he  fball  rooft  upon  my  toilet, 

"  Or  on  my  pillow— he  can't  fpoil  it : 

•*  He'll  only  make  me  catch  my  death.— 

"  O  heavens !  for  a  little  breath  !— 

"  Thank  God,  I  never  knew  refcntment, 

'*  But  am  all  patience  and  contentment, 

•'  Or  elfe,  you  paltry  knave,  I  fhould 

♦•  (As  any  other  woman  would) 

"  Wring  off  his  neck,  and  down  your  gullet 

"  Cram  it  by  way  of  chick  or  pullet. — 

"  Well,  I  muft  lock  up  all  my  ring.s, 

«  My  jewels,  and  my  curious  things : 

"  My  Chinefe  toys  maft  go  to  pot; 

"  My  dear,  my  pinchbecks — and  what  not? 

•«  For  all  your  magpies  are,  like  lawyers, 

"  At  once  thieves,  brawlers,  and  deftroyers.- 

"  You  for  a  wife  have  fearch'd  the  globe, 

"  You've  got  a  very  female  Job, 

"  Pattern  of  love,  and  peace  and  unity, 

««  Or  how  could  you  expeA  impunity  ? 

"  O  Lord  !  this  nally  thing  will  bite, 

*'  And  fcratch  and  clapper,  claw  and  fight. 

♦<  O  monftrous  wretch,  thus  to  dcvile, 

•'  To  tear  out  your  poor  Sylvia's  eyes. 

"  You're  a  fine  Popifh  plot  purfuing, 

"  By  prefents  to  afledl  my  ruin  ; 

«  And  thus  for  good  are  ill  retorting  ' 

«'  To  me,  who  brought  you  fuch  a  fortune ; 

♦'  To  me,  you  low-liv'd  clown,  to  me, 

«<  Who  came  of  fuch  a  family; 

"  Me,  who  for  age  to  age  poffcfs'd 

«'  A  lion  rampant  on  my  crell ; 

««  Me,  who  have  fill'd  your  empty  coffers, 

"  Mc,  who'd  fo  many  better  offers ; 

"  And  is  my  merit  thus  regarded, 

»»  Cuckold,  my  virtue  thus  rewarded. 

"  O  'tis  paft  fufferancc — Mary — Mary, 

"  1  faint^—thc  citcron,  or  the  clary. 


The  poor  man,  who  had  bought  the  creature^ 
Out  of  pure  conjugal  good-nature, 
Stood  at  this  violent  attack. 
Like  ftatues  made  by  Roubilliac, 
Though  lomi'd  beyond  all  fkiil  antique. 
They  can't  their  marble  filence  break ; 
They  only  breathe,  ai^d  think,  and  ftart, 
Afionifh'd  at  their  maker's  art. 
"  Quoth  Mag,  fair  Grizzle,  I  muft  grant, 
"  Your  Cpciufe  a  magpie  cannot  want : 
"   For  troth  (to  give  the  dtv'l  his  due) 
"   He  keeps  a  rookery  in  you. 
"  Don't  fear  I'll  tarry  long,  fwcet  lady, 
"   Where  there  is  din  enough  already, 
"  We  never  Ihould  agree  together, 
"   Although  we're  i'o  much  of  a  feather; 
"  You're  fond  of  peace,  no  man  can  doubt  it, 
"  Who  make  fuch  wond'rous  noife  about  it, 
"  And  your  tongTic  of  immortal  mould 
"  Proclaims  in  thunder  you're  no  fcold. 
"  Yes,  yes,  you're  fpvereign  of  the  tongue, 
"  And,  like  the  king,  can  do  no  wrong; 
"  Jufily  your  fpoufc  reftrains  his'voice, 
"  Nor  vainly  anfwers  words  with  noife  ; 
"  This  ftorm,  which  no  foul  can  endure, 
"  Requires  a  very  different  cure; 
"  For  fuch  four  verjuice  difpofitions, 
"  Your  crabfticks  are  the  bcftphyficians." 

PABLE  X. 

THE    BLOCKHEAD    AND    EEEUIVE. 

The  fragrance  of  the  new-mown  hay 

Paid  incenfe  to  the  god  •f  day ; 

Who  iffuing  from  his  ealtern  gate, 

Refplendent  rode  in  all  his  (late, 

Rous'd  by  the  light  from  foft  repofc. 

Big  with  the'mu('e,a  baj-d  arofe, 

And  the  frefh  ^ardeu'sflill  retreat 

He  meafur'd  with  poetic  feet. 

The  cooling,  high.o'er-archinglhade. 

By  the  embracing  branches  made. 

The  fmooth  fhorn  fod,  whofe  verdant  glo^a, 

Was  check'd  with  intermingled  mofs, 

Cowflips,  like  topazes  that  lliine, 

Clofe  by  the  filvcrferpentinc. 

Rude  rufiics  which  affert  the  bow'rs, 

AmidA  the  educated  flow'rs. 

The  lime  tree  and  I'wect-fcented  har, 

('1  he  fole  reward  of  many  a  lay) 

And  all  the  poets  of  the  wing. 

Who  fwectly  without  falary  fing, 

Attratft  at  once  his  obfervation. 

Peopling  diy  wilds,  imagination  ! 

"  Sweet  nature,  who  this  turf  bedews, 

"  Sweet  nature,  who's  the  thrufh's  mufe  • 

"  How  fhe  each  anxious  thought  bcguilej, 

"  Arid  meets  me  with  ten  thoufand  (miles! 

•'  O  infinite  benignity! 

"  She  fmilts,  but  not  alone  on  mc ; 

"  On  hill,  on  dale,  on  lake,  on  lawn, 

«'  Like  Celia  when  her  pidurc's  drawn ; 

"  Affuming  countlefs  charms  and  airs, 

"  'Till  Hayman's  matchlefs  art  defpairs, 

«'  Paufing  like  me  he  dreads  to  fall 

"  From  the  divine  original." 

More  had  he  faid— but  in  there  cam* 
A  lout — Squiic  Uooby  was  his  name— 
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^he  barJ,  who  at  a  diftant  view, 
The  bufy  prattling  blockhead  knew, 
Retir'd  into  a  fecret  nook, 
And  thence  his  obfervations  topk. 
Vex'd  he  could  find  no  man  to  teaze, 
The  'fquire  'gan  chattering  to  the  bees. 
And  pertly  with  officious  mien. 
He  thus  addrefs'd  their  humming  queen  : 
"  Madam,  be  not  in  any  terrors, 
*'  I  only  come  t'  amend  your  errors ; 
"  My  friendfliip  briefly  to  difplay, 
"  And  put  yon  in  a  better  way. 
*'  Ceafe,  Madam,  (if  I  may  advife) 
*'  To  carry  honey  on  your  thighs, 
'"  Employ  ('tis  better,  I  aver) 
^'  Old  Grub  the  fairies  coach-maker ; 
♦'  For  he  who  has  fufficient  art 
♦'  To  make  a  coach,  may  make  a  cart. 
*'  To  thefe  you'll  yoke  fome  fixteen-bees, 
"  Who  will  difpatch  your  work  with  eafe  ; 
"  And  come  and  go,  and  go  and  ceme, 
*'  To  bring  your  honey  harveft  home. — 
"  Ma'm,  archite(flure  you're  not  fliill'd  in, 
"  I  don't  approve  your  way  of  building  ; 
"  In  this  there's  nothing  like  defign, 
-V  Pray  learn  the  ufe  of  Gunter's  line. 
"  I'll  ferve  your  highnefs  at  a  pinch, 
"  I  am  a  fcholar  every  inch, 
*'  And  know  each  author  I  lay  fift  on, 
*'  From  Archimedes  dcwn  to  Whifton— .. 
*'  Though  honey  making  be  your  trade, 
•*  In  chemiftry  you  want  fome  aid. — 
♦'  Pleas'd  with  your  work,  although  you  fiog, 
••  You're  not  quite  right — 'tis  not  the  thing. 
**  Myfelf  would  gladly  be  an  adlor, 
"  To  help  the  honey  manufadture.-— 
*'  I  hear  for  war  you  are  preparing, 
«'  Which  I  fliould  like  to  have  a  fljare  in ; 
*'  Yet  though  the  enemy  be  landing, 
**    Tis  wrong  to  keep  an  army  ftanding.— = 
*'  If  you'll  enfure  me  from  the  laws 
*'  I'll  write  a  pamphlet  in  your  caufe.-- • 
"  I  vow  I  am  concern'd  to  fee 
"  Your  want  of  ftate— economy. 
*'  Of  nothing  living  I  pronounce  ill, 
"  But  I  don't  like  your  privy-council." 
"  There  is,  I  know,  a  certain  bee, 
*'  (Would  he  was  from  the  miniftry) 
"  Which  certain  bee,  if  rightly  known, 
*'  Would  prove  no  better  than  a  drojie  ; 
*'  There  are  (but  I  fliall  name  no  names, 
"  I  never  love  to  kindle  flames) 
*'  A  pack  of  rogues  with  crimes  grown  callous, 
*'  Who  greatly  would  adorn  the  gallows  j 
"  That  with  the  wafps,  for  paltry  gold, 
"  A  fecret  correfpondence  hold, 
"  Yet  you'll  be  great~-your  fubjefts  free, 
*'  If  the  whole  thing  be  left  to  me."— 

Thus,  like  the  waters  of  the  ocean. 
His  tongue  had  run  in  ceafelefs  motion. 
Had  not  the  queen  ta'en    p  in  wrath, 
This  thing  of  folly  and  of  froth. 

"  Impertinent  and  witlefs  meddler, 
"  Thou  fmattering,  empty,  noify  pedlar  I 
*'  By  vanity,  thou  bladder  blown, 
"  To  be  the  football  of  the  town. 
"  O  happy  England,  land  of  freedcm, 
f'  p.eplete  with  ftatcfmen,  if  flie  need  'em, 


«'  Where  war  is  wag'd  by  Sue  or  Nell, 
"  And  Jobfon  is  a  Machiavel  1 — 
"  Tell  Hardwick  that  his  judgment  faik, 
"  Show  Juftice  how  to  hold  her  fcales— .^ 
"  To  fire  the  foul  at  once,  and  pleafe, 
"  Teach  Murray  and  Demofthcnes; 
"  Say  Vane  is  not  by  goodnefs  grac'd, 

"  And  wants  humanity  and  tafte 

"  Though  Pelham  with  Maecenas  vies, 
"  Tell  fame  iiie's  falfe,  and  truth  flie  lies ; 
"  And  then  return,  thou  verbal  Hedlor, 
"  And  give  the  bees  another  lecture." 

This  faid,  the  portal  Ihe  unbarr'd, 
Calling  the  bees  upon  their  guard. 
And  fet  at  once  about  his  ears 
Ten  thoufand  ef  her  granadicrs.— - 
Some  on  his  lips  and  palate  hung, 
And  the  offending  member  ftung. 
"  Juft  (fays  the  bard  from  out  the  grot) 
"  Juft,  though  fevere,  is  your  fad  lot, 
"  Who  think,  and  talk,  and  live  in  vaia,' 
"  Of  fweet  fociety  the  bane. 
"  Bufinefs  mifplac'd  is  a  mere  jeft, 
"  And  adlive  idlenefs  at  beft," 


FABLE  XL 

THE   CITIZEN  AND   THE   RED   tlON  OF   BRENT- 
FORD. 

I  LOVE  my  friend — but  love  my  eafe. 

And  claim  a  right  myfelf  to  pleafe; 

To  company  however  prone. 

At  times  all  men  would  be  alone. 

Free  from  each  interruption  rude. 

Or  what  is  meant  by  folitude. 

My  villa  lies  within  the  bills. 

So- --like  a  theatre  it  fills : 

To  me  my  kind  acquaintance  flray, 

And  Sbinday  proves  no  Sabbath  day; 

Yet  many  a  friend  and  near  relation. 

Make  up  a  glorious  congregation  ; 

They  crowd  by  dozens  and  by  dozens. 

And  bring  me  all  their  country  coufins. 

Though  cringing  landlords  on  the  road. 

Who  find  for  man  and  horfe  abode ; 

Though  gilded  grapes  to  fign-poft  chain'd, 

invite  them  to  be  entertain'd. 

And  ftraddiing  crofs  his  kilderkin, 

Though  jolly  Bacchus  calls  them  in  ; 

Nay — though  my  landlady  would  trull  'ciH, 

Pilgarlick's  fure  of  all  the  cuftom; 

And  his  whole  houfe  is  like  a  fair, 

Unlefs  he  only  treats  with  air. 

What  1  fhall  each  pert  half  witted  wit. 

That  calls  me  Jack,  or  calls  me  Kit, 

Prey  on  my  time,  ox  on  my  table  ? 

No — but  let's  haften  to  the  fable. 

The  eve  advanc'd,  the  fun  declin'djj 
Ball  to  the  booby-hutch  was  join'd, 
A  wealthy  cockney  drove  away, 
To  celebrate  Saint  Saturday ; 
Wife,  daughter,  pug,  all  crowded  in, 
To  meet  at  country  houfe  their  kin. 
Through  Brentford,  to  fair  Twickenham's  bow 'r% 
The  ungreafed  grumbliag  axle  fcow'rs. 
To  pafs  in  rural  fweets  a  day. 
But  there's  a  lion  in  the  way : 
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The  lion  a  mofti'urious  elf. 

Hung  up  10  reprcleiit  himlelf, 

Redil''n'd  with  rage,  an  i  ihook  his  mane, 

And  roai'd,  and  roarM,  and  roar'd  again. 

AVoncl'rous,  though  painted  on  a  board. 

He  roar  d,  and  ro.irM.  and  roar'd,  and  roar'd. 

*'  Fool:  (lays  the  majefty  oF  beafts) 

*'  At  whofe  expt-ncc  a  legion  f -afts, 

"  Foe  to  yourielt,  you  tliole  purfue, 

"  Who're  eating  up  your  cakes  and  you; 

''  Walk  in,  walk  in,  lb  prudence  votes, 

"   And  give  poor  Ball  a  teed  of  oats, 

*'  Look  to  yourlelf,  and  as  for  Ma'm, 

"  Coax  her  to  take  a  little  dram  ; 

"  Let  Mifs  and  pug  with  cakes  be  fed 

*'  Then  honed  man  go  back  to  bed  ; 

"  Yon're  better,  and  you're  cheaper  there, 

*'  Where  are  no  hangers  on  to  fear. 

"  Go  buy  friend  Newberry's  new  Pantheon 

"  And  con  the  tale  of  poor  Acfleon, 

"  Horn'd  by  Diana,  and  o'crpower'd, 

"  And  by  the  dogs  he  fed  devour'd. 

"   What  he  recelv'd  from  charity, 

*'  Lcwdnefs  perhaps  may  give  to  thee  ; 

*'  And  though  your  fpoufe  my  lecture  fcorns, 

"  Beware  his  fate,  beware  his  horns." 

*'  St."  f?.ys  the  cit,  (who  made  a  ftand. 
And  (trok'd  his  forehead  with  his  hand) 
"  riy  your  gi;m  gravity  and  grace, 
*'  You  greatly  uould  become  the  mace. 
*'  This  kind  advice  I  gladly  take,— 
"  Draw'r   bring  the  dram,  and  bring  a  cake, 
*'  With  good  brown  beer  that's  brilk  and  hum- 

'  ming. 
"  A  coming,  Sir;  a  coming,  coming  1" 
The  cit  then  took  a  hearty  draught. 
And  Hiook  his  jolly  fides  and  1-iugh'd. 
Then  to  ih    king  .if  t>ealis  he  bow'd. 
And  thus  his  gratitude  avow'd. — 
«'  Sir,  foi  your  (apicnt  oration, 
"  I  owe  the  greaielt  obligation. 
♦'   You  dand  expos'd  to  fun  and  fliow'r, 
*'  I  know  Jack  Ellis  of  the  tow'r  ; 
"  By  him  you  foon  may  gain  rt-nown, 
"  He'll  Ihow  your  highnefs  to  the  town  ; 
"  Or,  if  you  clioofe  your  ftation  here, 
"  To  call  forth  Britons  to  their  beer, 
"  As  painter  of  dillinguifli'd  note, 
"  He'll  fend  his  man  to  clean  your  coat." 
The  lion  thank'd  him  for  his  proffer. 
And  if  a  vacancy  diould  ofier, 
Declar'd  he  had  too  juil  a  notion, 
To  be  averfe  to  fuch  promotion. 
The  citizen  drove  oft'  with  joy, 

"  For  London — ball—for  London hoy." 

Content  to  bed,   he  went  his  way, 
And  is  no  bankrupt  to  this  day. 

FABLE  XIL 

THE  HERALD  AND  HUSB ANDM AtT. 

Nobilitas  fola  eft  atque  unica  virtus. 

Juvenal. 
I  WITH  frienil  Juvenal  agree, 
Virtue'-  the  true  nobility; 
Ha-  of  '.erf.lf  fuffi.ieiit  ciiarms. 
Although  without  a  coat  of  arms. 
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Honeftui  does  not  know  the  rule*,    ' 

Concerning  Of,  and  Fez,  and  Gules, 

Yet  fets  the  wond'ring  eye  to  gaze  on, 

Such  deeds  no  herald  e'er  could  blaze  on. 

Tawdry  atchievementsout  of  place 

Do  but  augment  a  fool's  difgrace  • 

A  coward  i";  a  double  jeft. 

Who  has  a  lion  for  his  creft  ; 

And  things  are  come  to  fuch  a  pafs. 

Two  horfes  may  fupport  an  afs ; 

And  on  a  gameder  or  buftbon 

A  moral  motto's  a  lampoon. 

An  honeft  rultic  having  done 

His  mailer's  work  'twixt  fun  and  fun, 

Retir'd  to  drefs  a  little  fpot, 

Adjoining  to  his  homely  cot. 

Where  pleas'd,  in  miniature,  he  found 

His  landlord's  culinary  ground. 

Some  herbs  that  feed,  and  fome  that  heal, 

The  winter's  medicine  or  meal. 

The  fage,  which  in  his  garden  feen, 

No  man  need  ever  die  *  I  ween  ; 

The  marjorum  comely  to  behold. 

With  thyme,  and  ruddieft  marygold. 

And  mint  and  pennyroyal  fweet, 

To  deck  the  cottage  windows  meet ; 

And  balm,  that  yields  a  finer  juice 
Than  all  that  China  can  produce; 

Witli  carrots  fed,  and  turnips  white, 

And  leeks  Cadwallader's  delight ; 

And  all  the  favory  crop  that  vie     ' 

To  pleafe  the  palate  and  the  eye. 

Thus,  as  intent,  he  did  furvey 

His  plat,  a  herald  came  that  way, 

A  man  of  great  efcutcheon'd  knowledge, 

And  member  of  the  motley  coHeo-p. 

Heedlefs  the  peafant  pafs'd  he  byt 

Indulging  this  foliloquy  ; 

"  ,Tf  SO'ls  '   ^vhat  an  enormous  fpace, 

'Twixt  man  and  man  does  nature  place  • 
"  ^y*^'.' -  ''^"'^'  '^>'  '^^'^'^^  of  honour  rife, 
"  To  fuch  a  height,  as  far  outvies 
*'  'I'he  vifible  diurnal  fphcre  ; 
"  While  others,  like  this  ruftir  here, 
«'  Grope  in  the  grovoUing  ground  content, 
"  Without  or  lineage  or  defcent. 
"  Hail,  heraldry  I   myfterious  art, 
"  Bright  patronefi  of  all  defert, 
"  Mankind  would  on  a  level  lie, 
"  And  undiftiiiguilh'd  live  and  die- 
"  Dcpriv'd  of  thy  illnftrious  aid, 
"  Such  !  fo  momentous  is  our  trade. 

Sir,"  fays  the  clown,  "  why  fure  you  joke, 
"  (And  kept  on  digging  as  he  fpokc) 
"   And  prate  not  to  extort  convidion, 
"  But  merrily  by  way  of  firtion. 
"  Say,  do  your  manulcripts  attfft, 
"  What  was  old  father  Adam's  creft  ; 
"  Did  he  a  nobler  coat  receive 
"  In  right  of  marrying  Mrs.  Eve  ; 
"  Or  had  fupporters  when  he  kils'd  her, 
"  On  dexter  fide,  and  fidefiiiifter; 
•'  Or  was  his  motto,  iirithee  fpcak, 
*'  Englilh,  French,  Latin,  Welch,  or  Greek  ? 

*  "  Cur  moriatur  homo,  cui  falvia  crefcit  in 
"  horto:" 
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*'  Or  was  he  not,  without  a  lie, 

*'  Juft  Inch  a  nobleman  as  I  ? 

"  Virtue,  which  great  defeds  canAifle, 

••  May  beam  dillindlion  on  a  trifle  ; 

"  And  honour,  with  her  native  charms, 

*•  A'lay  beautify  a  coat  of  arms  ; 

'«  Realities  fometimes  will  thrive, 

♦«  E'en  by  appearance  kept  alive  ; 

*'  But  by  themf*lves,  -Gules,  Or,  and  Fez,> 

"  Are  cyphers,  neither  more  or  lefs  : 

"  Keep  both  thy  head  and  hands  from  crimes, 

"  Be  honeft  in  thevvorft  of  times  j 

"  Health's  on  my  countenance  imprefs'd, 

"  And  fweet  content's  my  daily  guell, 

"  My  fame  alone  I  build  on  this, 

"  And  Garter  King  at  arms  may  kifs."— 

j^  FABLE  XIII. 

A  STORY  OF  A  COCK  AND  A  BULL. 

Yes — we  excel  in  arts  and  arms. 

In  learning's  lore,  and  beauty's  charms. 

The  feas  wide  empire  we  engrofs, 

All  nations  hail  the  Britilh  crofs ; 

The  land  of  liberty  we  tread. 

And  woe  to  his  devoted  head, 

Who  dares  the  contrary  advance, 

One  Englifliman's  worth  ten  of  France. 

Thefe  thefe  are  truths  what  man  won't  write  for, 

Won't  fwear,  won't  bully,  or  won't  fight  for; 

Yet  (though  perhaps  I  fpeak  through  vanity) 

Would  we'd  a  little  more  humanity ; 

Too  far,  I  fear,  I've  drove  the  jeft. 

So  leave  to  cock  and  bull  the  refl. 

A  bull  who'd  liften'd  to  the  vows 
Of  above  fifteen  hundred  cows  ; 
And  ferv'd  his  mafler  frefli  and  frefh, 
With  hecatombs  of  fpecial  flelh, 
Like  to  an  hermit  or  a  dervife, 
(Grown  old'and  feeble  in  the  fervice) 
Now  left  the  meadow's  green  parade, 
And  fought  a  folitary  fhade. 
The  cows  proclaim'd  in  mournful  lowing, 
The  bull's  deficiency  in- wooing, 
And  to  their  difappointed  mafter, 
All  told  the  terrible  difafter. 

"  Is  this  the  cafe  (quoth  Hodge)  O  rare ! 
"  But  hold,  to-morrow  is  the  fair. 
"  Thou  to  thy  doom,  old  boy,  are  fated, 
"  To-morrow — and  thou  fhalt  be  baited." 
The  deed  was  done — curfe  on  the  wrong  ! 
Bloody  defcription,  hold  thy  tongue— 
Viiflorious  yet  the  bull  return'd. 
And  with  ftern  filencc  inly  mourn'd. 

A  vet'ran,  brave,  majeilic  cock. 
Who  ferv'd  for  hour  glafs,  guard  and  clock. 
Who  crow'd  the  manfion's  firft  relief, 
Alike  from  goblin  and  from  thief; 
Wliofe  youth  efcap'd  the  Chriflmas  fkillet, 
Whole  vigour  brav'd  the  Shrovetide  billet, 
Had  juft  return'd  in  wounds  and  pain, 
Triumphant  from  the  barbarous  train. — 
By  riv'lets  brink,  with  trees  o'ergrown. 
He  heard  his  fellow  fufferer's  moan  ; 
And  greatly  fcorning  wounds  and  fmart. 
Gave  him  three  cheers  with  all  his  keart. 

"  Rile,  neighbour,  from  that  penfive  attitude, 
«  Brave  witnefs  of  vile  man's  ingratitude ; 


"  And  let  us  both  with  fpur  and  Iiorn, 

"  The  cruel  reafoning  monller  I'corn.— 

"  Methinks  at  every  dawn  of  day, 

"  When  firft  I  chant  my  blithfome  lay, 

"  Methinks  I  hear  from  out  the  Iky, 

<'  All  will  be  better  by  and  by; 

"  When  bloody,  bafe,  degenerate  man, 

"  Who  deviates  from  his  Maker's  plan; 

"  Who  nature  and  her  works  abufes, 

"  And  thus  his  fellow  fervants  ufes, 

"  Shall  greatly,  and  yet  juftly  want, 

"  The  mercy  he  refus'd  to  grant ; 

"  And  (while  his  heart  his  confcience  purges) 

"  Shall  wiih  to  be  the  brute  he  fcourges." 

FABLE  XIV. 

THE   SNAKE,    THE  GOOSE,   AND  NIGHTINGALE, 
Humbly  addreJJ'ed  to  the  Hiffers  and  Catcallcrs  atttndtBg 

both  Houfes.  i 

When  rul'd  by  truth  and  nature's  ways. 
When  juft  to  blame,  yet  fix'd  to  praife. 
As  votary  of  the  Delphic  god, 
I  reverence  the  critic's  rod  ; 
But  when  inflam'd  ^vith  fpite  alone, 
I  hold  all  critics  but  as  one  ; 
For  though  they  ciafs  themfelves  with  art. 
And  each  man  takes  a  different  part ; 
Yet  whatfoe'er  they  praife  and  blame; 
They  in  their  motives  are  tJie  fame. 

Forth  as  fhe  waddled  in  the  brake, 
A  grey  goofe  ftumbled  on  a  fnake. 
And  took  th'  occafion  to  abufe  her. 
And  of  rank  plagiarifm  accufe  her. 
"  'Twas  I,"  quoth  fhe,  "  in  every  vale, 
"  Firft  h-fs'd  the  noify  nightingale ; 
"  And  boldly  cavill'd  at  each  note, 
"   1  hat  twitter'd  in  the  woodlark's  throat : 
"  I  who  fublime  and  more  than  mortal, 
"  Mufl  ftoop  to  enter  at  tlie  portal, 
"  Have  ever  been  the  the  firli  to  fhow     ■ 
"  My  hate  to  every  thing  that's  low, 
"  While  thou  mean  mimic  of  my  Dianner, 
"  (Without  enlifting  to  my  banner) 
"  Darft,  in  thy  grov'Uing  fituation, 
"   To  counterfeit  my  fibilation."  , 

The  fnake  enrag'd  reply'd,  "  Know,  Madam, 
"  I  date  my  charter  down  from  Adam ;  • 
"  Nor  can  I,  fince  I  bear  the  bell, 
"  E'er  imitate  where  I  excel. 
"  Had  any  other  creature  dar'.d 
"  Once  to  aver  what  you've  av^rr'd, 
"   I  might  have  been  more  fierce  and  fervent, 
"  But  you're  a  goofe, — and  fo  your  fervant." 
"  Truce  with  your  folly  and  your  pride," 
The  warbling  Philomela  cry'd  ; 
"  Since  no  more  anima'.s  we  find 
'<  In  nature,  of  the  hifling  kind, 
"  You  fhould  be  friend.?  with  one  another, 
"  Nay,  kind  as  brother  is  to  brother. 
"  For  know,  thou  pattern  of  abufe, 
"  Thou  fnake  are  but  a  crawling  goofe ; 
•'  And  thou  dull  dabb'ler  in  each  lake, 
•'  Art  nothing  but  a  featiier'd  fnake." 

FABLE  XV. 

'  MRS.    ABIGAIL    AND    THE    D17MB    WAITER, 

.  With  frowning  brew  and  aipedt  low'ring. 
As  Abigail  one  day  was  fcow'ring 
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From  chair  to  chair  fhc  pad  along, 
Without  foliloquy  or  fong ; 
Content  in  humdrutn  mood  t'  adjufl 
Her  matters  to  difperfe  the  duft— 
Thus  ploded  on  the  fiillcn  fair, 
Till  a  dumb  waiter  claim'd  her  care  ; 
She  then  in  rage,  with  flirill  falutc, 
Befpokc  the  inoffenGvc  mtitc: — 
"  Thou  ftupid  tool  of  vaponrilh  afles, 
"  With  thy  brown  (helves  for  pots  and  glaflits; 
•*  Thou  foreign  whirligig,  for  whom 
"  Us  honeft  folks  muft  quit  the  room; 
••  And,  like  young  mifTes  at  a  chrift'ning, 
"  Are  forc'd  to  be  content  with  lill'ning ; 
••  Though  thou'rt  a  fav'rite  of  my  maftcr's, 
"  I'll  fet  thee  gadding  on  thy  caftors." 
This  faid — with  many  a  rough  attack, 
She  fcrub'd  him  till  fhe  made  him  crack ; 
Infultcd  ftronger  Hill  and  flronger. 
The  poor  dumb  thing  could  hold  no  longer.— 
"  Thou  drab,  born  mops  and  brooms  to  dandle, 
"  Thou  haberdalher  of  fmall  ftandal, 
•'  FacSlor  of  family  abufe, 
"  Retailer  of  domeflic  news ; 
"  My  lord,  as  foon  as  I  appear, 
"  Confines  thee  in  thy  proper  fphere  ; 
««   Or  elfe,  at  ev'ry  place  of  call, 
«  The  chandler's  fhop,  or  cobler's  ftall, 
"  Or  ale-houfe,  where  (for  petty  tales, 
"  Gin,  beer,  and  ale,  are  conflant  vails) 
"  £ach  word  at  table  that  was  fpoke 
_  ' "  Would  fuon  become  the  public  joke, 
«'  And  cheerful  innocent  converfe 
•'  To  fcandal  warp'd— or  fomething  worfc.— 
*'  Whene'er  my  mader  I  attend, 
♦'  Freely  his  mind  he  can  unbend ; 
"  But  when  fuch  praters  fill  my  place, 
"  Then  nothing  f^ould  be  faid— but  grace." 

FABLE  XVr. 

THE  BAG-WIG  AND   THE   TOBACCO-PIPE. 

A  BAG-WIG  of  a  jauntee  air, 
Trick'd  up  with  all  a  barber's  care, 
I-oaded  with  powder  aud  perfume, 
Hung  in  a  fpendthrift'sdreffing-room  : 
Ciofc  by  its  fide,  by  chance  convey'd, 
A  black  tobacco-pipe  was  laid  ; 
And  with  its  vapours  far  and  near, 
Outflunk  the  eflcnce  of  Monfieur  ; 
At  which  its  rage,  the  thing  of  hair, 
Thus  bridling  up,  began  declare. 

"  Bak'd  dirt !  that  with  intrufion  rude 
*'  Break'ft  in  upon  my  folitude, 
"  And  whofe  ofTenfive  breath  defiles 
"  The  air  for  lorty  thoufand  miles— 
"  Avannt — pollution's  in  thy  touch— 
"  O  barbVous  F.nglifh  !  horrid  Dutch  ! 
"   I  cannot  bear  it — Here,  Sue,  Nan, 
"  Go  call  the  maid  to  call  the  man, 
"  And  bid  him  come  without  delay 
"  To  take  this  odious  pipe  away. 
"  Hideous !  iure  fome  one  fmok'd  thee,  friend, 
"  Reverfcly,  ot  his  t'other  end. 
*•  Oh  !  what  mix'd  odours  I  what  a  throng 
"  Of  fait  and  four,  of  ftalc  and  flrong  ! 
•'  A  mod  unnatural  combination, 
**  Jinou^h  to  mar  all  p crfpiratlozi-*- 


"  Mondrous !  dgaiJi — 'twould  vex  a  faint  t 

"  .Sufan,  the  drops — or  elfe  I  faint!" 

The  pipe  (for  'twas  a  pipe  of  foul) 

Railing  himfclf  upon  his  bole. 

In  fmokc,  like  oracle  of  old, 

Did  thus  his  fentiments  unfold  : 

"  Why,  what's  the  matter,  Goodman  Swaggcfj 

"  Thou  flaunting  French,  fantadic  bragger  i 

"  Whofc  whole  fine  fpeech  is  (with  a  pox) 

"  Ridiculous  and  heterodox. 

"  'Twas  better  for  the  Englidi  nation 

"  Before  fuch  fcoundrels  came  in  fadiion, 

"  When  none  fought  hair  in  realms  unknowPj 

"  But  every  blockhead  bore  his  own. 

"  Know, puppy,  I'm  an  Englidi  pipe, 

"  Doeni'd  worthy  of  each  Briton's  gfipc, 

"  Who,  with  my  cloud-compelling  aid 

"  Help  our  plantations  and  our  trade, 

"  And  am,  when  fober  and  when  mellow, 

"  An  upright,  downright,  honed  fellow. 

"  Though  fools  like  you  may  think  me  roughs 

"  And  fcorn  me,  'caufe  I  am  in  buff, 

"  Yet  your  contempt  I  glad  receive, 

'»  'Tis  all  the  fame  that  you  can  give  : 

<'  None  finery  or  fopp'ry  prize, 

"  But  they  who've  fomething  to  difguife^f 

.'  For  fimple  nature  hates  abufe, 

4«  And  plainnefs  is  the  drefs  of  ufe." 

FABLE  XVII, 

CARE    AND    GENEROSITT.. 

Old  Care  with  Indudry  and  Art 
At  length  fo  well  had  play'd  his  parti 
He  heap'd  up  fuch  an  ample  dore, 
That  Av'rice  could  not  figh  for  more : 
Ten  thoufand  flocks  his  fhepherd  told^ 
His  coffers  overflow 'd  witli  gold  ; 
The  land  all  round  him  was  his  own, 
With  corn  his  crowded  granaries  groaa. 
In  fhort,  fo  vad  his  charge  and  gain. 
That  to  poflefs  them  was  a  pain  : 
With  happinefs  opprefs'd  he  lies. 
And  much  too  prudent  to  be  wife. 
Near  him  there  liv'd  a  beauteous  mai<i, 
With  all  the  charms  of  youth  array'd; 
Good,  amiable,  fincere,  and  free ; 
Her  name  was  Generofity. 
'Twas  hers  the  largcfs  to  bedow 
On  rich  and  poor,  on  friend  and  foe. 
Her  doors  to  all  were  open'd  wide, 
The  pilgrim  there  might  fafe  abide  : 
For  th'  hungry  and  the  thirdy  crew, 
The  bread  Ihe  broke,  the  drink  (he  drew; 
There  Sicknefs  laid  her  aching  head, 
And  there  Didrefs  could  find  a  bed. 
Each  hour,  with  an  all-bounteous  hand, 
Diffus'd  fhe  blelTrngs  round  die  land  ; 
Her  gifts  and  glory  laded  long. 
And  numerous  was  th'  accepting  throng. 
At  length  pale  Penury  feiz'd  the  dame, 
And  Fortune  fied,  and  Ruin  came; 
She  found  her  riches  ac  an  end, 
And  that  fhe  had  not  made  one  friend. 
All  curs'd  her  for  not  giving  more, 
Nor  thought  on  what  fhe'd  done  before  i 
She  wept,  flic  rav'd,  (he  tore  her  hair, 
When,  lo  1  to  comfort  her  caiqe  Carcj 
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And  cry'd,  my  dear,  if  you  will  join 
Your  hand  in  nuptial  bonds  with  mine. 
All  will  be  well — you  iliall  have  ftore, 
And  I  be  plagu'd  with  wealth  no  more. 
Th(3U5h  I  reftrain  your  bounteous  heart, 
Yoii  ftiU  (hall  a(fl  the  generous  part. 
The  bridal  came — great  was  the  feaft, 
And  good  the  pudding  and  the  prieft. 
The  bride  in  nine  moons  brought  him  forth 
A  little  maid  of  matchlefs  worth  : 
Her  face  was  mix'd  of  care  and  glee ; 
They  chriften'd  her  Economy  ; 
And  ftyl'd  her  fair  difcretion's  queen, 
The  miftrefs  of  the  golden  mean. 
Now  generofity  confin'd, 
Perfectly  eafy  in  her  mind, 
Still  loves  to  give,  yet  knows  to  fpare, 
Nor  wifhes  .to  be  free  from  care. 

FABLE  XVIII. 


In  e\'cry  age,  and  each  profeflion. 

Men  err  the  moft  by  prepoffeffion  ; 

But  when  the  thing  is  clearly  fliown, 

And  fairly  ftated,  fully  known, 

We  foon  applaud  what  we  deride, 

And  penitence  fucceeds  to  pride.— 

A  certain  baron  on  a  day, 

Having  a  mind  to  fliow  away. 

Invited  all  the  wits  and  wags, 

Foote,  MaiTey,  Shuter,  Yates,  atid  Skeggs, 

And  built  a  large  commodious  ftage, 

For  the  choice  fpirits  of  the  age  ; 

But  above  all,  among  the  reft, 

There  came  a  genius,  who  profefs'd 

To  have  a  curious  trick  in  (lore, 

Which  never  was  perform 'd  before. 

Through  all  the  town  this  foon  got  air. 

And  the  whole  houfe  was  like  a  fair ; 

But  foon  his  entry  as  he  made, 

Without  a  prompter  or  parade, 

'Twas  ail  especflance,  all  fufpervfe, 

And  filence  gagg'd  the  audience. 

He  hid  his  head  behind  his  wig, 

And  with  fuch  truth  took  off  a  pig. 

All  fwore  'twas  ferioui,  and  no  joke  ;. 

For  doubtlefs  underneath  his  cloak 

He  had  conceal'd  fome  grunting  elf, 

Or  was  a  real  hog  himfelf. 

A  fearch  was  made,  no  pig  was  found— 

With  thund'ring  claps  the  feats  refound, 

And  pit,  and  box,  and  galleries  roar. 

With— O  rare  I  bravo  !  and  encore  I 

Old  Roger  Groufe,  a  country  clown, 

Who  yet  knew  lomething  of  the  town. 

Beheld  the  mimic  and  his  whim, 

And  on  the  morrow  challeng'd  him, 

Declaring  to  each  beau  and  bunter. 

That  he'd  out-grunt  th'  egregious  grunter. 

The  morrow  came— the  crowd  was  greater- 

But  prejudice  and  rank  ill-nature 

Ufurp'd  the  minds  of  men  and  wenches, 

Who  came  to  hifs,  and  break  the  benches. 

The  mimic  took  his  ufual  ftarion, 

And  fqueak'd  with  general  approbation. 

Again,  encore  I  encore  1  they  cry— 

*rwas  c[uite  the  thing— 'twas  very  high :  " 
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Old  Groufe  conceal'd,  amidft  the  racket, 
A  real  pig  beneath  his  jacket- 
Then  forth  he  came— and  with  his  nail 
He  pinch'd  the  urchin  by  the  tail. 
The  tortur'd  pig  from  out  his  throat 
Produc'd  the  genuine  nat'ral  note. 
All  bellow'd  out — 'twas  very  fad  I 
Sure  never  ftulT  was  half  fo  bad  ! 
That  like  a  pig  ! — each  cry'd  in  feoff, 
Ffliaw  !  nonfenfe  !  blockhead  '.  offl  off  I  offl 
The  mimic  was  extoU'd,  and  Groufe 
Was  hifs'd,  and  catrall'd  from  the  houfe.— 
"  Soft  ye,  a  word  before  I  go," 
Quoth  honeft  Hodge-— and  Hooping  low 
Produc'd  the  pig,  and  thus  aloud 
Befpoke»the  ftupid,  partial  crowd  : 
"  Behold,  and  learn  from  this  poor  creature, 
"  How  much  you  critics  know  of  nature." 


BALLADS. 
BALLAD  I. 

SWEET  WILLIAM. 

By  a  prattling  ftream,  on  a  midfummer's  eve,-   ^ 
Where  the  woodbine  and  jeff'mine  their  boughs 

interweave. 
Fair  Flora,  I  cry'd,  to  my  harbour  repair, 
For  I  muft  have  achaplet  for  Sweet  William's  hair. 

She  brought  me  the  vi'let  that  grows  on  the  hill, 
The  vale-dwelling  lily,  and  gilded  jonquill: 
But  fuch  languid  odours  how  could  I  approve, 
Juft  warm  from  the  lips  of  the  lad  that  I  love  ? 
She  brought  me,  his  faith  and  his  truth  to  difplay. 
The  undying  myrtle,  and  evergreen  bay  : 
But  why  thefe  to  me,  who've  his  conftancy  known.? 
And  Billy  has  laurels  enough  of  his  own. 

The  next  was  a  gift  that  I  could  not  contemn. 
For  file  brought  me  two  rofes  that  grew  on  a  Item: 
Of  the  dear  nuptial  tie  they  flood  emblems  confett. 
So  I  kifs'd  'em,  and  prefs'd  'em  quite  clofe  to  my 

bread. 
She   brought   me   a  fun-flow'r — this,   fair  one's 

yo'ir  due ; 
For  it  once  was  a  maiden,  and  love-lick  like  you  '. 
Oh  !  give  it  me  quick,  to  my  fliepherd  I'll  run, 
As  true  to  his  flame  as  this  flyw'r  to  the  fun. 

BALLAD  II. 

THE  LASS  WITH  THE  GOLDEN  LOCKS. 

No  more  of  my  Harriot,  of  Polly  no  more, 
Nor  all  the  bright  beauties  that  charm'd  me  before ; 
My  heart  fer  a  flave  to  gay  Venus  I've  fold. 
And  barter'd  my  freedom  for  ringlets  of  gold  : 
I'll  throw  down  my  pipe,  and  negle(fl  all  my  flocks. 
And  will  fing  to  my  lafs  with  the  golden  locks. 
Though  o'er  her  white  forehead  the  gilt  treffesfiow. 
Like  the  rays  of  the  fun  on  a  hillock  of  fnow  ; 
Such  painters  of  old  drew  the  queen  of  the  fair; 
'Tis  the  tafte  of  the  ancients,  'tis  claflical  hair  ; 
And  though  witlings  may  feoff,  and  though  raiU 

lery  mocks, 
Yet  I'll  ling  to  my  lafs  with  the  golden  locks. 

lo  live  and  to  love,  to  converfe  and  be  free. 
Is  loving,  my  charmer,  and  living  with  th^e^ 
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Away  go  the  hoitrs  in  kiffes  and  rhyme, 
Spite  of  all  the  grave  lecflures  of  old  father  Time  ; 
A  fig  for  his  dials,  his  watches  and  clocks. 
He's  belt  fpeni  with  the  lafs  of  the  golden  locks. 

Than  the  fwan  in  the  brook  (he's  more  dear  to 

my  fight. 
Her  mien  is  more  (lately,  her  bread  is  more  white. 
Her  fwcet  lips  are  rubies,  all  rubies  above, 
ThcT  are  fit  for  the  language  or  labour  of  love  ; 
At  the  park  in  the  mall,  at  the  play  in  the  box, 
My  lafs  bears  the  bell  with  her  golden  locks. 

Her  beautiful  eyes,  as  they  roll  or  they  flow. 
Shall  be  glad  for  my  joy,  or  fliall  weep  for  my 

woe ;  [f""ft  pain. 

She  fliall  eafe  my  fond  heart,  and  (hall  footh  my 
"While  thoufands  of  rivals  are  fighting  in  vain  ; 
Let  them  rail  at  the  fruit  they  can't  reach,  like 

the  fox. 
While  I  have  the  lafs  with  the  golden  locks. 

BA.LLAD  III. 

ON  MY  wife's  birth-day. 

•Tis  Nancy's  birth-day— raife  your  ftraius, 
Ye  nymjihs  of  the  ParnalTian  plains, 
And  (ing  with  more  than  ufual  glee 
To  Nancy,  who  was  born  for  me. 
TeJl  the  blithe  graces  as  they  bound 
Luxuriant  in  the  buxom  rouud  ; 
They're  not  more  elegantly  free, 
Than  Nancy  who  was  born  for  me. 
Tell  royal  Venus,  though  (lie  rove. 
The  queen  of  the.  immortal  grove  ; 
That  Ihe  muft  fhare  her  golden  fee 
With  Nancy,  who  was  born  for  me. 
Tell  Pallas,  though  th'  Athenian  fchool, 
And  ev'ry  trite  pedandic  fool, 
On  her  to  place  the  palm  agree ; 
»Tis  Nancy,  who  was  born  for  me. 
Tell  fpotlefs  Dian,  though  (lie  range, 
The  regent  of  the  up-land  grange, 
In  chaftity  (he^ yields  to  thee, 
O  Nancy,  who  waft  born  for  me. 
Tell  Cupid,  Hymen,  and  tell  Jove, 
With  all  the  pow'rs  of  life  and  love, 
That  I'ddifdain  to  breathe  or  be, 
If  Nancy  was  not  born  for  me. 

BALLAD  IV. 

THE   DECISION. 

My  Florio,  wildeft  of  his  fex 

(Who  fure  the  vericfl:  faint  would  vei), 

From  beauty  roves  to  beauty  ;  « 
Yet  though  abroad  the  wanton  roam, 
Whene'er  he  deigns  to  (lay  at  homrf. 

He  alw^ays  minds  his  duty. 

Something  to  ev'ry  charming  (he. 
In  thoughtlefs  prodigality, 

He's  granting  (till  and  granting, 
To  Phyllis  that,  to  Chloe  this. 
And  every  madam,  every  mifs ; 

Yet  I  find  nothing  wanting. 


OF  S  M  A  R  T. 
If  hap'ly  I  his  will  difplcaff, 
Tempeftuous  as  th'  autumnal  fea5 

He  loams  and  rages  ever  ; 
But  when  he  ccafes  from  his  ire, 
I  cry,  futh  fpirit  and  fuch  fire. 

Is  furcly  wond'rous  clever. 

I  ne'er  want  reafon  to  complain; 
But  fwctt  is  pleafure  after  pain. 

And  every  joy  grows  greater. 
Then  truft  me,  damlels,  whilft  I  tell, 
I  Ihould  not  like  him  half  fo  well. 

If  I  could  make  him  better. 

BALLAD  V. 

THE    T.\LKATIVE    FAIR. 

From  morn  to  night,  from  day  today. 
At  all  times,  and  at  every  jilace. 
You  fcold,  repeat,  and  fing,  and  fay. 
Nor  are  there  hopes  you'll  ever  ceafe. 

Forbear,  my  Celia,  oh  I  forbear. 
If  J  our  own  health,  or  ours  you  prize. 
For  all  mankind  that  hear  you,  ("wear 
Your  tongue's  more  killing  than  your  eyes. 

Your  tongue's  a  traitor  to  your  face. 
Your  fame's  by  your  own  noifc  obfcur'd. 
All  are  diftradled  while  they  gaze  ; 
But  if  they  liften,  they  arecur'd. 

Your  filence  would  acquire  more  praife. 
Than  all  you  fay,  or  all  I  write  ; 
One  look  ten  thoufand  charms  dil'plays; 
Then  hufli— and  be  an  angel  quite. 

BALLAD  VL 

THE    SILENT  FAIR. 

From  all  her  fair  loquacious  kind. 
So  different  is  my  Rul'alind, 
That  not  one  accent  can  I  gain 
To  crown  my  hopes,  or  I'ooth  my  pain. 

Ye  lovers,  who  can  conftrue  fighs. 
And  are  the  interpreters  of  eyes. 
To  language  all  her  looks  tranflate. 
And  in  her  geftures  read  my  fate. 

And  if  in  them  you  chance  to  find 
Aught  that  is  gentle,  aught  that's  kind. 
Adieu  mean  hopes  of  being  great> 
And  all  the  littlenel's  of  (tate. 

All  thoughts  of  grandeur  I  dcfpife, 
\\1iich  from  dependence  take  their  rife  ; 
To  ferve  her  fliall  be  my  employ. 
And  love-fweet  agony  my  joy. 

BALLAD  VIL 

THE    FORCE    OF    INNOCENCE. 

To  Mifs  €•••••. 

The  blooming  damfel,  whofe  defence 
Is  adamantine  innocence, 
Requires  no  guardian  to  attend 
Her  (teps,  for  modelly's  her  friend  : 
Though  her  fair  arms  are  weak  to  wield 
\  The  glitt'ring  (pear,  and  mad'y  Oiield  ; 
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Yet  fdfe  from  force  and  fraud  combin'd, 
She  is  an  Amazon  in  mind. 

With  this  artillery  (he  goes, 

Not  only  'mongft  the  harmlefs  beaux !  , 

But  e'en  unhurt  and  undifmay'd, 

Views  the  long  fword  and  fierce  cockade, 

Though  all  a  fyren  as  fhe  talks, 

And  all  a  goddefs  as  fhe  walks, 

Yet  decency  each  adlion  guides, 

And  wifdom  o'er  her  tongue  prefides. 

Place  her  in  Ruflia's  fliowery  plains, 
Whore  a  perpetual  winter  reigns, 
The  elements  may  rave  and  range, 
Yet  her  fix'd  mind  will  never  change. 
Place  her,  ambition,  in  thy  tovv'rs, 
'Mongft  the  more  dang'rous  golden  ftiow'rs. 
E'en  there  Ihc'd  fpurn  the  venal  tribe. 
And  fold  her  arms  againfl  the  bribe. 

JLeave  her,  defencelefs  and  alone, 
A  pris'ner  in  the  torrid  zone. 
The  funfliine  there  "might  vainly  vie 
With  the  bright  luftre  of  her  eye ; 
But  Phoebus'  felf,  with  ail  his  fire, 
Could  ne'er  one  unchafte  thought  infpire ; 
But  virtue's  path  flie'd  {till  purfue  ; 
And  ftill,  my  fair,  would  copy  you. 

BALLAD  VIIL 

THE    DISTRESSED    DAMSEL. 

Of  all  my  experience  how  vafl;  the  amount, 
Scarce  fifteen  long  winters  I  fairly  can  count! 
Was  ever  a  damfel  fo  fadly  betray'd. 
To  live  to  thefe  years  and  yet  ftill  be  a  maid  ? 

Ye  heroes  triumphant  by  land  and  by  fea, 
Sworn  vot'rics  to  love,  but  unmindful  of  me  ; 
You  can  fLorm  a  ftrong  fort,  or  can  form  a  block- 
ade, 
Yet  ye  ftand  by  like  daftards,  and  fee  me  a  maid. 

Ye  lawyers  fo  juft,  who  with  flippery  tongue, 
Can  do  what  you  pleafe,  or  with  right,  or  with 

wrong. 
Can  it  be  or  by  law  or  by  equity  faid. 
That  a  buxom  young  girl  ought  to  die  an  old  maid. 

Ye  learned  phyficians,  whofe  excellent  fkill 
Can  fave  or  demolilh,  can  cure,  or  can  k;ll. 
To  a  poor  forlorn  damfel  contribute  your  aid. 
Who  is  fick— very  fick— of  remaining  a  maid. 

Ye  fops,  I  invoke,  not  lift  to  my  fong. 
Who  anfwer  no  end — and  to  no  fex  belong  ; 
Ye  echoes  of  echoes,  and  fliadows  of  fhade— 
For  if  1  had  you— I  might  ftill  be  a  maid. 

BALLAD  IX. 

THE    FAIR    RECLUSE. 

Ye  ancient  patriarchs  of  the  wood, 
That  veil  around  thefe  awful  glooms. 

Who  many  a  century  have  ftood  « 

In  verdant  age  that  ever  blooms. 

Ye  Gothic  tow'rs,  by  vapours  denfe, 
Obfcur'd  into  feverer  llate, 
Vol,  XI. 


In  paftoral  magnificence 

At  once  fo  fimple  and  fo  great. 

Why  all  your  jealous  ftiades  on  me. 

Ye  hoary  elders,  do  ye  fpread  ? 
Fair  innocence  fliould  Itill  be  free, 

Nought  fliouldbe  chain'dbut  what  we  dread. 

Say,  muft  thefe  tears  for  ever  flow  ? 

Can  I  from  patience  learn  content. 
While  folitude  ftill  nurfes  woe. 

And  leaves  me  leifure  to  lament. 

My  guardian,  fee  ! — who  wards  off  peace j 

Wliofe  cruelty  is  his  employ. 
Who  bids  the  tongue  of  tranfport  ceafe, 

And  ftops  each  avenue  to  joy. 

Freedom  of  air  alone  is  giv'n. 

To  aggravate,  not  fopth  my  grief. 
To  view  th'  iinmeniely  diftant  heav'ri, 

My  neareft  profpeft  of  relief, 

BALLAD  X. 

TO  MISS  ****  ONE  OF  THE  CHICHESTER  GRACESj 
Written  in  Goodivood  Gardens,  September  I750. 

"  Ye  hills  that  overlook  the  plains, 

'■  Vv''here  wealth  and  Gothic  greatnefs  reigns ; 

"  Where  nature's  hand  by  art  is  check'd, 

"  And  tafte  herfelf  is  architecft  ; 

"  Ye  fallows  gray,  ye  forefts  brown, 

"  And  feas  that  the  vaft  profpe«Sl:  crown, 

"  Ye  fright  the  foul  with  fancy's  ftore^ 

"  Nor  can  fhe  one  idea  more  !" 

I  faid — when  deareft  of  her  kind 
(Her  form  the  picture  of  her  mind) 
Chloris appcar'd — The  landlkip  flew! 
All  nature  vanifti'd  from  my  view  ! 
She  fcem'd  all  nature  to  comprife, 
Her  lips  I  her  beauteous  breafts  I  hei*  eyes ! 
That  rous'd,  and  yet  abafti'd  delire. 
With  liquid,  languid;  living  fire  I 

But  then-^her  voice— how  fram'd  t'  endear  f 
The  mufic  of  the  gods  to  hear  ! 
Wit  that  fo  pierc'd  without  ofience. 
So  brac'd  by  the  flrong  nerves  of  fenfe ! 
Pallas  with  Venus  play'd  her  part, 
To  rob  me  of  an  honeft  heart ; 
Prudence  and  paffipn  jointly  ftrove, 
And  reafon  was  th'  ally  of  love. 

Ah  me !  thou  fweet  deliciojs  maid. 
From  whence  ftiall  I  folic  it  aid  ! 
Hope  and  defpair  alike  deilroy, 
One  kills  with  grief,  ijnd  one  with  joy. 
Celeftial  Chloris  !   Nymph  divine  ! 
To  fave  me  the  dear  talk  be  thine. 
Though  conqueft  be  the  woman's  care, 
The  angel's  glory  is  to  fpare. 

IBALLAD  XI. 

I.OVELY    HARRIOT. 
A  Crambb  Ballad. 

Great  Phcebus  in  his  vaft  career, 
Who  forms  the  felf-fucceedi"ng  year^ 
Thron'd  in  his  amber  chariot  , 
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Sees  not  an  objeft  half  fo  bright, 
Nor  gives  fuch  joy,  fuch  life,  luch  light, 
As  dear  delicious  Harriot. 

Pedants  of  dull  phlegmatic  turn"!, 

\Vhofc  pulfe  not  beats,  whofe  blood  not  burns, 

Read  Malcbranche,  Boyle,  and  Alarriot; 
J  fcorn  their  philolbpliic  (Irile, 
And  fludy  nature  from  the  life, 

(Where  moft  flic  fliines)  in  Harriot. 

When  (he  admits  another  wooer, 

J  rave  like  bhakfjicarc's  jealous  Moor, 

And  am  as  raging  Barry  hot. 
True,  virtuous,  lovely,  was  his  dove, 
Eut  »irtue,  beauty,  truth,  and  love. 

Are  other  names  for  Harriot. 

Ye  factious  members  who  oppofe, 
And  tire  both  houfcs  with  your  profe, 

Though  never  can  ye  carry  ought ; 
You  might  command  the  mtion's  fcrife. 
And  without  bribery  convince, 

Had  ye  the  voice  of  Harriot. 

You  of  the  mufic  commonweal, 
"VVho  borrow,  beg,  compofe,  or  fteal. 

Cantata,  air,  or  ariet ; 
You'd  burn  your  cumb'rous  works  in  fcorc, 
And  fing,  compofe,  and  play  no  more, 

If  once  you  heard  my  Harriot. 

Were  there  a  wretch  who  dar'defiay, 
buch  wond'rous  fweetnefs  to  betray, 

I'd  call  him  an  Ifcariot ; 
But  here  e'en  futire  ean't  annoy. 
So  flridlly  chafle,  but  kindly  coy, 

Is  fair  angelic  Harriot. 
While  fultans,  emperors,  and  kings, 
(Mean  appetite  of  earthly  things) 

In  all  the  waftc  of  war  riot: 
Love's  fofter  duel  be  my  aim, 
Praife,  honour,  glory,  couqueft,  fame. 

Arc  center'd  all  in  Harriot. 
J  fwcarby  Hymen  and  the  pow'rs 
'I'hat  haunt  love's  ever  blufhing  bow'rs. 

So  fweet  a  nymph  to  marry  ought; 
Then  may  I  hug  her  filken  yoke. 
And  give  the  laft,  the  final  flroke, 
jt"  accomplilh  lovely  Harriot. 

BALLAD  XII. 

TO  JENNV   GRAY. 

Bring,  Phccl)us,  from  ParnafTian  bow'rs, 
A  chaplct  of  poetic  flow'rs, 

That  far  ontbloom  the  May  ; 
Bring  verfe  fo  fmooth,  and  thoughts  fo  free. 
And  all  the  mufes  heraldry. 

To  blazon  Jenny  Gray. 

Obferve  yon  almond's  rich  perfume, 
Prcfcnting  fpring  with  early  bloom. 

In  ruddy  tints  how  gay ! 
Thus,  forcmoft  of  the  blufliing  fair, 
"With  fuch  a  blithcfome  buxom  air. 

Blooms  lovely  Jenny  Gray. 

The  merry,  chirping,  plumy  throng, 
The  bufhcs  and  the  twigs  among 
That  pipe  the  lylvau  lay, 


All  hufh'd  at  her  delightful  voice 
In  filcnt  ecftafy  rejoice. 

And  ftudy  Jenny  Gray. 

Ye  balmy  odour-breathing  gales,^ 

That  lightly  fweep  the  green  rob'd  vale*, 

And  in  each  rofc-bufh  play  ; 
1  know  you  all,  you're  arrant  cheats. 
And  (leal  your  more  than  natural  fweets. 

From  lovely  Jenny  Gray. 

Pomona  and  that  goddefs  bright, 
The  florift's  and  the  maids  delight. 

In  vain  tl-.cir  charms  difplay  ; 
The  lufcious  ncdarine,  juicy  peach. 
In  richncfs,  nor  in  fweetnefs  reach 

The  lips  of  Jeni>y  Gray. 

To  tlie  fweet  knot  of  graces  three, 
rh'  immortal  band  of  bards  agree, 

A  tuneful  tax  to  pay  ; 
There  yet  remains  a  matchlcfs  worth. 
There  yet  remains  a  lovely  fourth,  -j 

And  fhe  is  Jenny  Gray.  ' 

BALLAD  XIII. 

TO  MISS  KITTY  BENNET  AND   HER   CAT  CRO?. 

Fdll  many  a  heart  that  now  is  free,  j 

May  fhortly,  fair  one,  beat  for  thee, 

And  court  thy  pleafing  chain; 
Then' prudent  hear  a  friend's  advice. 
And  learn  to  guard,  by  conduiit  nice,  . 

The  conquefts  you  fhall  gain. 

When  Tabby  Tom  your  Crop  purfucs, 
How  many  a  bitt-  and  many  a  bruife 

The  amorous  fvvain  endures  ? 
E'er  yet  one  favourite  glance  he  catch. 
What  frequent  fqualls,  how  many  a  fcra,tch 

His  tendcrnefs  procures  ?" 

Though  this,  'tis  own'd,  be  fomewhat  nidc, 

And  pufs  by  nature  be  a  prude, 

■Yet  hence  you  may  improve ; 
By  decent  pride,  and  dint  of  feoff. 
Keep  caterwauling  coxcombs  ofT, 

And  ward  th'  attacks  of  love. 

Your  Ci  *j)  a  moufin  when  you  fee, 
She  teaches  you  economy. 

Which  makes  the  pot  to  boil : 
And  when  fhe  plays  with  what  (he  gains. 
She  (hows  you  pltafure  fprings  from  paiuj,. 

And  mirth's  the  fruit  of  toil. 

BALLAD  XIV. 

THE  PRITTY   BAR-KF.TER  OF  THE  MIT«3t. 
Wfittcn  at  College,  I741. 

"  Relax,  fweet  girl,  your  wearied  mind, 

"  And  to  hear  the  poet  talk, 
"  Genticft  creature  of  your  kind, 

"  Lay  afide  your  fponge  and  chalk; 
"  Ceafe,  ceafe  the  bar-bell,  nor  refufc 
"  To  hear  the  jingle  of  the  mufe. 

"  Hear  your  numerous  vot'rics  prayers, 
•*  Come,  0  come,  and  bring  with  thca 
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■*•  biddy  wLimfies,  wanton  airs, 
"  And  all  love's  foft  ar'.illery; 
"  Smiles  and  throbs,  and  frowns,  and  tears, 
"  With  all  the  little  hopes  and  fears." 

She  heard— Ihe  came— and,  e'er  fliefpOke, 

Not  unravifli'd  you  might  fee 
Her  wanton  eyes  that  wink'd  the  joke, 

Ere  her  tongue  could  fet  it  free. 
While  a  forc'd  bkifh  her  cheeks  enflam'd, 
And  feem'd  to  fay  Ihe  was  afham'd. 

No  liandkerchief  her  bnfom  hid, 

No  tipptt  from  our  fight  debars 
Her  heaving  breafts,  with  moles  o'erfpreadj 

Mark'd,  little  henilfpheres,  with  flars ; 
While  on  them  all  our  eyes  we  move, 
Our  eyes  that  meant  immoderate  love. 

In  every  gefture,  every  air, 
i      Th'  imperfedl  lifp,  the  languid  eye. 

In  every  motion  of  the  fair, 
I      We  awkward  imitators  vie,. 

And,  forming  our  own  from  her  facCj 
[  Strive  to  look  pretty  as  we  gaze. 

!  If  e'er  fhe  fneer'd,  the  mimic  crowd 

I      Sneer'd  too,  and  all  their  pipes  laid  down; 

I  If  fhe  but  fi:ooj)'d,  we  lowly  bow'd, 

'      And  fullen,  if  fhe  'gan  to  frown, 

'  In  folemn  illence  fat  profound — 

[  But  did  file  laugh ! — the  laugh  went  round. 

!  Her  fnuff-box  if  the  nymph  pull'd  out, 

I      Each  Johnian  in  refponfive  airs 

1  Fed  with  the  tickling  duft  his  fnovit, 

With  all  the  politeiTe  of  bears. 
Dropt  flie  her  fan  beneath  her  hoop, 
Ev'n  ftake-ftuck  Clariaiis  ftrove  to  {loop. 

The  fons  of  culinary  Kays 

Smoking  from  the  eternal  treat. 
Loft  in  ecftatic  tranfpqrt  gaze, 

As  thougli  tlie  fair  was  good  to  eat ; 
Ev'n  glcomiefi;  kings-men,  pleas'd  a  whilcj, 
"  Grin  horribly  a  ghaftly  fmile." 

But  hark,  (he  cries,  "  my  mamma  calls," 
And  ftraight  fhe's  vanifh'd  from  our  fight; 

'Twas  then  we  faw  the  empty  bowls, 
'TwaD  then  we  firfl  pcrceiv'd  it  night ; 

■VlHiile  all,  fad  fynod,  filent  moan, 

Both  that  fhe  went — and  went  alone. 

BALLAD  XV. 

THE  Widow's  resolution. 

A  Cantata. 

RECITATIVE. 

Stlvia,  the  riioft  contented  of  her  kind, 
Remain'd  in  joylefs  widowhood  refign'd  : 
In  vain  to  gain  her  every  fhepnerd  flrove, 
Each  paiTion  ebb'd,  but  grief,  which  drowned  love. 

AIR. 

Away,  fhe  cr^'d,  ye  fwains,  be  mute, 
]Nor  with  your  odious  fruitlefs  fait 

My  loyal  thoughts  controul ; 
^y  grief  on  refolution's  rock 
Is  built,  nor  cart  temptation  fhock 

The  purpcfe  of  my  fo^l, 


Though  blithe  cchtcht,  with  jocund  airj 
May  balance  comfort  aguiml  care, 

And  make  me  life  iuflain  ; 
Yet  ev'ry  joy  has  wing'd  its  flight, 
Except  that  penfive  dear  delight 

That  takes  its  rife  from  pain. 

RECITATIVE. 

She  faid  :— A  youth  approach'd,  of  manly  grace^ 
A  fon  of  Mars,  and  of  th'  Hibernian  race  : — 
In  flow'ry  rhetoric  he  no  time  employ'd, 
He  came — he  woo'd— he  wedded,  aiid  enjoy'd. 

AIR. 

Dido  thus  of  old  proteflcd 

Ne'er  to  know  a  fecdnd  flame  ; 
But,  alas !  fhe  found  f!ie  jefled, 

Wheh  the  ftately  Trojan  came. 

Nature  a  difguife  may  borrow, 

Yet  this  maxim  true  will  prove, 

Spite  of  pride,  and  fpite  of  forrow. 
She  that  has  a  heart  mull  love. 

What  on  earth  is  fo  enchanting 

As  beauty  weeping  on  her  weeds  \ 

Through  flowing  eyes,  on  bofom  pantin^j 
What  a  rapturous  ray  proceeds  ? 

Since  from  death  there's  no  returning, 

When  th'  old  lover  bids  adieu, 
All  the  pomp  and  farce  of  mourning 

Are  but  fignals  for  a  new. 

EPISTLE  TO  MRS.  TY'LERj, 

It  ever  was  allow'd,  dear  madaiu, 

Ev'n  from  the  days  of  father  Adam, 

Of  all  perfection  flefh  is  heir  to, 

Fairp  atience  is  the  gentleft  virtue : 

This  is  a  truth  our  grandames  tcachj 

Our  poets  fmg,  and  parfons  preach  j 

Yet  after  all,  dear  Jvloll,  the  fadl  is 

We  feldom  put  it  into  pradtice  ; 

I'll  warrant  (if  one  knew  the  truth) 

You've  call'd  me  many  an  idle  youthj. 

And  flyl'd  me  rude  ungrateful  bear. 

Enough  to  make  a  parfon  fwear. 
I  ihall  not  make  a  long  oration 
In  order  for  my  vindication, 
For  what  the  plague  can  I  fay  more 
Than  lazy  dogs  have  done  before  ; 
Such  fluff  is  naught  but  mere  tautolog)*i 
And  fo  take  that  for  my  apology. 
Firil  then  for  cuflards,  my  dear  Mary, 
The  produce  of  your  dainty  dairy. 
For  ftew'd,for  bak'd,  for  boil'd,  for  roafl. 
And  all  the  teas,  and  all  the  toafl ; 
With  thankful  tongue,  and  bowing  attitudSTj 
I  here  prefent  you  v/ith  my  gratitude : 
Next  for  your  apples,  pears,  and  plumbs„ 
Acknowledgment  in  order  comes; 
For  wine,  for  ale,  for  fcrwl,  for  fifh— for 
Ev'n  all  one's  appetite  can  wifh  for  i. 
But  O  ye  pens,  and  O  ye  pencihj 
And  aU  ye  fcribbling  utenfils, 
Say  in  what  words,  and  in  what  metrCj, 
Shall  unfeign'd  admiration  greet  her. 
For  that  rich  banquet  fo  refin'd. 
Her  eonverfation  gave  the  mindj 
M  ij 
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The  folid  meal  of  fenfc  and  worth, 

Set  oft' by  the  <lcftrt  ol  mirth  ; 

Wit's  I'mii  and  plcufurc'*  ^tiiial  bo\sl, 

And  all  the  joyoui  flow  of  loul ; 

For  tliefe,  and  every  kind  ingrcdri-nt. 

That  forni'd  your  love — your  moll  obcd>t.ut. 

TO  THE  RF.V.  MR.  POWELL. 

ON    THE   NON-rERFORMANCK    OK  A   PROMISE    HE 
MADt    rUI  AUTHOR  OF  A  HARE. 

Friend,  with  regard  to  this  fame  hare, 

Am  I  to  ■•■ope,  or  to  dcfpair  .' 

By  pun^lual  pofl  the  letter  canic, 

M'ith  P'  'Mi's  hand,  and  P'  •  "ll's  name  ; 

Yet  there  apfiar'd,  for  love  or  money, 

Nor  hare,  nor  leveret,  nor  coney. 

Say,  my  'i  ;ar  Morjjun,  has  my  lord, 

Like  other  great  ones,  kept  his  word  .' 

Or  have  you  been  dccoiv'd  by  'fquire? 

Or  has  your  poacher  loft  his  wire  ? 

Or  in  fome  unpropitioirs  hole, 

Inllcad  of  pufs.  trepann'd  a  mole  ? 

Thou  valiant  fon  of  great  Cadwailader, 

Haft  thou  a  hare,  or  haft  thou  fwallow'd  her  ? 

But  now,  nitthiiiks,  1  hear  yon  fay 
(And  fliake  your  head)  "  Ah,  welUa-day ! 
*'   Painful  prc-em'nence  to  be  -wife, 
"  Wc  wits  have  fucb  ftiort  memories. 
"  Oil,  that  the  a&.  was  not  in  force  ! 
*'  A  horfe  ! — my  kingdom  for  a  horfe  ! 
*'  To  love — yet  be  deny'd  the  fport  I 
"  Oh  !  for  a  friend  or  two  at  court ! 
"  God  knows,  there's  fcarce  a  man  of  quality 
«'   In  all  our  pcerlefs  principality—" 

But  hold — for  on  his  country  joking. 
To  a  warm  Welchman's  moft  provoking. 
As  for  poor  pufs,  upon  my  hunotir, 
1  never  fet  my  heart  upon  her. 
Put  any  gift  from  friend  to  friend 
Is  pjeafiiig  in  its  aim  and  end. 
I,  like  the  cock,  would  fpurn  a  jewel, 
Sent  by  th!! unkind,  th'  unjuft.and  cruel. 

But  honeft  P**»ll! Sure  from  him 

A  barley-corn  woidd  be  a  gem. 
Pleas'd  therefore  had  I- been,  and  proud. 
And  prais'd  thy  generous  heart  aloud, 
}{,  'ftead  of  hare  i  but  do  not  blab  it) 
You'd  fent  me  only  a  "Welch  rabbit. 
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EPIGRAM  L 

»  THE  SICK  MONKEV. 

A  t.ADY  fent  lately  for  one  Dofbor  Drug, 
To  come  in  an  inftant,  and  clyftcr  poor  Pirg — 
As  the  fair  one  comirtanded,  he  c.inie  at  the  word. 
And  did  the  grand  office  in  tye-wig  and  fword. 
The  affair  being  ended,  fo  fweet  and  fo  nice  ! 
He  htld  out  his  hand  with  "  you  know,  ma'dm, 
"  my  price." 


"  Your  price,"  fays  the  hdy — "  Why,  Sir,  he'» 

"  your  brother, 
"  And  do(ilois  mufl  never  take  foes  of  each  other." 


EPIGRAM  IL 

APOLLO  AND  DAPHNE. 

When  Phoebus  was  am'rous,  and  long'd  to  be 

rude, 
Mifs  Daphne  cry'dpilh  !  andranfwift  to  the  wood, 
And  rather  than  do  fuch  a  naughty  affair. 
She  became  a  fine  laurel  to  deck  the  god's  hair. 

The  nymph  was  be  fure  of  a  cold  conftitution. 
To  be  turn'd  to  a  tree  was  a  ftrange  rcfolution ; 
For  in  this  fhe  refcmblcd  a  true  modern  fpoufe,       ' 
For  ftie  Hcd  from  his  arms  to  diftinguifli  hi*  brows.] 

I 
EPIGRAM   HI.      {Frcm  the  Grt^i).  I 

THE   MISER  AND  THE  MOUSE.  | 

To  a  Moufe  fays  a  Mifer,  "  my  dear  Mr.  MoufcJ 
«  Pray  what  may  you  pleafe  for  to  want  in  my 

"  houfe  .''■  j 

Says  the  Moufe,  "  Mr.  Mifer,  pray  keep  yourfeUJ 

"  quiet,  } 

"  You  are  fafe   in  your  pcrfon,  your  purfc,  andi 

"  your  diet :  I 

"  A  lodging  I  want,  which  ev'n  you  may  afford,  f 
"  But  none  would  come  here  to  beg,  borrow,  of] 

"  board."  j 

EPIGRAM  IV. 

0/1  a  Woman  ivbo  "zcas  Singing  Biillads  for  MonM 
to  Bury  her  Hujband. 

For  her  hufband  deccas'd,  Sally  chants  the  fv^eeti 
lay, 
Vi'liy,  faith,  this  is  fingular  forrow; 
But  (I  doubt)  ftnce  fhe  fings  for  a  dead  man  to- 
day. 
She'll  cry  for  a  live  one  to-morrow. 

To  the  Right  Honourable 
EARL  OF  DARLINGTON, 

ON    HIS    BEING  APPOINTED    PAYMASTER    OF  HI 
majesty's    FORCES. 


"  The  royal  hand,  my  lord,  fhall  raifc 

"  To  nobler  heights  thy  name; 
"  Who  praifesthce  fhall  meet  withpraifc 

"  Ennobled  ui  thy  fame. 

Srrari's  Odin 

What  the  prophetic  mufe  foretold  is  true, 
And  royal  juftice  gives  to  worth  its  due  ; 
The  Roman  fpirit  now  breathes  forth  again, 
And  virtue's  temple  leads  to  honour's  fane  ; 
But  not  alone  te  thee  this  grant  extends. 
Nor  in  thy  rife  great  Brunfwick's  goodncfs  en(f8: 
Whoe'er  has  known  thy  hofpitable  dome. 
Where  each  glad  gucft  ftill  finds  himfclf  at  honie 
Whoe'er  has  feen  the  numerous  poor  that  wait 
To  blcfs  thy  bounty  at  th'  expanded  gate  ; 
Whoe'er  has  feen  thee  general  joy  impart, 
And  linile  a%vsy  chagrin  from  every  heart. 
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All  theft  are  happy— pleafu re  reigns  confeft, 
And  thy  profperity  makes  thoufands  bleft. 

On  the  Death  of  Majier  Neivbery,  afler  a  Ihigerivg 
Illncfs. 

Henceforth  he  every  tender  tear  fuppreft, 

Or  let  us  weep  for  joy,  that  he  is  bleil ; 

From  grief  to  blefs,  from  earth  to  heav'n  remov'd, 

His  mem'ry  honour'd,  as  his  life  belov'd: 

That  heart  o'er  which  no  evil  e'er  had  pow'r  ; 

That  difpofition  ficknefs  could  not  four  ; 

That  fenfe  fo  oft  to  riper  years  denied, 

That   patience  heroes  might  have   own'd  with 

pride. 
His  painful  race  undauntedly  he  ran, 
And  in  the  eleventh  winter  died  a  man. 

Epitaph  on  the  Rev.  Mr.  ReyiwUs,  at  St.  Peter  s  in 
the  Ifc  of  Thanet. 

Was  rhetoric  on  the  lips  of  forrow  hung, 

Or  could  affliftion  lend  the  heart  a  tongue, 

Then  Ihould  my  foul,  in  noble  anguifh  free, 

Do  glorious  juftice  to  herfelf  and  thee. 

But  ah  !  when  loaded  with  a  weight  of  woe, 

Ev'n  nature,  bleffed  nature  is  our  foe. 

When  we  fhould  praife,  we  fympathetic  groan, 

For  fad  mortality  is  all  our  own. 

lYet  but  a  word,   as  lowly  as  he  lies. 

He  fpurns  all  empires  and  affertsthe  fkies. 

Blufh,  power  i  he  had  no  intereft  here  below  ; 

Blufli,  malice  !  that  he  died  without  a  foe  ; 

The  univcrfal  friend,  fo  form'd  to  engage. 

Was  far  too  precious  for  this  world  and  age. 

Years  were^enied,  for(fuch  his  worth  and  truth) 

Kind  heaven  has  caii'd  him  to  eternal  youtli. 

To  my  Worthy  Friund Mr.  T.  B.  one  of  the  People  called 
^jiaters.     Written  in  his  Garden,  'July  I  752. 

Free  from  the  proud,  the  pompous,  and  the  vain, 

How  {imply  neat  and  elegantly  plain 

Thy  rural  villa  lifts  its  modefl:  head, 

Where  fair  convenience  reigns  in  fafhion'd  flead; 

Where  fober  plenty  does  its  blifs  impart, 

And  glads  thine  hofpitable,  honeft  heart. 

Mirth  without  vice,  and  rapture  without  noife. 

And  all  the  decent,  all  the  manly  joys ! 

Beneath  a  Ihadowy  bow'r,  the  fummer's  pride. 

Thy  darling  *  TuUia  fitting  by  thy  lide  ; 

Where  light  and  Ihade  in  varied  fccnes  difplay 

A  contrail  fweet,  like  friendly  Yea  and  Nay. 

My  hand  the  fecretary  of  my  mind, 

Leaves  thee  thefe  lines  upon  the  poplar's  rind. 

On  Seeing  the  PiBure  of  Mifs  R  G  n .    Dra  zvii 

by  Mr.  Fareljl,  of  Threadneedle-freeii 

Shall  candid  f  Prior,  in  immortal  lays. 
Thy  anceftor  with  generous  ardour  praife; 
Who,  with  his  pencil's  animating  pow'r, 
In  livtlieft  dyes  immortaliz'd  a  flow^'r, 
And  fhall  no  juft.  Impartial  bard  be  found, 
Thy  more  exalted  merits  to  refound  ? 


*   His  Daughter. 

•{■  Sssverfesonafoioerpaiutedby  Fareljl, 


Who  i:,iv'ft  to  beauty  a  perpetual  bloom, 
And  lively  grace,  which  age  fhall  not  confumf  : 
Who  mak'ft  the  fpeaking  eyes  with  meaning  rv.i'» 
And  paint'll  at  once  the  body  and  the  foul. 

An  Invitation  to  Mrs-  T^ler,  a  Clergyman  s  Lady.,  to 
Dine  upon  a  Couple  of  Ducks  on  the  Annivtrfary  of 
the  Author's  Wedding-Day. 

Had  I  the  pen  of  Sir  John  Suckling, 

And  could  find  out  a  rhyme  for  duckling. 

Why  dcareft  madam,  in  that  cafe, 

I  would  invite  you  to  a  brace. 

Hafte,  gentle  j:  Ihepherdefs,  a\Vay, 

To-morrow  is  tlie  gaudy  day, 

That  day,  when  to  iny  longing  arm?, 

Nancy  refign'd  her  golden  charms, 

And  fet  my  ara'rous  inclination 

Upon  the  bu^'nefs  of  the  nation. 

InduRrlous  Moll,  |j  with  many  a  pluck, 

Unwing's  the  plumage  of  each  duck; 

And  as  fhc  fits  a  brooding  o'er, 

You'd  thmk  flie'd  hatch  a  couple  more. 

Come,  all  ye  mufes,  come  and  fing —         * 

Shall  we  then  roafi  them  on  a  Itring  ? 

Or  Ihall  we  make  our  dirty  jilt  run. 

To  beg  a  roaft  of  Mrs.  §  Bilton  ? 

But  to  delight  you  more  with  thefe,  "', 

We  fhall  provide  a  difh  of  peafe  • 

On  ducks  alone  we'll  not  regale  yvU, 

We'll  wine,  we'll  punch  you,  aiiu  ,>L'ii  ale  you. 

To-morrow  is  the  gaudy  a.'.y, 

Halle,  gentle  Ihepherdefs,  away. 

TO  MISS  S P E. 

Fair  partner  of  my  Nancy'' s  heart, 
Who  feel'll,  like  me,  love's  poignant  dart; 
Who  at  a  frown  canft  pant  for  pain, 
And  at  a  fmiic  revive  again  ; 
Who  doat'fl  to  that  fevere  degree. 
You're  jealous,  e'en  of  conllancy  ; 
Born  hopes  and  fears  anvl  doubts  to  prove,  ' 

And  each  viciflTitude  of  love  ! 
To  this  my  humble  fuit  at",    .  ,  -, 

And  be  my  advocate  and  fr^;..d.  ■ 

So  may  jull  Heav'n  your  goodnefs  blefs, 
Succefslul  ev'n  in  my  luccefs! 
Oft  af  the  filent  hour  of  night. 
When  bold  intrufion  v/ings  her  flight. 
My  fair,  liom  care  r.nd  bus'nefs  free, 
Unbofoms  all  her  foul  to  thee. 
Each  hope  with  which  h^r  bofom  heaves, 
Each  tender  wifh  her  heart  receives 
I'o  thee  are  intimately  known. 
And  all  her  thoughts  become  thy  own  : 
1  hen  take  the  bleffed  biil"->ful  iiour, 
To  try  love's  fweet  infedlious  pow'r; 
And  iet  your  filler  fouls  coafpire 
In  love's,  as  iriendihip's  calmer  fire. 
So  may  thy  tranfport  equal  mine, 
l>Jay— every  joy  be  doubly  chine  !  . 

\  As  every  good parfcn  is   ihc  fhefiherd  of  htsf.ach. 
r'v'.'  ivfe  is  a fhepherdefs  of  courfe, 
{I    The  maid. 

§   The  landlady  of  the  piihl'L-hofc,  ■ 
M  lij 
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So  my  the  youth,  whom  you  prefer. 
Be  ail  t  wifli  to  be  to  licr. 


JEXTEMPORE, 

Ttt  tic  King's  Bench,  en  hearing  a  Ra-jcn  Crcjk. 

Yon  raven  once  an  acorn  took 

I'roni  Roimity'b  llouti-ft  tailed  tree, 

He  hid  it  by  a  limpid  brook, 
And  liv'd  another  oa!c  to  fee. 

Thus  nulanchoiy  buries  hope, 

Wliith  I'rovi.loiicc  keeps  dill  slive. 

Bids  Ub  with  affliiilionj  cope,  , 

And  all  anxiety  furvive, 


DissERTissiME  Romuli  Ntpotum, 
Quot  funt,  qiiotque  fucre,  NIarce  Tulli, 
tt  quot  poft  aliis  crunt  in  annis, 
Gratias  tibi  niaximas  Cat\illus, 
Agit  pcfTiiaus  omnium  Poeta  ;— • 
Tanio  pelTimus  omnium  Pocta, 
Quanto  tu  optimus  omniuui  patronus. 


ImitaUd  iiftcr  Dining  I'.v'.'l  Mr.  Murray. 

O  Tiiou,  of  Britiih  orator";  the  chief 
That  were,  or  are  in  being,  or  belief; 
All  eminence  and  j^oodnois  as  thou  art, 
Accept  the  gratitude  of  Poet  Smart, — 
'J'he  mcaneil  of  the  tuneful  train  as  far, 
As  thou  traufcend'ft  the  brightcft  at  the  bar. 


INSCRIPTIONS  ON  AN  iEOLIAN  HARP. 

0.1  crte  r.nif. 
Partem  aliquam,   O  venti,   divum  rcferatis  ad 
aures. 

On  one  Side. 
Salve,  qux  fingis  proprio  modulaminc  carmen. 

Salve  Mcrnnoniani  vox  iinitata  lyram  ! 
Xlulcii  O  di  divinunujvie  fonas  fise  pollicis  i<5lu, 

Dives  natur.-e  fimplicis,  artis  inops ! 
Talia,  qua  incultx  dant  mellta  labra  puellse, 
Talia  funt  facilcs  qux  modulantur  aves. 
On  the  other  Side. 
Hail  hcav'niy  liarp,    where   Memnon's   fkill   is 

fliown, 
That  charm  ll  the  car  with  mufic  all  thine  own  ! 
Which  though  untouch'd,  can'ft  rapturous  flrains 

impart, 
O  rich  of  genuine  nature,  free  from  art ! 
Such  the  Wild  waihlings  of  the  fylvan  throng. 
So  fimply  Iwcet  the  untaught  virgins  long. 
On  the  other  End. 
Chriflophorus  Smart  Henrico  Bell,  Armigero. 

AN  EPIGR.A.M  BY  SIR  THOMAS  MORE. 

DC  TVNDAP.O. 

NoN  minimo  infijrnem  nafo  dum  forte  pucilum 
Baliat,  en  !  voluit  'i'yna.uus  effe  dic;ix. 

Friiftra,  ait,  crpo  tuis  int-a  profero  laLra  labcllis, 
Noftra  procul  nafus  didinet  ora  tuus. 

Protiniis  erubuit,  tacitaqvie  cic.ituluit  iij, 
>t'empc  parum  falfo  tacla  pucUa  falc. 


Nafu«  ab  oriC  mcus  tua  fi  tenet  ofcula,  dixit, 
CHia  hlIus  non  ell,  hac  dare  parte  potes. 

THE  LONG-NOSED  FAIR. 

Once  on  a  time  1  fair  Doiinda  kifs'd, 

Whofe  nofc  wa»  too  dillinpuifh'd  to  be  mifs'd; 

My  dear,  fays  1,1  fain  would  kil»  you  cloier, 

But  though  your  lips  fay  aye — your  nofe  fays,  n«, 

.Sir. — 
The  maid  was  equally  to  fun  inclin'd, 
And  pl-c'd  her  lovely  iily-jianj  behind; 
Here,  fwain,  Ihe  cry'd,  may'Il  thou  fccurely  kifs, 
Where  there's  no  nofc  to  interrupt  thy  blils. 


FANNY,  BLOOMING  FAIR. 


Trjnjljted   into    Latin.,    in    tl 
Bourne. 


e   manner   o, 


of    Mr 


CcJ.M  prinium  ante  oculo?,  viridi  hfciva  juvcnta, 

Non  tcmere  attonitos  Fannia  pulclira  llctit, 
Ut  niihi  fegratus  calor  infinuavit  in  cfTa 

Miranti  fpeciem,  virglncumque  decus! 
Dum  parte.'  meditor  varias,  ct  aniibile — quid  noc  .' 

Lullrandique  acics  magna  libiuo  capit ; 
Prodigus  et  laudum  dunt  formam  ad  lidera  tollo, 

Subtlolus  en !  furtim  labitur  intu^  omor. 

Idalii  pueri,  Venerifquc  cxcrcifus  oninis 

Exornat  multo  lumina  fcta  dolo  ; 
Hie  currus,  hie  tela  jactnt,  hie  arcus  Amorij. 

Cypii  poflliabitis  hicmanet  ipfejugis. 
NatJvis  gera  pulchra  rofis  veflita  fuperbit, 

Invalidam  artilicis  fj^crnerc  n;'ta  niainiw  ; 
Non  tantas  jaiflat  ventre?  fuaviflimus  liorti 

Incola,  quando  novis  fpirat  amoma  comis. 

Cnncinnis  mcmbris  patet  immortalisorigo. 

Ilia  Jovis  monftrat  quid  potu<'re  manus  ; 
Rejjinan'.que  Cnidi,  formolam  C'yprida,  rcddit, 

Quicunque  egrcgio  ludit  in  ore  decor  ! 
Quanta  mihi  nervos,  heu,  quanta  eft  fla,".:ma  mc^ 
diillas, 

Pectoris  ut  video  luxurianlis  cbur — 
Pe(floris  eximi.T  nymphs; — jam  dulcc  tiimentis 

Jam  fubfiiitntis-'-fed  cupit  ante  premi. 

Circumdat  mediam  ceflus  fmihi  rreditc)  nyniphan* 

Iniignis  ccftus,  quern  dcdit  ipfa  \''cnus : 
Dulce  fatcllitium  circa  illam  ludit  amorum, 

Atque  hilarcs  ducit  turfca  jocofa  choros. 
Felix  arte  homines  illiuseingula  zon.x 

Qoi  folvas,  felix,  quifquit.  cs,  ante  Decs  ! 
QjTines,  tanta  omnes,  nifi  me,  coniingerc  pofTc 

Guadia,  vofque  Dii,  tuque  puella  ncges. 

F.A.NNV,  BLOOMING  FAIR. 

When  Fanny  blooming  f.iir, 

1  ill!  caught  my  ravifh'd  figlit. 
Pi '  r -d  with  her  fhape  rnd  air, 

I  feka  ilrange  delight"; 
Whilft  eagerly  I  gaz'd, 

Admiring  ev'ry  part. 
And  ev'ry  It  ature  prais'd, 

bhc  Hole  into  my  heart. 

In  her  bewitching  eyc.<! 
Icn  tliQUfand  loves  appear. 


POEMS. 


There  Gupid  bafltlng  lieJ, 

His  ftiafts  are  hoarded  there. 
Her  blooming  cheeks  are  dy'd 

With  colours  all  her  own, 
Excelling  far  the  pride 

Of  rofes  newly  blown. 

Her  well-turn'd  limbs  confefs 

The  lucky  hand  of  Jove  ; 
Her  features  all  exprels 

The  beauteous  Queen  of  Love. 
What  flames  my  nerves  invade, 

When  I  behold  the  breaft 
Of  that  too  charming  maid 

Rife  fuing  to  be  prcft  I 

Venus  round  Fanny's  waift 

Has  her  own  ceftus  bound, 
There  guardian  Cupids  Sfracc, 

And  dance  the  circle  .ound. 
How  happy  muft  he  be, 

Who  fliall  her  zone  unloofe  I 
That  blifs  to  all  but  me, 

May  Heav'n  and  Ihe  refufe. 

THE  PRETTY  CHAMBERMAip. 

In  Imitation  of  Horace,   Ode  IV.—  'NeJit  Ancil- 
Ice  tibi  amor  pudari,  ^c. 

CoLLi>f,  oh  '.  ceafe  thy  friend  to  blame. 
Who  entertains  a  fervile  flame. 
Chide  not — believe  me,  'tis  no  more 
Than  great  Achilles  did  before, 
Who  nobler,  prouder  far  than  he  is, 
Ador'd  his  chambermaid  Brifeis. 

The  thund'ring  Ajax  Venus  lays 
In  love's  ineKtricable  maze. 
His  flave  Tecmefla  makes  him  yield, 
Now  millrefs  of  the  fevenfold  Ihield. 
Atrides  with  his  captive  play'd, 
Who  always  fiiar'd  the  bed  ihe  made. 

*Twas  at  the  ten  years  fiege,  when  all 
The  Trojans  fell  in  Hector's  fall. 
When  Helen  rul'd  the  day  and  night. 
And  made  them  love  and  made  them  fight; 
Each  hero  kii's'd  his  maid,  and  why, 
Though  I'm  no  hero,  may  not  1  ? 

Who  knows  ?  Polly  perhaps  may  be 

A  piece  of  ruin'd  royalty. 

She  has  (I  cannot  doubt  it)  been 

I'he  daughter  of  fome  mighty  queen  ; 

But  fate's  irrem'able  doom 

Has  chang'd  her  fceptre  for  a  broom. 

Ah  1  ceafe  to  think  it — how  can  fhe, 
So  gen'rous,  charming,  fond,  and  free. 
So  lib'ral  of  her  little  ft;ore, 
So  heedlefs  of  amafling  more, 
Have  one  drop  of  plebeian  blood 
Jn  all  the  circulating  flood  1 

But  you,  by  carping  at  my  fire, 
Do  but  betray  your  own  defire — 
Howe'er  proceed — made  tame  by  years. 
You'll  raile  in  me  no  jealo'.is  fears. 
You've  not  one  fpark  of  love  ali\e, 
J'or,  thanks  to  i^eav'n,  you're  forty-fivc» 
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CHRISTOPHORUS  SMART 

SAMUEL!  SAUNDERS,    COL.  REGAL,    S.  P.  ©, 

Phoebus  et  Liber,  charitefque  mecuni 
Norte  ccenabunt  (ita  ipondet  Hermea) 
Noftra  fed  prorlus,  nifi  te  magiftro, 
Poc'la  recufant. 

Attici  dives  venias  leporis, 
Non  fine  aflueto  venias  cachinno,  et 
Blanda  pinguedo  explicita  renidens 
Frontejocetur. 

Georgium  expedlo,  Salis  architecftum 
Duphcis  vafrum  fatis,  aemulofque 
Speri;  vos  inter  fore  nunc,  ut  olim, 
Nobile  bellum. 

Dumque  lucubrata  per  omne  longi 
Frigoris  fasclum  pueros  tenellos 
Alma  nox  pidlas  videt  otiofos 

Velvere  chartas. 

Prohpudor!  devotalucro  juventus 
(Ut  pueliarum  numerus  fenumque) 
Pallet  infomnis  repetita  duri 

Jurgia  ludi. 

Sperne  (nam  multx  cerebrum  Minervai 
Eft  tibi)  nugas  age  quaeftuofas, 
Arduas,  vanas,  et  amara  curae 

Elue  mecum. 

Jam  rigit  tellus,  hyemantque  menfes, 
Veftra  fed  laurus  vireat,  tuifque 
In  genis  dulcis  rofa  fanitatis 

Sera  moretur. 

Aul.  Pemb.  Cantab.  Cal.  Jan. 

THE  FAMOUS  GENERAL  EPITAPH  FROM 

DEMOSTHENES. 

These  for  their  country's  caufe  were  flieath'd  ia 
arms. 

And  all  bafe  imputations  dare  defpife  ; 
And  nobly  ftruck  with  glory's  dreadful  charms. 

Made  death  their  aim,  eternity  their  prize. 
For  never  could  their  mighty  fpirits  yield. 

To  fee  themfelves  and  countrymen  in  chains ; 
And  earth's  kind  bofsm  hides  them  in  the  field 

Of  battle,  fo  the  Will  Supreme  ordains ; 
To  conquer  chance  and  error's  not  reveal'd. 

For  mortals  fure  mortality  remains. 

OttXx,  aai  avrnrciXuv  v'o^tv  XTrumtdciruv  } 
McipvufyCivog  §'  ci^iTiii  x.Xi  ouf^dTog,  evx,  ia-uuTXt 

■i'vx.ug,  ci?.x'  cil^yiv  x.t)ivoy  iSivTO  Q^uQrjv, 
AovXoa-vviji  e-Tvys^iiV  uy.<pii  i^^a-iv  vo^tv. 

OvvDciv  Eh?i»va»y   ug  fiK  ^uAav  avxivi   Qlvri?, 

Vxitx,  ^5  TTXTpii     'IXit    KoXTTOti    TUV    7rA/J<VT«    X«- 

'Zdfitcr  iTTii  Qvyixcii;  tx.  Aio;  \oi  K^t'in; 

E'v  €/0TH  (KOi^aSV  a'oVTl  fv/tTv  '  iTTO^iV. 

M  iiij 
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CARMEN  IN  CitCILIAM. 


A  Latin  Verfion  of  Pope's  Ode  on  St.  Cecilia  s 
iJuy. 

Descende  cceIo,  fpiritu  quae  melleo 

Implo,  Camcena,  tibias; 
Dffcende  pulfas  qnx  lyriim  volucri  manu, 
Nervumi|iie  lopituin  escita: 
Difcat  tundeie  luaviter  feveras 
'i'eftiuln  niimerola  cantilenas ; 
Cava  clalTica  clangoribus  auras 
Repl'.-ant,  refonent  tremebundarum 
Laquaria  convuH'adeniorum  : 
Inque  vicem  Icnta  gravia  org.ina  niajeftate 
Spirent,  aupuftoque  fonore  inflata  tiimefcant. 
Ut  clare,  ut  placidi  mollitcr  auribus 
Se  furtim  bibulis  infinuant  modi  ! 
IMo^  toilunt  violentum  altius  altius 
Auilitum  Superis  loniim  ! 
Jimque  exultantes  numeri  atqiie  audacia  turgent 
Carnii.'.a,  jam  tremulus  tracflis  fluitat  turor  auiii; 
Djnec  raiiuitatim  remota. 
Jam  liqiiefacla, 
Jam  moritpra, 
Murmura  languent, 
Murmiira  duici 
Leniter  attenuata  cafu. 
JEquas  ut  lervat  moderatrix  Mufica  mentes ; 
Ut  premit,  aut  laxat  moliibus  imperiis  1 
Seu  guudiorum  turbida  pectora 
Tumi'ltuolis  fludlibus  aeltuant, 
Trai.quillat ;  urget  feu  malorum 
Pondus,  humo  levat  lila  voce. 
Ceflit  bellantes  animofo  acccndere  caiitu  ; 
Elandaque  amatori  medi(;"(imina  fiifficit  aegro  : 
Languers  ecce  I  caput  Moeftitia  erigit, 
Morpheus  mollirulis  pro(iIit  e  tori.., 
Ulnas  implicitas  pandit  Inertia, 
Audit  diciduis  Invidia  anguibus: 
Tiiteftina  animi  ceffant  belia  ;  applirat  anres 
Seditio.  nee  prseciiMtes  reminiHitur  iras. 
Aft  ubi  dulcis  amor  palrix  pia  mittit  in  arma, 
O  !  quanto  accendunt  niavortia  tympana  pulfu  I 
Sic,  cum  prima  viam  navis  tentaret  inaulam, 
Thrax  cecim't,  puppique  lyram  tra(fla'-it  in  alta, 
Dum  vidit  Ar:jo  Pelion  arduum 
pinus  forores  dt Tcerere  impigras, 
Et  turba  circumfufa  muto 
Semideiim  ftupucre  plauAi : 
Incedit  hero?,  quifquis  audiit  fonum, 

Amorc  flagrans  glor  a; : 
Dum  ftiiiinudum  qu  Iquc  rapit  manu 
Znllni,  et  corufrat  mulriplicem  ajgida: 
Ad  arma  fylvse,  ad  arma  monies, 
Terra,  mare,  aftra  fonant  ad  arma  I 
Sed,  cum  per  orci  limites  cavernufi, 
Amplexibiis  quos  igiieis  obit  Uimans 
l'hle>;etl)on,  Poetara,  Morte  non  minus  pollens, 
Adiie  juflit  pallulos  Amor  manes, 
Oiia:  miracla  lonorum  I 
Qiiae  feralia  monftra  videri, 
Piias  per  oras  dlHita  I 
Horrida  fulgura. 
Vox  penetrabiJis 
SsEva  guerentiuro. 


Et  picei  ign»» 
Trifte  crepulculutn, 
Diri  ululatu«, 
Et  gemitus  gravis 
Malta  profunditas. 
Dumqup  luunt  pcenas  animae,  trcmuli  fingultUS. 
Sed  audin  !   audin  I   auream  fcrit  chelyn, 

Milerifque  fecit  otiura  : 
En  '.  tenuc  ut  patuiis  auribus  agnaen  adcft  ! 
Quiefcit  ingens^ifyphrfaxum,  et  fuas 
Acclinis  Ixion  rotas, 
Atquc  leves  ineunt  pallida  fpeflrachoros  *. 
Ferratis  fua  membra  torii  collapfa  reciinant 
Oblitae  irarum  Eumenides,  et  lurica  circum 
Colla  aufciiltantcs  itic  explicuere  colubri  1 
Per  fluentorum  vada,  quae  pereaui 
Rore  delibant  finuofo  ripas  ; 
Per  levem,  fiqua  Eiylli  vireta 

Ventilat  aura  ; 
Per  beatorum  Genios  colentes 
Ar^'a  qua  paffim  afphodelisrenidet 
Graraen  auratis,  amaranthinjeve  um- 

bracula  frondis;  * 

Per  duces,  C  quis  dubiam  per  umbram 
Splendidis  late  loca  luftrat  armis ; 
Mjrteae  et  quifquis  querulus  vagatur 
Incola  fylvae ; 
Reddite  (vos  rapuiftisenim)  mihi  redditc  fponfam; 
Obteftor,  parilive  adjungite  me  quoque  fato '. 
Canit,  canenti  Dis  ferus  annuit, 
Ceditque  blandanim  harmonise  precum, 
Et  vida  manfuefcunt  fevera: 
Perfephones  fine  more  corda. 
lo  Triumphe  !   Mors  et  Orcus  Orpheo 

Lictantur  domitore  domari, 
Vatemque  mira  infigniunt  vicfkoria  I 
Fata  obft^ant — novics  Styx  circumfufa  coercet— 

Nequicquam — vincit  mufica,  vincit  amor. 
Sed  nimium,  heu  1  nimiiim  injpatitns  refpexit  a- 

mator: 
Ah  I  cecidit,  cecidit,  fubitoque  elapfa  refugit  I 
Qua  prece  jarn  furdas  flecfles,  temer.irie.  ParcasJ 
At  tu,  fi  crimen,  crimen  amantes  habes. 
Nunc  pendulis  I'ub  antris, 
Jugefvc  propter  undas, 
L'bi  callibus  redu(flis 
Tetiiere  vagatur  Hebrus 
Heu  I  fojus,  neque 
Auditus,  neque 
Cognitus  uUi, 
FJctus  integral, 
Teque  gemens  vocat,  Eurydice, ' 

Perdita,  perdita, 
Heu  I  omne  in  jevum  perdita  ! 
Nunc  totum  Eumenides  exagitant.jr.gis 
En  I  rana:  Rhodopes  in  gelidis  treniit, 
Ardefcens  tremit.  infanit,  fpemquc  abiirit  omncr;). 
Ecce  !   per  :ivia  Uiftra  furensfugit  ocyoi  Euro  ; 
Evoe  !  perrtrepit,   audin',  ut  Haemus,  ct  ingeroit 
evcE  !— 

Ah  !  perit  f— 
Eurydioen  tamen  extrema  cum  voce  profundity 
Eurydicen  tremulo  murmure  lingua  canit, 
Eurydicen  nemus, 
Eurydicen  aqua;, 
Eurydicen    monies,    gejnebundaque   fasa   retor- 
qutut.  » 


POEMS. 


lis 


Lii(?lus  mufica  temperat  feroces, 
Et  fati  levat  ingruentis  iclixs  : 
Dulcis  mufica  moliter  dolorecn 
Mutat  Istitia ;  fonante  pledro 
Spes  averfa  redit,  Furor  recumbit : 
Nobis  ilia  eadem  breves  adauget 
Terras  delicias,  opefque  coeli 
Prtefentire  docet  remotiores. 
Hinc  folum  cecinit  Numen,  memor,  unde  beatam 
Ceperat    harmonianx    et    modulamina    non    fua, 

Virgo. 
Orgafta  plena  choris  ubi  magnlfico  confentu 

Mifcentur,  aurem  Ethyrei  inclinant  incolse; 
Terreftres  animae  tolluntur  in  aftra  tumenti 
Carmine,  divinoque  aiitur  facra  flamma  furore ; 
Dum  prona  ccelo  pendet  angelum  cohors. 
Orpheum  jam  taceant  Pierides  fuum, 
Major  Crecilice  vis  datur  inclytse. 
lUe  vix  umbram  revocavit  orco; 
Ilia  fubiatas  fuper  aftra  mentes 
Inferit  coelo,  fuperilque  mifcet 
Carmine  Divis. 

'O  niAFNinAHS. 

A  Latin  Verjion  of  Milton's  U Allegro. 

Xcuiria  ^aXxewv,  luarofitsl  tna,Soici)V.     HoM. 

Procul  hinc,  O  procul  efto  informis  ^grimonia, 
(^lam  janitori  Obfcuritas  nigerrima 

Sufcepit  olim  Cerbero, 
Defertem  in  cavea  Stygis  profunda, 
Horribilis  inter  formas,  vilulque  profanes, 
ObfccEcofque  ululatus, 
Incultam  licet  invenire  fedem, 
Nox  ubi  parturiens 
Zelotypis  furtim  nido  fuperincubat  alls 

Queriturque  triftis  noclua, 
Sub  denfis  illic  ebenis  fcopuluque  cavatis, 

Veftri  rugofis  more  fupercilii, 
iEternixm  maneas  Cimmeria  indomo. 

Sed  hue  propinquet  comis  et  pulcherrima, 
Qn^e  nynlpha  divis  audit  Euplirofyne  choris, 
Paciens  tamen  vocatur  a  moitalibus 
Medicina  cordis  hilaritas,  qiiam  Candida 
Venus  duabus  infuper  cum  Gratiis 
Dias  Ijyjeo  patri  in  auras  edidit : 
Sive  ille  ventus  (csteri  ut  Myas  canunt) 
Jocundus  aura  qui  ver  implet  mellea, 
Zephyriis  puellam  amplexus"eft  Tithoniam 
Quondam  calendls  feriatam  Maiis, 
Tunc  pallidis,  genuit  fuper  vlolariis, 
Super  et  rofarum  rofcida  lanugine, 
Alacrem,  beatam,  vividamque  filiam. 
Agendum  puella,  quin  pan  vadant  gradu 
Jocus  et  Juventas,  Scommata  et  Protervitas, 
Dolufque  duplex,  nutus  et  nidlatio, 
Tenuifque  rifus  hue  et  hue  contortillis  ; 
Qualis  venuft  pendet  Hebes  in  gena, 
Amatque  jungi  IjEvibus  gelafinis  ; 
Curas  fequatur  Ludus  infeftus  nigra,  et 
Laterum  Cachinnus  pinguium  fruftra  tenax. 
Agile  caterva  ludat  exultim  levis, 
Pedefque  dulcis  fublevet  lafcivia  ; 
Dextrumque  claudat  alma  Libertaslatus ; 
Oreadum  palantium  fuaviflima ; 
jpt  fi  tuis  bonoribus  non  defui. 


Me  fcribe  vedrae,  Iceta  VIrgO,  familljB, 
Ut  illius  fimul  et  tui  confoitio 
Liberriraa  juvenemur  innocentia  ; 
Ut  cum  volatus  aufpicatur  concitos; 
Stupidamque  alauda  voce  notlem  territat ; 
Levata  coeiefiem  in  pharon  diluculo, 
Priufque  gilvum  quam  rubet  crepnfculum. 
Tunc  ad  leneltras  (anxii  nolint,  velint) 
Diem  precemur  profperam  viciniae, 
Caput  exerentes  e  rofis  fylveftribus, 
Seu  vite,  five  flexili  cynofbato, 
Dum  Martius,  clamore  Gallus  vivido 
'I'enuem  lacefiit  in  tuga  caliginem, 
Graditurve  farris  ad  Itrueni,  vel  horreum, 
Domine  praeeuns,  graduque  giandi  gbrians. 
Saepe  audiamus  ut  canes  et  cornua 
Sonore  laeto  mane  fopitum  cient, 
Dum  qua  praealti  clivus  albefcit  jugi, 
Docilis  conora  reddit  Echo  murmura. 
Mux,  tefte  niulto,  qua  virent  coUes,  vager, 
Ulmofque  fepes  ordinatas  implicat, 
Eoa  ftans  apricus  ante  limina, 
Ubi  fol  corufcum  magnus  inllsurat  diem 
Veltitus  igni,  lucidoque  I'uccino, 
Inter  micanium  milie  formas  nubium. 
Vicinus  agrum  dum  colonus  tranlmeat, 
Atque  semulatur  ore  fillulam  rudi, 
Mulctramque  portat  cantitans  pucliula, 
Falciqui  cotem  meflor  uptat  ftridulae, 
Suanique  paftor  quifque  garrit  fabuiam, 
Reclinis  in  convalle,  fubter  arbuto, 
Mox  illerebras  oculus  arripuit  noviis, 
Dum  longus  undiqnaque  prul'ptcluspatct, 
Canum  novate,  et  fal'ca  faltus  xquora, 
Qua  peccora  gramen  demetunt  vagantia  ; 
Suolimium  fterilia  terga  montium. 
Qui  ponderofa  i'sepe  turqaentnubila, 
Maculofa  vernis  prata  pallim  bellibas, 
Amnes  vadofi,  et  latiora  diimina. 
Pinnafque  murorum,  atque  turres  cernere  eft 
Criftata  circum  quas  coronatit  robora, 
Ubi  forte  quaedam  nympha  fallit,  cui  decor 
Viciniam  (cynofura  tanquam)  illuminat. 
Juxta  duarum  fubiev  umbra  qiicrcuum, 
Culmis  operta  fumus  cmicar  cufa. 
Qua  jam  vocati  Thyrlis  et  Cory  don  fedcnt, 
Famcmque  odoro  compriment  convivio, 
Herbis,  ribifque  rufticis,  nitidifllma 
Quae  fufficit  hiccind^a  Phillis  dextera: 
Mox  Theftyli  morem  gerens  jacentia 
Auries  catenis  cogit  in  fafces  fata  : 
Vernifve  in  horis,  fole  toftum  virgines 
Ftenum  recenti  pellicit  fragrantia; 
Eft  et  ferenis  quando  foeta  gaudiis 
Excelfiora  perplacent  magalia; 
Utcunque  juxta  flumen  in  numerum  fonant 
Campanae,  et  i(fl:a  dulce  barbitos  ftrepit 
Dum  multa  nympha,  multapubes  duriter 
Pellunt  Trementes  adcanorem  cefpites 
Dubias  per  umbras :  qua  labore  liberi 
Juvenefque  ludunt,  et  fenes  promifcui. 
Melius  nitente  fole  propter  ferias. 
Jam  quando  vefperafcit,  omnes  allicit 
Auro  liquenti  Bacchus  hordiaceus, 
Phyllifque  narrat  fabulofa  facinora. 
Lamia  ut  paratas  Mabba  confumpfit  dapes, 
Se  vapulafle,  et  eJTe  preffam  a],j  Incubo, 
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Fatuoque  tritl  ib  \gne  feduftim  via  ; 
Ut  ei  laborcm  fubi't  Iriolorn  giavem, 
yioremque  ladis  merittis  ell  ftipendmra  ; 
llnius  (inqail)  ante  jio(flis  exitum 
Tot  grana  t'rugis  tuftc  trivit  veneficus, 
Quot  cxpcdire  rurtici  nequeunt  decern, 
(hio  'y.'.vn  pera'tfli)  pliimbcum  monftrum  cubit, 
Focuinquc  totum  latcrerc  longo  mcticns 
Crinita  membra  felTu*  igne  recreat  ; 
Dcin   priulqium  giiUiis  evocat  diem, 
Tandem  fatur  phantalma  lefe  proripit. 
Sic  abfolutis  fabulis  incunt  toros, 
Atqiic  ad  lufiirros  dormiunt  favonii. 
Turrita  dcinde  perplacebunt  oppida, 
Et  gcntis  occupatae  mixta  murmiira, 
Equitumquc  turba,  uobilefque  fpt- ndidi, 
C^i  pacis  ipfa  vel  triumpliant  in  toga, 
MuriiiquL-,  quarum  lumen  impetus  viris 
Jaculatur  arres,  prxmiumque  deltinat 
3Iarti  Aut  M:ncrv.-2,  quorum  utcrquc  nititur 
Nymplix  probari,  qus  probatur  omnibus ; 
}Iymena:us  illic  ixpe  prxiendat  faccm 
Clariirimara,  croceuraque  vtlamen  trahat, 
Sjicctac'la,  mimi,  pompa,  commiiratio, 
Vetcrumque  ritu  node  lint  convivia, 
Talelque  vilus,  quosvidet  in  fomniis 
Juvcnes  poetae,  dum  Celebris  rivuii 
Secuii  ad  oram  veri>ere  acftivo  jacent. 
'i'linc  ad  thcatra  dcmigrem  frequer.tia 
Johnfone,  fi  tu,  dodc  foccum  proferas ; 
Sive  *  Ille  mul'x  filius  I'undat  I'onos, 
Quam  dulce,  quam  feliciter,  temerarins ! 
Cuiceque  carmen  femper  antidotos  modis 
Mentem  rebxct  involutam  Lydiis; 
Oh  :  fini  perenni  eraancipatits  carmini, 
<;>uod  tentet  uCque  ad  inrimum  cor  emicans, 
Aureique  gratis  dctinens  anibagibas 
Pedibus  Icgatis  luaviter  neclar  moras, 
Dum  liquidu  vox,  labyrinthus  ut,  deflcditur 
Dole  perita  et  negligenti  indultni, 
Variaquc  caslos  arte  nodosexplicat, 
Animam  latentem  qui  coercent  muHces; 
Adco  ut  quiete  f  xpergefadus  aurca 
Toros  relinquit  ipfe  Thras  amaranthinos, 
Medicquc  tales  captet  £l)Tio  fonos, 
Q^iales  avaram  fuadeant  ProU-rpinam 
Null'i  obligatam  lege  fponfam  redderc. 
Hii  fi  rtdar.dcs  gaudiis,  pnidentis  eft, 
Ljctitia  tecum  velle  vitam  dcgere. 

DATUR  MUNDORUM  PLURALTTAS, 

IJvnE  labor  novus  bic  menti?   Quae  cura  quietam 
SoUicitat,  rapi'-iitq'ie  extra  conhnia  tcrrsc, 
CcrleUes  fine  more  jubet  volitare  per  ignes  ? 
Scilicit  impaticns  angurto  hoc  orbe  teixri, 
Fontinelle,  tuos  uudax  imitarier  aufus 
Geftio  eft  infolitas  fpirant  prxcordia  flammas. 
Fallot,  ail  ipfe  venit  ?  Delapfus  ab  xthere  furo- 
mo  . 

Pegaft.n  urgct  cqucs,  lateriqueflagellifer  mftat: 
Me  vocat ;  et  duvis  dtfifte  labonbus.  inquit, 
•'  Me  ducc,  carpe  viam  facilcm,  tibi  fingula  clnrd 
"  Exjjediam,  tibi  cerntre  crit,  quos  fidera  rorunt, 
"  Indi-'cnai  cultufqnc  virum,  morefquc  doccbo." 


OF   SMART. 

Nee  mora,  pennipedcna  confcendojuffus,  ovanfqvie 
(^hianquam  animus  fecum  volvci.s  excmpla  prio- 

rum 
Bellcroplionleae  pallet  difpcndia  fimr) 
Po;f  equitem  ledeo,  liquuiumquc  per  aero  labor. 
— Mcrcurium  petimas  primum:  Dux  talibuJinQt ; 
"  Alpicias  va:ia:  malefana  ncKOtia  jjeniis, 
'  Qnam  mens  dfrftituit  Titanae  rxutl  propinquo. 
•■  StramineiJ  vidcn' ?  Hie  vclatus  tempera  fertis 
"  Emicit,  et  tolos  rcges  crepal  atquc  tctrarchas. 
"  Ille  fuam  carbone  Chleon  depingit  amalor 
''  Inftrlix,  tegram  rudia  indigcftaque  mentem 
"  Carmina  demulcent,  indjctoque  tibia  mufas. 
"  En  I  ("edet  incomptus  cnnes  barbaiaque  mcntt 
"  Aftrologos,  nova  veiiatur  fidera,  foluj 
"  Semper  in  obfcuro  penetrali ;   multaque  muroJ 
"  Linea  nigrantes,  et  multa  triangula  pingunt. 
"  Ecce  !   led  iiiterea  curro  flamantc  propinquat 
•'  Titan — Ciamo,    O  me  '.    gelida  fub  rupc,    fub 

"  uiiibia 
"  Sifte  precor :  tantos  nequeo  perfcrrc  calorcs." 

Pegalon  inde  tuo  genius  felicior  aftro 
Appulit,  alma  Venuj.  Spirant  quam  molliteraur*'. 
Ridet  ager,  frugum  iacilis,  lal'cique  florum 
Nutrix  ;  non  Euri  ruit  hie  per  dulcia  Tempe 
Vis  ftra,  non  Borex  ;  fed  blandior  aura  Favoni, 
Lenis  agcns  tremuio  nutantes  vertice  lylvas, 
Ulque  tovet  teneros,  quos  ufque  refcufcitat,  igne|. 
Hie  Isetis  animata  lonis  Saitatiu  vivit : 
Hie  jam  vote  ciet  cuntum,  jam  peiHiiic,  dulces 
Mufica  doda  modes :  pulchra  longo  ordinc  nym« 

phx 
Feftivas  ducunt  choreas,  dileda  juventus 
Certatim  llipant  comites;  late  halat  amomo 
Omne  nemus,  varioqoe  wterni  veris  adore  : 
Cura  procul:  circumvolitant  rilufque  jocique  : 
Atque  ani«r  cit,  quodcunque  vides.     Venus  ipfa 

volentcs 
Imperio  regit  iiidigeuas,  hie  inuuba  Phoebe, 
Innuba  PaUas  amtt,  cupiant  fcrviic  Catones. 

Jamquc  datum  molimur  iter,  ledelque  beatas 
Multa  gemens  linquo  ;  ct  lugubrc  rubcntia  Martis 
Arva,  ubi  languinex  di>minantur  in  omnia  rixx, 
Advehunur,  ferro  riget  horrida  turba.  geritquc 
Spiciilaque,  gladiolque,  ferofque  in  bclla  dolones. 
Pro  chorea,  et  dulci  modulamine,  Pyirhicus  ilhs 
Saltus,  et  horribilcs  placet  Jcre  cierc  fonores. 
Hie  conjux  viduata  viro  longo  tffcra  ludu    [nxoj 
Flet  nodem,   folumque  toium   fterilefquc  Hyme- 
Deploratis.  laccrat  crincs.  et  pcdora  plangit: 
Nequiquara— fponfus  ni  forte  appareat,  hofpes 
Hcu  :   hrevis.  in  fomnis,  et  ludicra  tallat  imago. 
Immcmor  ille  tori  intcrea  ruit  acer  in  hoftem  : 
Horrcndum  ftrepit  armorum  fragor  undique  cam- 
pis  ; 
Atque  imraortales  durant  in  feeula  pugnar. 
Hinc  Jovis  immenfum  delati  acccdimus  orbemi 
i;iie  mille  locis  exercct  Ixva  tyrannus 
Imperia  in  totidcm  Icrvu^  totidcmque  rcbellcs: 
Sed  hrevis  txcrcet  :  parat  i!!i  fata  veneno 
Pcrjurus,  populofque  prcmit  novus  ipfe  tyrannus. 
Hi  dccieti  pacem  ligunt  prctio  atquc  refigunf. 
Tum  demum  arma  parant :  longe  lateque  cohortes 
Extenduntur  agris;  fimul  xquora  tota  tegnntut 
Clalhhus,  et  fidi  celebrantnr  utrinque  triumphi. 
Fcfdera  mox  incunt  nunquani  violanda  ;  brcvique 
Belli itcium  Oniulachra  cicnt :  rcferuntur  it\  altma 
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CUffrs,  pacificoque  replentur  milite  campi. 
Filius  hie  patri  meditatur,  fponfa  marito, 
Servus  hero  inlidias.  Has  leges  fcilicet  illis 
Inipofuit  natura  locis,  quo  tempore  patrem 
Jupiter  jpfe  fuum  folio  detrufii  avito. 
Inde  venena  viris,  perjuria,  munera,  fraudes 
^iuadet  opum  litis,  ct  regnandi  dira  cupido. 

Saturni  tandum  nos  illa^tabiiis  ora 
Accipit :  ignavuni  pecus  hie  per  opaca  locorum 
Pinguefcunt  de  more,  gravi  torpentque  veterno. 
Vivitur  in  fpecubus:   quis  enim  tarn  ledulus,  arces 
Qui  ftruat  ingentes,  operofaque  masnia  condat  ? 
Idem  omnes  llupor  altus  habet,  fub  pedlore  fixus. 
Non  ftudio  ambitiofa  Jovis,  variofque  labores 
Mercurii,  non  Martis  opus,  non  Cyprida  norunt. 
Polt  obitum,  ut  perhibent,  fedcs  glomerantur  in 

iftas. 
Qui  Icngam  nullas  vitam  excoluere  per  artes  ; 
Sed  Crerere  et  Baccho  pleni,  fomiioqiie  fepulti 
Cundlarum  duxere  sterna  oblivia  rerum. 
Non  avium  auditur  cantus,  non  murmur  aquarum, 
Alugitulve  bourn,  aut  pecorum  balatus  in  agris  : 
Nudos  non  decorant  fegctes,  non  gramina  eompos, 
Sylva,  ufquam  fi  fylva,  latet  fub  montc  nivali, 
Et  canet  viduata  comis :  hie  noclua  tantum 
Glifque  habitat,  bufoque  et  cum  tclludine,  talpa. 
flumina  dum  tarde  iubterlabentia  terras 
Pigram  undam  volvunt,  et  fola  papavera  pafcunt  : 
Quorum  lentus  odor,  lethxaque  pocula  fomuos 
Suadent  perpetuos,  circumfufaique  tenebrx. 
Horrendo  vilu  obflupui :  quin  Pegafon  ipfuni 
Detecere  animi:   ftnllt  dux,  terque  flagello 
Infonuit  clardm,  terque  alta  voce  morantcm 
Increpuit:  fecat  ille  cito  pede  Ixvia  campi 
^therei,  terrseque  fecunda  ailabitur  aura. 

Cantabr,  in  Co?/iitih  prioribus,  I74O-I. 

A  VOYAGE  TO  THE  PLANETS. 

Trunjlated  by  the  Rev.  Francis  Faivies,  A.  M. 

Say,  what  uncommon  cares  dlllurb  my  reft. 
And  kindle  raptures  foreign  to  my  breail  ? 
From  earth's  low  confines  lift  my  mind  on  high, 
To  trace  new  worlds  revolving  in  the  fky  ? 
Yes — I'm  impatient  of  this  orb  of  clay, 
And  boldly  dare  to  meditate  my  v/ay, 
Where  Fontinclle  firft  faw  the  planets  roll, 
And  all  the  god  tumultuous  fliakes  my  foul.    [Ikies 
'Tis  he  !  he  comes  !  and  through  the  fun-bright 
Drives  foaming  Pegafus,  and  thus  he  cries  : 
♦'  Ceafe,  ceafe,  dear  youth,  too  (lud;oufly  employ'd, 
"  And  wing  with  nie  the  unrefill;ing  void; 
*'  'Tis  thine  with  nie  round  other  worlds  to  foar, 
<'  And  vifit  kingdonis  never  known  before  ; 
"  While  I  fuccindlly  lliow  each  various  race, 
"  The  manners  and  the  genius  of  the  place." 
I  (though  my  mind  with  lively  horror  fraught, 
Thinks   on   Bellerophon,    and   ill  udders   at   the 

tliought). 
Mount  quick  the  winged  fteed ;  he  fprings,  he  flies, 
Shoots  through  the  yielding  air,  and  cleaves  the 

liquid  Ikies  ! — 
Firft,  fwift  Cyllenius,  circling  round  the  fun. 
We  reach,  when  thus  my  friendly  guide  begun  : 
"  Mark  well  the  genius  of  this  fiery  place, 
"  The  wild  amufenienta  of  the  l)ram-fick  race, 
*^  Whofe  minds  the  beams  of  Titan,  too  iiitenfe, 
f  Affedl  with  frenzy,  and  diftrad  the  fenfe. 


"  A  monarch  here  gives  fubjed  prince?  law, 
"  A  mighty  monarch  witha  crown  of  ftraw. 
•'  There  fits  a  lover,  fad  in  penfive  air,  "J 

"  And  like  the  difmal  image  of  defpair,  > 

"   With  charcoal  paints  his  Chloe  heav'nly  fair,  j 
'*  In  fadly-lbothing  flrain  rude  notes  he  lings, 
"  And  ftrikes  harih  numbers  from  the  jarring 

"  ftrings. 
"  Lo  1  an  allrologer,  with  filth  befmear'd, 
"  Rough  and  neglefted  with  a  length  of  beard, 
"  PoiCs  round  his  cell  for  undifcover'd  ftars, 
"  And  decks  the  walls  with  triangles  and  fquarcs. 
"  l-o  ! — But  the  radiant  car  of  Phcebus  nigh 
"   Glows  with  red  ardour,  and  inflames  the  iky— 
"  Oh  !  waft  me,  hide  me  in  fome  cool  retreat ; 
"  1  faint,  1  ficken  with  the  fervent  heat." 

Thence  to  that  milder  orb  we  wing  our  way. 
Where  Venus  governs  with  an  eafy  i'way. 
Soft  breathes  the  air  ;  for  Flora  paints  the  ground. 
And  laughing  Ceres  deals  her  gifts  around. 
This  blilsful  Tempe  no  rough  blafts  moleft, 
Of  bluft'ring  Boreas,  or  the  baleful  eaft  ; 
But  gentle  zephyrs  o'er  the  woodlands  ilray. 
Court  the  tall  trees,  and  round  the  branches  play^ 
Ethereal  gales  difpeniing  as  they  flow. 
To  fan  thofe  paiTions  which  they  teach  to  glow. 
Here  the  gay  youth  in  meafur'd  ftops  advance. 
While  fprightly  mufic  animates  the  dance ; 
Tliere  the  fwect  melody  of  founds  admire. 
Sigh  with  the  fong,  or  languiih  to  the  lyre  : 
Fair'nymphs  and  amorous  youths,  a  lovely  band, 
Blend  in  the  dance,  light  bounding  hand  in  hand. 
From  every  grove  the  buckfome  zephyrs  bring 
The  rich  ambrofia  of  eternal  I'pring. 
Care  dv;ells  not  here,  their  pleafures  to  dcftroy, 
liut  laughter,  jeft,  and  unlverfal  joy  ; 
Ail,  all  jslove  ;  for  Venus  reigns  confefs'd 
The  fclefultana  of  each  captive  breaft: 
Cold  Cynthia  here  would  Cupid's  viftim  prove,") 
Or  the  chafte  daughter  of  imperial  Jove,  C 

And  Cato's  virtue  be  the  flave  of  love,  3 

But  nov^  through  deftin'd  fields  of  air  we  fly. 
And  leave  thofe  manfions,  not  without  a  figh  : 
Thence  the  dire  coaft  we  reach,  the  dreary  plains. 
Where  Mars,  grim  god,  and  bloody  difcord  reignf. 
']^i\&  hoft  in  arms  embattled  fternly  ftands, 
The  fword,  the  dart,  the  dagger,  in  their  hands. 
Here  no  fair  nymphs  to  filver  founds  advance. 
But  buikin'd  heroes  form  the  Pyrrhic  dance; 
And  brazen  tiumpets,  terrible  from  far, 
\^'ith  martial  mulic  fire  the  foul  to  war  ; 
Here  the  lone  bride  bewails  her  abfent  lord. 
The  fterile  nuptials,  the  deferted  board, 
Sighs  the  long  nights,  and,  frantic  with  defpair. 
Beats  her  bare  breail,  and  rends  her  flowing  hair  ; 
In  vain  ihe  fighs,  in  vain  diffolves  in  tears — 
!n  fleep,  perhaps,  the  v.arrior  lord  appears, 
A  fleeting  form  that  glides  before  her  fight, 
A  momentary  vifion  of  the  night. 
Meanwhile  regardiefs  of  her  anxious  pray'r, 
The  hardy  hufband  fternly  ftalks  to  war; 
Our  ears  the  clang  of  ringing  armour  rends. 
And  the  immortal  battle  never  ends. 

Hence  through  the  boundlefs  void  we  nim.bly 
move, 
And  reach  the  wide-extended  plains  of  Jove. 
flerS  the  ftern  tyrant  fvvays  an  iron  rod ; 
A  thoufand  vail'als  tremble  at  his  ngd. 


u^ 
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How  fhort  the  period  of  a  tyrant's  date  ! 
The  pois'nous  phial  fpceds  the  work  of  fate  : 
Scarce  is  the  proud  imperious  tyrant  dead, 
But,  lo!  a  fccond  lords  it  in  his  (lead. 
Here  peace  a  common  merchandifc,  is  fold, 
Heav'ns  firft  bell  blefTinp  for  pvrniciousgold  : 
War  foon  fucceeds,  the  llurdy  fquadrons  Hand 
"Wide  o'er  the  fields,  a  formidable  baud  :        [main 
With  niim'rous  fleets  they   crowd  the   groaning 
And  triumph  for  the  vid:ories  they  feign  : 
Again  ill  flricft  ullianccs  unite. 
Till  dilcord  raife  again  the  phantom  of  a  fight ; 
Again  tiiey  fail ;  again  the  troops  prepare 
'I'heir  falchions  for  the  niockery  of  war. 
The  fon  inliuman  fecks  his  father's  life. 
The  flave  his  mailer's,  and  her  lord's  the  n-ife. 
M'ith  vengeance  thus  their  kindling  bofoms  fire. 
Since  Jove  ufurp'd  the  I'ceptre  of  his  fire. 
Thence  poifons,  perjuries,  and  bribes  betray  ;    ") 
Nor  other  paflions  do  their  fouls  obey,  > 

'I'han  thirll  of  gold,  and  avarice  of  I'way.  J 

At  length  we  land,  vafl  fields  of  ether  croft, 
On  Saturn's  cold  uncomfortable  coafl ; 
Here  in  the  gloom  the  pamper'd  lluggard's  lull 
The  lazy  hours  lethargically  dull. 
In  caves  they  live  ;  for  who  was  ever  known 
So  vfdc,  lb  I'cdulous  to  build  a  town  i 
The  fame  flupidity  infedls  the  whole, 
Fix'd  in  the  breall,  and  ccnter'd  in  the  foul : 
Thcfc  never  feci  th'  ambitious  fires  of  Jove,       _ 
'i"o  indullry  not  Mercury  can  move,  f 

IV'Jars  cannot   fpur  to  war,  nor  Venus  woo  to  C 

love.  -' 

Here  rove  thofe  fouls,  'tis  faid  -R-hen  life  departs, 
Who  never  cultivated  ufeful  arts; 
But,  Ihipify'd  with  plenty  and  lepofe, 
Dreani'il  out  long  life  in  one  continual  dofe  I 
No  fcather'd  fongllers,  with  fweet- warbled  llrains 
Attune  to  melting  melody  the  plains. 
No  flocks  wide  pafl'rip'j  bleat,  nor  oxen  low, 
No  fountains  mufically  luurm'ring  flow; 
'111'  ungenial  vrafte  no  tender  herbage  yields, 
No  harveft  waves  luxuriant  in  the  fields 
Ivow  lie  the  groves,    if  groves  tliis  land    can 

hoafl, 
Chain'd  in  the  fetters  of  eternal  frofl. 
Their  beauty  wither'd,  and  their  verdure  1 
Dull  animals  inhabit  this  abode. 
The  owl,  mole,  dormoufe,  tortoife,  and  the  toad. 
Dull  rivers  deep  within  their  channels  glide, 
And  flow  roll  on  their  tributary  tide  : 
Nor  ought  th'  uiivegefatii'e  waters  feed, 
But  fleepy  poppy  and  the  flimy  reed; 
W'hofe  lazy  fogs,  like  Lethe's  cups,  difpenfe 
Eternal  (Inmbcrs  of  dull  indolence. 

Aghaft  I  Hood,  tJie  drowfy  vapours  lull 
J\1y  loul  in  gloom,  cv'n  Pegafus  grew  dull. 
ATy  guide  obferv'd,  and  thrice  he  urg'd  his  fpecd. 
Thrice  the  loud  Ufli  refounded  from  the  fteed  ; 
Fir'd  at  the  ftiokes,  he  flies  with  fiucken'd  rein 
.Swift  o'er  the  level  of  the  liquid  plain,  ( 

Guides  me  with  gentle  gale,  and  lights  on  earth  ^ 

again.  -J 

MATERIES  OAUDET  VI  INERTIiE. 

VERVECuatin  patria,  qua  late  Hibernia  fqualcnt 
Arva  inarata,  palus  borenda  voragine  crcbrk 


I   can .. 

loft.    ^ 


Ante  oculcs  jacet;  baud  illic  impunc  viator 
Per  tenebras  iter  inflituat;  tremit  undiquc  tellus 
.Sub  pedibusmalefida,  vaports  undique  denfos 
Sudat  humus,  nebulifque  amicitur  triftibus  herba. 

Hue  fato  infelix  fi  quando  agitcris  iniquo, 
Et  tuto  in  medium  liccat  pcnetrare,  videbis 
Attonitus,  nigra  de  nubc  emergere  templum, 
Templum  ingen5,immane,altumpenetnileftupons. 
Plumbea  ftat  turris,  plumbum  finuatur  in  arcus, 
Et  folido  limofa  tument  fundamina  plumbo. 
Hanc,  pia  materies,  divo  a;deni  extruxit  inerti, 
Stultitix  impulfu — quid  enim.'   Lithargica  fempcr 
.Spontc  fua  nihil  aggreditur,  dormitat  in  horas, 
Et  fine  vi,  nuUo  gaudet  dea  languida  motu. 

Hie  ea  monltra  habitant,  qua:  olim  fub  luminis 
auras 
Materies  peperit  fomnopatre,  lividus  ifte 
Zoilus,  et  Bavio  non  impar  Mavius;  audax 
Spinoza,  et  Pyrrho,  cumque  Hobbefio  Epicurus. ' 
All  omnes  valeat  qua;  muia  refcrre  ?  frcquentes 
Ufqu«  adeo  videas  Hebetes  properarc .' — ncc  ad- 

fert 
Quidquam  opis  Anglorum  do(5lx  vicinia  gentis. 
.^ic  quondam,  ut  perhibent,  fiupuit  Baotica  tellus 
Vicina  licet  Antycira,  nihil  indc  falutis, 
Nil  tulit  hellebori  Zephyrus,  cum  fa;pe  per  aquor 
Felicem  ad  Lefbon  levibus  volitaverit  alls, 
Indigenai  mcllita  ferens  fufpira  Florx. 

Porticus  ilia  vides  ?  CJothicis  fuffulta  columnis 
Templi  auditus,  quam  laxa  patet  !   cullodia  quails. 
Ante  fores  !  quatuor  forma;  fua  roUcrc  miris 
Ora  modis  !  en  !  torva  tuens  ftat  limine  in  ipfo 
Perfonam  logicis  induta  fophillica,  denis 
Cindla  categoiiis,  matrcm  qux  maxima  natu  [efl ! 
Fiha  matenem   agnofcit — quantam  inftar  in  ipia 
Grande  caput,  tenues  oculi,  cutis  arida  produnt 
FaUacem  :  rete  una  nianus  tenet,  altera  fuftem. 
Veftis  arachncis  fordit  circumdata  telis. 
Quels  gaudet  labyrinthxos  dea  callida  nodos. 
Alpicius  jam  funereo  gradientem  inct  {Tu — 
Quam  lente  cxlo  baturni  volvitur  aftrum, 
Qu.^m  Icnte  faitaverunt  poft  Orphea  monies, 
Quam  lente,  Oxonii,  folemnis  pondcra  c.-En;c 
Geftant  tcrgeminorum  abdomiiia  bcdellorum. 

Proxima  deinde  tenet  loca  forte  infana  Mathefis, 
Nuda   pedes,    chlamydem  difcind^a,  incompta  ca- 

pillos. 
linmcmor  externi,  puni5loquc  innixa  reclinat. 
Ante  pedes  vario  infcriptam  diagrammate  arenana 
Cernas,  re<5lis  curva,  atque  intertexta  rotunda 
Shemata  quadratis — quels  fcilicet  abdita  rerum 
Pandcre  fe  iadat  folam,  do(5lafque  forores 
Taftidit,  propri.tque  nihil  non  arrogat  arti. 
Illam  olim,  duce  Ncutono,  tum  tendit  ad  aftrn, 
^theriafque  domos  fuperum,  indignata  volantcm 
Turha  mathcmaticum  retrahit,  pocnafquc  repofccus 
Dctenit  in  terns,  nugifque  cxercet  ineptis. 

Tertia  Microphile,  proles  furtiva  parenis 
Divin.T  ;  produxit  cnim  commixta  lurenti 
Diva  viro  phyfice — mufcas  et  papiliones 
Luftrat  incxpletum,  coUumque  et  tempora  rident 
Floribus,  ct  fungis,  totaquc  propagine  veris. 
Rara  oculis  nugarum  avidis  animali..  qu.xrit 
Omnc  genus,  feu  fcrpit  humi,  fcu  ludit  in  undis. 
Sen  volitans  tremulis  liquidum  fccat  aera  pennis. 
O  !  iibi  litoribus  noftris  felicior  aura 
Polypon  appulerit,  quanto  cava  templa  ftuporis 
Mugitu  concuffa  trcraent,  rcboabit  ct  ingcns 
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Pulfa  palus  !  Plaufa  excipiet  dea  blanda  fecunda 
Microphile  ante  omnes ;  jam  non  crocodilon  ado- 
rat  ;  [det, 
Non  bombyx,  conchxve  juvant. :  fed  Polypoa  ai- 
Soluni  Folypon  ardet,— et  ecce  !  faceta  I'eraci 
Fake  novos  creat  aflidue,  palcitque  creatos. 
Ah  !  modo  dilediis  pafcit  nova  guadia  mufcis. 

Quartam  materies  peperit  conjun6i:a  flupori, 
Nomen  Atheia  illi,  nionftrum  cui  lumen  adtmp- 

tiun, 
Atque  aures ;  cui  fenfus  abaft ;  fed  mille  trifukx 
Ore  micant  lingUK,  refugas  quibus  inficit  auras. 
Hanc  ftupor  ipfe  parens  odit,  vicina  nelandos 
Horret  fylva  fbno3,  nequ.  furda  repercutit  echo. 
Mendacem  natura  redarguit  ipfa,  demque 
Et  coelum,  et  terrse,  veraciaque  aftra  fatentnr. 
Si  fimul  agglomerans  furgit  chorus  omnis  aqua- 
rum, 
Et  puro  fublime  fonat  grave  fulmen  olympo. 
Fonte  ortus  Lethxo,  ipilus  ad  oftia  templi. 
Ire  foporifero  tendit  cum  murmure  rivus. 
Hue  potum  ftolidos  Deus  evocat  agmine  magno  : 
Crebri  adfunt,  largifque  fitim  reftinguere  gaudent 
Hauftibus,  atque  iterant  calices,  certantque  ftupen- 
do.  [aurem 

Me,  me  etiam,  clamo,  occurrens ; — fed  vellicat 
Calliope,  nocuafque  vetat  contingere  lymphas. 

THE  TEMPLE  OF  DULNESS. 

In  Ireland's  wild,  uncultivated  plains, 

Where  torpid  floth,  and  foggy  dulnefs  reigns, 

Full  many  a  fen  infefts  the  putrid  fhore. 

And  many  a  gulf  the  melancholy  moor. 

X>et  not  the  flranger  in  thefe  regions  ftray. 

Dark  is  the  iky,  and  perilous  the  way  ; 

Beneath   his  footfteps    ftiakes    the    trembling"^ 

ground,  ( 

Denfe  fogs  and  exhalations  hover  round,  C 

And  with  black  clouds  the  tender  turf  is  crown'd.  J 
Here  fhould'ft  thou  rove,  by  fate's  fevere  com- 
And  fafely  reach  the  centre  of  the  land ;      [mand, 
Thine  eyes  fhall  view,  with  horror  and  furprife," 
The  fane  of  dulnefs,  of  enormous  fize. 
Emerging  from  the  fable, cloud  arife. 
A  leaden  tow'r  upheaves  its  heavy  head, 
Vaft  leaden  arches  prefs  the  flimy  bed. 
The  foft  foil  fwells  beneath  the  load  of  lead, 
Old  matter  here  ereiSled  his  abode, 
At  folly's  impulfe,  to  the  flothful  god. 
And  here  the  drone  lethargic  loves  to  ftray, 
Slumb'ring  the  dull,  inadtive  hours  away  ; 
For  ftill,  unlefs  by  foreign  force  impreft. 
The  languid  goddefs  holds  her  ftate  of  reft. 

Their  habitation  here  thofe  monfters  keep, 
Whom  matter  father'd  on  the  god  of  fleep : 
Here  Zoilus,  with  cank'ring  envy  pale. 
Here  Msevius  bids  his  brother  Bavius,  hail ; 
Spinoza,  Epicure,  and  all  thofe  mobs 
Of  wicked  wits,  from  Pyrrho  down  to  Hobbes. 
How  can  the  mufe  recount  the  numerous  crew 
Of  frequent  fools  that  crowd  upon  the  view  ? 
Nor  can  learn'd  Albion's  fun  that  burns  fo  clear, 
Difperfe  the  dulnefs  that  involves  them  here. 
Bceotia  thus  remain'd,  in  days  of  yore 
Senfelefs  and  ftupid,  through  the  neighb' 

ftiore. 
Afforded  falutary  hellebore. 


} 
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No  cure  cxhal'd  from  zephyr's  buxom  breeze. 
That  gently  brulh'd  the  bofom  of  the  feas, 
As  oft  to  Lelbian  fields  he  wing'd  his  way. 
Fanning  fair  Flora,  and  in  airy  play 
Breath'd  balmy  fighs,  that  melt  the  foul  away 

Behold  that  portico  !  how  vaft,  how  wide  ! 
Th&  pillars  Gothic,  wrought  with  barb'rous  prides 
Four  monftrous  fhapes  before  the  portal  wait. 
Of  horrid  afped,  fentry  to  the  gate  ; 
Lo  !  in  the  entrance,  with  difdainful  eye. 
In  logic's  dark  difguife,  ftands  fophiftry; 
Her  very  front  would  common  fenfe  confound, 
Encompafs'd  with  ten  categories  round  : 
She  from  old  matter,  the  great  mother,  came. 
By  birth  the  eldeft — and  how  like  the  dame  ! 
Her  flirivell'd  ikin,  fmall  eyes,  prodigious  pate. 
Denote  her  ftirewd,  and  fubtle  in  debate : 
This  hand  a  net,  and  that  fuftains  a  club, 
T'  entangle  her  antagonirt,  or  drub. 
The  fpider's  toils,  all  o'er  her  garment  fpread. 
Imply  the  mazy  errors  of  her  head. 
Behold  her  marching  with  funereal  pace. 
Slow  as  old  Saturn  rolls  through  boundlefs  fpace, 
Slow  as  the  mighty  mountains  mov'd  along. 
When  Orpheus  rais'd  the  lyre-attending  fong  : 
Or,  as  at  Oxford,  on  fome  gaudy  day, 
Fat  beadles  in  magTiificent  array. 
With  big  round  bellies  bear  the  pond'rous  treat. 
And  heavily  lag  on,  with  the  vaft  load  of  meat. 

The  next,  mad  Mathefis ;  her  feet  all  bare, 
Ungirt   untrimm'd,  with  diffoluted  hair  : 
No  foreign  objecfts  can  her  thoughts  disjoint ; 
Reclin'd  flie  fits,  and  ponders  o'er  a  ooint. 
Before  her,  lo  !  infcrib'd  upon  the  ground,  *! 

Strange  diagrams,  th' aftonifh'd  figh'  confound,? 
Right  lines  and  curves,  with  figures  fquare  andT 
round.  J 

With  thefe  the  monfter,  arrogant  and  vain, 
Boafts  that  flie  can  all  myfteries  explain. 
And  treats  the  facred  fiftcrs  with  difdain.  _, 

She,    when  great   Newton    fought    his  kindred 

fkies, 
Sprung  high  in  air,  and  ftrove  with  him  to  rife. 
In  vain — the  mathematic  mob  reftrains 
Her  flight,  indignant,  and  on  earth  detains; 
E'er  fince  the  captive  wretch  her  brains  employs 
On  trifling  trinkets,  and  on  gewgaw  tovs. 

Microphile  is  ftation'd  next  in  place. 
The  fpurious  ilTue  of  celeftial  race  ; 
From  heav'nly  Phyfice  fhe  took  her  birth, 
Her  fire  a  madman  of  the  fons  of  earth; 
On  flies  ihe  pores  with  keen  unvaried  fight. 
And  moths  and  butterflies,  her  dear  delight : 
Muflirooms  and  flow'rs,  colleded  on  a  ftring,  "J 
Around  her  neck,  around  her  temples  cling,        C 
With  all  the  ftrange  produfiion  of  the  fpring.     ^ 
With  greedy  eyes  Ihe'll  fearch  fhe  world  to  find 
Rare,  uncouth  animals  of  every  kind; 
Whether  along  the  humble  ground  they  ftray, 
Or  nimbly  fportive  in  the  waters  play. 
Or  through  the  light  expanfe  of  ether  fly. 
And  with  fleet  pinions  cleave  the  liquid  fky. 
Ye  gales,  that  gently  breathe  upon  our  fhore, 
O  !  let  the  Polypus  be  wafted  o'er ; 
How  will  the  hollow  dome  of  dulnefs  ring. 
With  what  loud  joy  receive  thewond'rous  thing? 
Applaufe  will  rend  the  flcies,  and  all  around 
The  quivering  quagmires  bellow  back  the  foundj 
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How  wiii  nlicrophile  her  joy  atteft. 

And  glow  with  warmer  raptures  than  the  reft  ? 

This  will  the  curious  crocoiile  excel, 

The  weaving^  worm,  an  i  filvcr-lhininof  fhfll; 

No  objecft  e'er  will  wak-,-  her  wonder  thus, 

As  Polypus,  her  darlin;;  Polypus. 

IjO  !  by  the  wounds  of  her  creating  knife 

New  Polypufles  wripglc  in;o  life, 

Faft  as  they  rife,  Ihc  feeds  with  aniple  fcore 

Of  once  rare  flies,  but  now  eftcem'd  no  more. 

The  fourth  dire  (hape  from  mother  matter  came, 
Dulnefs  her  fire,  and  Atheifm  her  name  ; 
In  her  no  pjlimpfe  of  facred  fenfe  appears 
Depriv'd  of  eyes,  and  deilitute  of  ears  ; 
And  yet  ihc  brandifhes  athoufand  tongues. 
And  blafts  the  world  with  air-infeiSling  lungs. 
Curs'd  by  her  fire,  her  very  words  are  wounds, 
No  grove  re-echoes  the  deteftod  founds. 
W'hate'er  flie  fpeaks,  all  nature  proves  a  lie. 
The  earth,  the  heav'ns,  the  ftarry  fpangled  (ky 
Proclaim  the  wife  eternal  Deity  ; 
The  congregated  waves  in  mountains  driven 
Roar  in  grand  chorus  to  the  Lord  of  heaven. 
Through  Ikies  ferenethe  glorious  thunders  roll. 
Loudly  pronounce  the  god,  and  fhake  the  founding 
pole. 

A  river,  murmuring  from  Lcthasan  fource, 
Full  to  the  fane  dire6ls  its  flccpy  courfe  ; 
The  pow'r  of  dulnefs  leaning  on  the  brink, 
Here  calls  the  multitude  of  fools  to  drink, 
liwarming  they  crowd  to  flupify  the  fkull. 
With  frequent  cups  contending  to  be  dull. 
Me,  let  me  tafte  the  facred  ftieam,  I  cry'd,         "1 
With  out-flretch'd  arm — the  mufe  my  boon  de-( 
ny'd  r 

And  fav'd  me  from  the  fenfe  intoxicating  tide,  j 

MUTUA  OCITATIONUM  PROPAGATIO 
SOLVI  POTEST  MECHANICE. 

Mom  us,  fcurra,  procax  fupcrum,   quo  tempore 

Pallas 
Exiluit  cercbro  Jovis,  eft  pro  more  jocatns 
Nefcio  quid  llulium  de  partu  :  excanduit  ira 
Jupiter,  afper,  acerba  tuens ;  "  et  tu  quoque,  dixit, 
"  Garruic,  concipies,  fiEtumq.  ex  ore  profundes:" 
Haudmora,jamquefupinusin  aulaextcudituringens 
Derifor;  dubia  velantur  lumina  noifte; 
Stcrtit  hians  immanc  ; — e  nafo  Gallica  clangunt 
ClalTica,  Germaniq.  fimul  fermonls  amaror  : 

Edita  vix  tandem  eft   monftrum   Polychafmla, 
proles  ^ 

Tanto  digna  parente,  avi.xq.  fimllima  nodli. 
l!la  oculos  tentat  ncquicquam  aperire,  vctirno 
Torpida,et  horrendo  vultum  diftorta  cachiiino. 
jflEmulus  banc  Juvis  afpiciens,  qui  ficlile  vulgus 
Fecerat  infelix,  iniitarietare  Prometheus 
Audet — ncc  fiammis  opus  ell  cocleftibus:  aurx 
Trcs  Stygioe  flatus,  nigrx  tria  pocula  I.ethes 
Mifcet,  ct  innuptx  fufpiria  longa  pucllx  ! 
His  adipem  fuis  et  guttur  conjungit  afelli, 
Tenfaque  cum  gemitu  fomnilquc  fcquacibus  ora. 
Sic  ctiam  in  tcrris  dca,  qua;  niortalibus  a:gris 
Ferret  opcm,  inquc  hebctes  dominaricr  apta,  are- 
ata cfl. 
Nonnc  vides,  ut  prxcipiti  petit  oppida  curfu 
Ruftica  plcbs,  Ilipatquc  forum  .'  fublinie  tribunal 
Armigcrique  equitefque  premunt,  dc  more  parati 
Jullitiie  lances  proferrc  udciiter  xquci, 


Grande  capillitium  indati,  frcntemqTie  nunr.cerh 
Noil  temere  attonitt  caupoaes,  turbaq-ie  furuni 
Aufugiunt,  gravid-tque  timent  truciaora  puellse. 
At  mox  fida  comes  Polychafmia,  matutinis 
Qua;  fe  mifcuerat  poc'lis  cercalibus,  ipfura 
Judicis  in  cerebrum  fcandit — ^jamque  unus  Ct  altCP 
Ca;perunt  longas  in  hiatiim  duccre  voces: 
Donee  per  cumftos  dea  jam  folenne,  profundum 
Sparferit  hum — nutant  taciti,  turn  brarhia  magt;o 
Extendunt  nifu,  patulis  et  faucibus  hifcunt. 
Intcrea  Icgrum  caupones  jurgia  mifcent, 
Quels  nil  rhetorice  cil,  mfi  copia  major  hiandi : 
\'ocibus  ambiguis  certant,  nugafque  ftrophafque 
Alternis  jaculantur,  ct  irafcuntur  ami.e, 
Donantque  accipiuntque  ftuporis  miflile  plumbum. 

Vox,  fanatica  turlia,  nequit  pia  mufa  tacerc. 
Majoremmu  aliunde  poteft  diducere  ridimi  ? 
Afcendit  gravis  orator,  niiferaque  loquela 
Extromit  thelin ;  in  partes  quam  deinde  minutai 
Diftrahit,  ut  conneiflat,  et  explicat  obfcurrando  : 
Spargitur  heu  !  pigris  verborum  fomnus  ab  alis, 
Grex  circiim  gcnit,  et  plaufum  declarat  hiando. 

Ncc  vos,  qui  falfo  mat?jm  jaiftatis  hygeian 
Patrcmquc   Hippocratcm,  taceam— Polychaflniay 

veflros 
Agnofco  natos  -.  tumida?;  fine  pondere  voces 
In  vulgum  eruclant;  emundo  quifque  bacilluni 
Applicat  auratum  nafo,  graviterquc  facetus 
Totum  fe  in  vultuin  cogit,  medicamina  pandcns— 
Rufticus  haurit  amara,  atque  infanabile  dormit ; 
Nee  fenfus  revocarc  qucant  fomenta,  ncc  herba:, 
Ncn  ars,  non  mine  magicusfonus  Abracadabrre. 

Ante  alios  fumma  es,  Polychafh^ia,  ciua  Scpiftx ; 
llle  tui  c.-ccas  vires,  caufamqne  latcntcm 
Scduhis  cxquirit — quofcilicct  impetc  fauces 
Invito  disjungantur;  quo  vortice  aquofx      [brcs, 
Particulx  fluitent,  commiiefqiie,  ut  fulminis  im- 
Cum  ftrcpitucrunipar.t ;  ut  deinde  vaporet  ocellos 
Matericsfubtilis;  ut  in  cutis  infinuct  fc 
Retia  ;  turn,  fi  fnrte  datur  contingcre  nervos 
Concordes,  cun6lorum  ora  expandantnr  hiulca. 
Sic  ubi,  Phoebe  pater,  fumis  chelyn,  harmoniamquc 
Abflrufam  in  chordis  fimul  elicis,  altera,  fiquam 
.(5iqualis  tenor  aptavit,  tremit  xmula  cantij«, 
JVlcnimonianique  imitata  lyrum  fine  pollicis  i<51u 
Divinura  rcfonat  proprio  modulamine  carmen. 

Me  quoque,  menc  tuum  tetigil!i,  ingrata,  po- 
etam  ? 
Hcl  mihi !  totus  hio  tibi  jam  flupcfacflus  ;  in  ipfo 
Parnaffo  captuslong^  lonreque  remotas 
Profped^o  mul'is,  fitioquc,  ut  Tantalus  alter, 
Caftaliasfituc-  inter  aquas,  inhiantis  ab  ore 
Nedarei  fugiunt  latices — hos  Popius  um3 
Excipit  undanti,  etfontem  fibi  vendicat  omnem, 

Haud  alitcr  focium  efuiicns  Sizator  cdacem 
Dum  videt,  appofitufque  cibus  fruftiatur  hiantcm, 
Denlibus  infrendens  ncquicquam  lumine  torvo 
Srepius  exprobrat ;  ncquicquam  brachia  tendit 
Sedulus  oiliciofa,  dapcs  rcmovere  parani?, 
Olli  nunquam  cxempta  fames,  quin  fruftra  fuprcma 
Devorct,  et  pcritura  immani  ingurgitet  ore ; 
Turn  demum  jubct  auferri ;  nudata  capaci 
OfTa  fonant,  lugubre  fonartt,  allifa  catino. 

A  MECHANICAL  SOI-UTION  OF  THS 
PROPAGATION  OF  YAV\''N1NG. 

When  Pallas  ifTued  from  the  brain  of  Jove, 
MomuS;  the  mimic  of  tlie  gcdj  above, 
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in  his  mock  mood  irtipertinently  fpoke 

About  the  birth,  foftie  low,  ridiculous  joke  : 

Jove,  fternly  frowning,  glow'd  with  vengeful  ire, 

And  thui  indignant  faid  th'  almighty  lire  : 

"  Loquacious  Have,  that  laugh'll:  without  a  caufe, 

"  Thou  (halt  conceive,   and  bring  forth  at  thy 

"  jaws." 
He  fpoke — ftretch'd  in  the  hall  the  mimic  lies, 
Supinely  dull,  thick  vapours  dim  his  eyes: 
And  as  his  jaws  a  horrid  chafm  difclofe. 
It  feem'd  he  made  a  trumpet  of  his  nofe  ; 
Though  harlh  the  (train,  and  horrible  to  hear, 
Like  German  jargon  grating  on  the  ear. 

At  length  was  Folychafmia  brought  to  light,' 
Worthy  her  fire,  a  monfter  of  a  light, 
Refembling  her  great  grandmother,  old  night. 
Her  eyes  to  open  oft  in  vain  (he  try'd, 
Lock'd  were  the  lids,  her  mouth  diftended  wide 
Her  when  Prometheus  happen'd  to  furvey 
(Rival  of  Jove,  that  made  mankind  of  clay) 
He  form'd  without  the  aid  of  heav'nly  ray. 
To  three  Lethasan  cups  he  learnt  to  mix 
Deep  fighs  of  virgins,  with  three  blafts  from  Styx, 
The  bray  of  affes,  with  the  fat  of  brawn, 
The  deep  preceding  groan,  and  hideous  yawn. 
Thus  Polychafmia  took  her  wond'rous  birth, 
A  goddefs  helpful  to  the  fons  of  earth. 

Lo  1  how  the  rultlc  multitude  from  far 
Hade  to  the  town,  and  crowd  the  clam'rous  bar. 
The  preft  bench  groans  with  many  a  'fquire  and 

knight, 
Who  vveigh  out  juftice,  and  difVribute  right : 
Severe  they  feem,  and  formidably  big. 
With  front  important,  and  huge  periwig. 
The  little  villains  (kuik  aloof  difmay'd, 
And  panic  terrors  feize  the  pregnant  maid, 
But  foon  friend  Polychafm',  who  always  near, 
Herfelf  had  mingled  with  their  morning  beer. 
Steals  to  the  judges  brain,  and  centres  there, 
Then  in  the  court  the  horrid  yawn  began, 
And  hum  profound  and  folemn,  went  from  man  to 
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Silent  they  nod,  and  with  prodigious  drain 
Stretch  out  their  arms,  then  liftiefs  yawn  again ; 
For  all  the  flow'rs  of  rhetoric  they  can  boaft 
Amidlt  their  wranglings,  is  to  gape  the  mod  : 
Ambiguous  quirks,  and  friendly  wrath  they  vent, 
And  give  and  take  the  leaden  argument. 

Ye  too,  fanatics,  never  (hall  efcape 
The  faithful  mufe  j  for  who  fo  greatly  gape  ? 
Mounted  on  high,  with  ierious  care  perplex'd. 
The  miferable  preacher  takes  his  text ; 
Then  into  parts  minute,  with  wond'rous  pain, 
l)ivides,  connecfls,  and  then  divides  again. 
And  does  with  grave  obfcurity  explain : 
While  from  his  lips  lean  periods  ling'ring  creep, 
And  not  one  meaning  interrupts  their  deep. 
The  drowfy  hearers  dretch  their  weary  jaws 
With  lamentable  groans,  and,  yawning,  gape  ap- 
plaufe. 

The  quacks  of  phyfic  next  provoke  my  ire, 
Who  falfely  boad  Hippocrates  their  fire  : 
Goddefs  1  thy  fons  I  ken — verbofe  and  loud. 
They  puff  their  windy  bubble  on  the  crowd; 
With  look  important,  critical,  and  vain, 
Each  to  his  nofe  applies  the  gilded  cane  ; 
'  rini  as  he  nods  and  ponders  o'er  the  cafe, 
«f  avely  coUedls  hin{fclf  into  his  face» 


} 
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Esplains  his  med'cines— wlilch  the  ruftic  buys, 
Drinks  the  dire  draught,  and  of  the  dodior  dies  ; 
No  pills,  no  potions  can  to  life  rettore ; 
Abracadabra,  necromantic  pow'r 
Can  charm,  and  conjure  up  from  death  i 

But  more  than  aught  that's  marvellous  and  rare. 
The  dudious  Soph  makes  Polychafm'  his  care  ; 
Explores  what  fecret  fpring,  what  hidden  caufe, 
Didends  with  hideous  chafm  th'  unwilling  jaws. 
What  latent  du6ls  the  dewy  moidure  pour 
With  found  tremendous,  like  a  thunder-fhow'r : 
How  fubtle  matter,  exquifitely  thin. 
Pervades  the  curious  net-work  of  the  (kin, 
Affeifls  th'  accordant  nerve — all  eyes  are  drown'J 
In  drowfy  vapours,  and  the  yawn  goes  round. 
When  Phoebus  thus  his  iiying  fingers  flings 
Acrofs   the   chords,    and    fweeps  the  trembling 

ftrings ; 
If  e'er  a  lyre  at  unifon  there  be. 
It  fwells  with  emulating  harmony. 
Like  Memnon's  harp,  in  ancient  times  reno^vn'd, 
Breathing,  untouched,  fweet-modulated  found. 

But  oh  '.  ungrateful  I   to  thy  own  true  bard, 
Oh,  Polychafm',  is  this  my  jud  reward  i 
Thy  drowfy  dews  upon  my  head  didil, 
Jud  at  the  entrance  of  th'  Aonian  hill  j 
Lidlefs  I  gape,  unaclive,  and  fupine. 
And  at  vad  didance  view  the  facred  nine; 
Widful  I  view — the  dreams  increafe  my  third. 
In  vain— -like  Tantalus,  with  plenty  curd; 
No  draughts  nedtareous  to  my  portion  fall,.  - 
Thefe  godlike  Pope  exhauds,  and  greatly  claims 
them  all 

Thus  the  lean  Sizar  views,  with  gaze  aghalt, 
The  hungry  tutor  at  his  noon's  repad  ; 
In  vain  he  grinds  his  teeth— his  grudging  eye. 
And  vifage  fliarp,  keen  appetite  imply  j 
Oft  he  attempts,  offiLious,  te  convey 
The  leffening  relics  of  the  meal  away— 
In  vain— no  morfel  'fcapes  the  greedy  jaw. 
All,  all  is  gorg'd  in  magiderial  maw  ; 
Till  at  the  lad,  obfervant  of  his  word. 
The  lamentable  waiter  clears  the  board,^ 
And  inly-murmuring  raiferably  groans. 
To  fee  the  empty  difli,   and  hear  the  founding 
bones. 


HORATIAN  CANONS  OF  FRIE^TDSHIP. 

yi)  Nay,  'tis  the  fame  with  all  th'  affedled  crewr 
Of  finging  men,  and  (inging  women  too: 
Do  they  not  fet  their  catcalls  up  of  coarfe  ? 
The  king  himfelf  may  a(k  them  till  he's  hoarfe  ; 
But  would  you  crack  their  windpipes  and  their 

lungs. 
The  certain  way's  to-bid  them  hold  their  tongues. 


(n)  Omnibus  hoc  vitium  eft  cantoribus,  intep 
amicos 
Ut  nunquam  inducant  animum  cantare  rogati : 
Injufli  nunquam  defiftant.     Sardus  habebat 
Hie  Tigellius  hoc.  Csefar,  qui  cogere  pofiet. 
Si  peteret  per  amicitiam  patris  atque  fuam,  non 
Quidquam  proficeret :  fi  collibuiffet,  ab  ovo 
Ufque  ad  mala  citatet,  lo  Bacche  1  modo  fumma 
•  Voce,  modo  has  refona  t  quchordis  quatuor  iia^ 


cl  catch  him  in  the  glee,      "J 
lion  in  the  lowed  key,  > 

ling  Lark  quite  up  to  G-      j 


Xgi  T  H  E  W  0  R  K  S 

♦Tvvas   thus    with    Minura— Milium   one    would 

thmk. 
My  lord  mayor  might  have  govern'd  w  ith  a  wink. 
Yet  (Hd  the  maj^iftrate  e'er  condefcend 
To  atl:  :i  fong,  as  kinfman  or  as  friend. 
The  urchin  toin'tl  exciifes  to  get  off, 
'Twas — hem-  — the  devil  take  this  whorefon  cough 
But  wait  awhile,  and  catch  him  in  the  glee, 
He'd  roar  the  *  tiic  1 
Or  ftrain  the  f  Morn 

Ac>  Beard,  or  Lowe,  and  fliow  his  tuneful  art 
From  the  plumb-pudding  di)wn  to  the  defert. 
(i^)  Nr-ver  on  earth  was  fuch  a  various  elf, 
He  every  day  ijolVcfs'd  a  different  fclf ; 
SoiDctimes  hr-'d  fcour  along  tlie  (Ireets  like  wind, 
As  if  fome  fifty  bailiffs  were  behind; 
At  ottitr  times  he'd  farily,  faunt'ring  craw!. 
As  though  he  led  the  herfe,  or  held  the  fable  pall. 
(f )  Now  fjt  promotion  he  was  all  on  flame, 
And  ev'ry  fentence  from  St.  James's  came. 
He'd   brag  how  Sir  John  ****  met  him  in  the 

Strand,  [hand ; 

And  how  his  Grace  of  *****  took  hira    by   the 
How  til''  prince  faw  hini  at  the  lalt  review. 
And  afk'u  who  was  that  pretty  youth  in  blue  ? 
Now  would  lie  pr-ife  the  pe.icelul  fylvan  fceiie, 
The  healthful  cottage,  and  the  golden  mean. 
Now  would  he  cr),  contented  let  me  dwell 
Safe  in  the  harbour  of  my  college  cell  j 
No  foreign  cooks,  nor  livry'd  fervants  nigh, 
I>et  me  with  comfort  eat  my  mutton-pye  ; 
While  my  pint-bottle,  op'd  by  help  of  fork, 
"With  wine  enough  to  navigate  a  cork, 
My  fober  folit^ry  meal  Ihall  crown,  [down. 

To  ftudy  edge  the   mind,  and  drive  the  vapours 
Yet,  ftrange  to  tell,  this  wond'rous  ftudent  lay 
Snoring  in  bed  for  all  the  livelong  day  ; 
Night  vvas  his  time  for  Inbour— -in  a  word. 
Never  was  man  fo  cleverly  abfurd. 
(.i)  But  here  a  friend  of  mine  turns  up  his  nofe. 
And  you  (he  cries)  are  perfect,  I  fuppofe  ; 


(i)  Nil  aequale  homini  fuit  illi :  f:Fpe  velut  qui 
Currebat  fugiens  hoftem  :   perfaspe  velut  qui 
Junonis  facra  ferret.     Habebat  fa,)e  ducentos, 
Saepedecem  fervos:   modo  rcges,  atque  tetrarchas. 

(c)  Omnia  magna  loquens.  Modo,  fit  mihi  men- 
fa  tripts,  et 
Concha  falls  puri,  et  toga,  quae  defendere  fiigus, 
Qnamvis  crafl'.i,  queat,  decies  centena  dedilfes 
Huic  parco  paucis  contento  :   quinque  diebus 
Nil  erat  in  loculis,  nocfles  vigilabat  ad  ipfum 
Mane  :  diem  totum  ftertebat,  nil  fuit  unquam 
Sic  impar  fibi,  nunc  aliquls  dicat  mihi :  quid  tu  ? 

(</)  Nullane  habes  vita  ?  immo  alia,  et  fortalfe 
minora. 
Manius  abfentem  novium  cum  carperet :  hens  tu, 
Quidani  air,  ignoras  te  ?  an  ut  ignotum  dare  nobis 
Verba  putas  ?  egomct  mi  ignofco,  Mrenius  inquit. 
Stiiltus,  et  improbus  hie  amor  eft,  dignofque  notari. 
Cum  tua  pervideas  oculis  mala  lippus  inunclis. 
Cur  in  amicorum  vitiis  tarn  cernis  acutum. 

•   The  Lion^s  Song,  in  Pyrannts  and  Th'/.'r 
f  A  Jong  in  one  of  Mr.  liundti's  cratouos. 


OF   SMART. 

Perfe(fl !  not  I  (pray,  gentle  Sir,  forbear)  "p 

In  this  good  age,  when  vices  are  fo  rare,  ^ 

I  plead  humanity,  and  claim  my  Ihare.  j 

Who  has  not  faults  .'   great  Alarlborough  had  one, 

Nor  Chefterfield  is  fpotlefs,  nor  the  fun. 

Grubworm  was  railing  at  his  friend  Tom  Queer, 

When  Witwoud  thus  reproach'd  him  with  a  fneer, 

Have  you  no  tlaws,  who  are  fo  prone  to  fnub, 

I  have— but  I  forgive  myfeif,  quoth  Grub.  ■ 

This  is  a  fervile  felfiflinefs,  a  fault 

Which  juftice  fcarce  can  punifh,  as  (lie  ought. 

Blind  as  a  poking,  dirt-compelling  mole, 

To  all  that  ftains  thy  own  polluted  foul, 

Yet  each  fmall  failing  fpy'ft  in  other  men, 

S|)y'lt  with  the  quicknefs  of  an  eagle'^  ken. 

Though  ftrong  refentment  rarely  lag  behind,  r 

And  all  thy  virulence  be  paid  in  kind.  > 

{c)  Philander's  temper's  violent,  nor  fits  j 

The  wond'rous  waggiftinefs  of  modern  wits; 

His  cip's  awry,  all  ragged  is  his  gown. 

And  (wicked  rogue) ;  he  wears  his  Itockings  down; 

But  he's  a  foul  ingenious  as  his  face, 

To  you  a  friend,  and  all  the  human  race  ; 

Genius,  that  all  the  depths  of  learning  founds, 

And  generofity,  that  knows  no  bounds. 

In  fruits  like  ihefe  if  the  good  youth  excel. 

Let  them  compenfate  for  the  awkward  lliell. 

Sift  then  yourl'elf,  I  lay,  and  fift  again. 

Clean  the  pernicious  tares  from  out  the  grain ;      t 

And  alk  thy  heart  if  cuftom,  nature's  heir, 

Hath  fown  no  undifcover'd  fern-feed  there. 

This  be  our  standard  then,  on  this  we  reft, 

Nor  fearch  the  cafuifts  for  another  teft. 

(/)  Let's  be  like  lover's  glorioufly  deceiv'd, 

And  each  good  man  a  better  ftill  believd  ; 

Quam  aut  aquila,  aut  ferpens  epidaurius  ?  at  tibi 

contra 
Evenit,  inquirant  vitia  ut  tua  rurfus  et  illi. 

{e')  Iracundior  eft  paullo  ?  minus  a])tus  acutis 
Naribns  hornm  hominum  ?  rideri  poffit,  eo  quod 
Ruflicius  tonfo  toga  defluit,  et  male  Iftxus 
In  pcde  calceus  ha^ret,  at  eft  bonus,  ut  melior  vir 
Non  alius  quifquam  :  ^t  tibi  amicus :  at  ingenium 

ingens 
Inculto  latet  hoc  fub  corpora,  denique  teipfum 
Concute,  num  qua  tibi  vitiorum  inleverit  olim 
Natura,  aut  etiam  confuetudo  mala,  namque 
Neglcd^is  urenda  filix  innafcitur  agris. 

(y)  llluc  pr.-Evertamur  :  amatnrem  quod  amicse 
Turpia  decipiunt  c^cum  vitia,  aut  etiam  ipfa  hxc 
Deleftant:  veluti  B.ilbinum  polypus  Agnje  : 
Vellem  in  amicitia  fic  erarimus;  et  ifti 
Errori  nomen  virtus  pofuiflet  honeftum. 
At,  pater  ut  nati,  fic  nos  debemus  amici, 
ji  quod  fit  vitium,  non  faftidire,  ftrabonem 
Appellat  psetum  pater:  et  pulluro,  male  parvur 
Si  cui  filiiis  eft  :   ut  abortivus  fuit  olim 
Sifyphus,  hunc  varum,  dilfortis  cruribus,  ilium 
Biilbutit  fcaurum,  pravis  fultiim  male  talis. 
Parcius  hie  vivit  ?  frugi  dicatur  ineptus, 
tt  I',  lantior  hie  paullo  eft  ?  concinnus  amicis 
I'oitulat  ut  videatnr.  at  eft  turculentior,  atque 
!  lus  aequo  liber  ?  fimplex,  fortilque  habeatur. 
Caldior  eft  ?  acres  inter  numeretur.  opinor, 
Hsec  res  et  jungit,  jundlos  et  fcrvat  amicus.  ^  « 
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EVn  Cclia's  wart  Strephon  will  not  negledl, 
But  praifes,  kifles,  loves  the  dear  defeft. 
Oh  !  that  in  friendfhip  we  were  thus  to  blame,  "^ 
And  ermin'd  candour,  tender  of  our  fame,  ( 

Would  clothe  the  honeft  error  with  an  honefl  (" 
name !  J 

Be  we  then  flill  to  thofe  we  hold  moft  dear, 
Fatherly  fond,  and  tenderly  fevere. 
The  fire,  whole  fon  fquints  forty  thoufand  ways, 
rinds  in  his  features  mighty  room  for  praife  : 
Jih !  born  (he  cries)  to  make  the  ladies  figh, 
Jacky,  thou  haft  an  am'rous  caft  o'  the  eye. 
Another's  child's  abortive — he  believes 
Nature  moft  perfe6l  in  diminutives ; 
And  men  of  ev'ry  rank,  with  one  accord 
Salute  each  crooked  rafcal  with  my  lord. 
(For  bandy  legs,  humph-back,  and  knocking  knee, 

Are  all  exceflive  figns  of  Q;;^ ty.) 

Thus  let  us  judge  our  friends — if  Scrub  fubfift 

Too  meanly.  Scrub  is  an  economift ; 

And  if  Tom  Tinkle  isfull  loud  and  pert. 

He  aims  at  wit,  and  does  it  to  divert. 

Largus  is  apt  to  bluftcr,but  you'll  find 

'Tis  owing  to  his  magnitude  of  mind ; 

LoUius  is  paffionate,  and  loves  a  whore, 

Spirit  and  conftitution  ! — nothing  more — 

Ned  to  a  bullying  peer  is  ty'd  for  life. 

And  in  commcndam  holds  a  fcolding  wife  ; 

Slave  to  a  fool's  caprice,  and  woman's  will ; 

But  patience,  patience  is  a  virtue  ilili! 

Aflc  of  Chamont  a  kingdom  for  a  fifii, 

He'll  give  you  three  rather  than  fpoil  a  difti; 

Nor  pride  nor  luxury  is  in  the  cafe. 

But  hofpitality — an't  pleafe  your  grace. 

Should  a  great  gen'ral  give  a  drab  a  penfion — 

Meannefs  ! — the  devil — 'tis  perfedl  condefcenCon, 

Such  way s  make  many  friends,  and  make  friends  long 

Or  elfe  my  good  friend  Horace  reafons  wrong, 

{g)  But  we  alas !  e'en  virtuous  deeds  invert, 

And  into  vice  mifconftrue  all  defcrt. 

See  we  a  man  of  modefty  and  merit. 

Sober  and  meek — we  fwear  he  has  no  fpirit ; 

We  call  himftupid,  who  with  caution  breaks 

His  fJence,  and  will  think  before  he  fpeaks. 

Fidelio  treads  the  path  of  life  with  care, 

And  eyes  his  footfteps  ;  for  he  fears  a  fnare. 

His  wary  vvay  ftill  fcandal  mifapplies, 

And  calls  him  lubtle,  who's  no  more  than  wife. 

If  any  man  is  unconftnun'd  and  free. 

As  oft,'  my  LkHus,  I  have  been  to  thee. 

When  rudely  to  thy  room  I  chance  to  fcour,     ^ 

And  interrupt  thee  in  the  lludious  hour  ; 

From  Coke  and  Lyttleton  thy  mind  unbend. 

With  more  familiar  nonfenfe  of  a  friend; 

Talk  of  my  friendfhip,  and  of  thy  defert, 

Show  thee  my  works,  and  candidly  impart 

At  once  the  produdt  of  my  head  and  heart, 

(_§■)  At  vos  virtutes  ipfas  iiwertimus,  atque 
Sincerum  cupimus  vas  incruftare.     ProLus  quis 
Nobifcum  vivit  ?  multum  eft  dem.ifus  homo,  illi 
Tardo,  cognomen  pingui  damns,  hie  fugit  omnes 
Infidias,  nullique  malo  latus  obJit  apertum  ? 
(Cum  genus  hoc  inter  vita  verfetur,  ubi  acris 
Invidia,  atque  vigent  ubi  crimini)  pro  bene  fano, 
Ac  non  incauto.  fidlum  aftutumque  vocamus. 
Simplicior,  quis,  qualem  me  fxpe  libenter 
'  btulerem  tibi,  Mjccenas,  ut  forte  legentepi 
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Nafutus  calls  me  fool,  and  clownifh  bear, 

Nor  (but  for  perfeift  candour)  (lops  he  there. 

(Zi)  Ah!  vt'hat  unthinking  heediefs  things  are  men, 

T'  enad:  fuch  laws  as  muit  themfelves  condemn  i 

In  every  human  foul  fome  vices  fpring 

(For  fair  perfection  is  no  mortal  thing) ;  ' 

Whoe'er  is  virith  the  feweft  faults  endu'd, 

Is  feut  the  beft  of  what  cannot  be  good. 

Then  view  me,  friend,  in  an  impartial  light, 

Survey  the  good  and  bad,  the  black  and  white  ; 

And  if  ye  find  me,  Sir,  u]M)n  the  whole, 

To  be  an  honeft  and  ingenious  foul, 

By  the  fame  rule  I'll  mcalare  you  again, 

And  give  you  your  allowance  to  a  grain, 

'Tis  friendly  and  'tis  fair  on  either  hand, 

To  grant  th'  indulgence  we  ourfelves  demand. 

If  on  your  hump  we  caft  a  fav'ring  eye. 

You  mult  excufe  all  thofe  who  are  awry. 

In  fhort,  fmce  vice  or  folly,  great  or  linall. 

Is  more  or  lefs  inherent  in  us  all, 

Who'er  offends,  our  cenfiu-e  let  us  guide. 

With  a  ftrong  bias  to  the  candid  fide  ; 

Nor  (as  the  Stoics  did  in  ancient  times) 

Rank  little  foibles  with  enormous  crimes. 

(i)  If,  when  your  butler,  e'er  he  brings  a  difii. 

Should  lick  his  fingers,  or  fliould  drop  a  fifh. 

Or  from  the  fide-board  filch  a  cup  of  ale, 

Enrag'd  you  fend  the  puny  thief  to  goal ; 

You'd  be  (methink)  as  infamous  an  oaf. 

As  that  immenfe  portentous  fcoundrel :-*. 

Yet  worfe  by  far  (if  worfe  at  all  can  be-) 

In  folly  and  iniquity  is  he  ; 

Who,  for  fome  trivial,  focial,  well-meant  joke. 

Which  candour  fhould  forget  as  loon  as  fpoke. 

Would  fhun  his  friend,  negleclful  and  unkind. 

As  if  old  Parfon  Packthread  was  behind ; 

Who  drags  up  all  his  vifitors  by  force, 

And,  without  mercy,  reads  them  his  difcourfe, 

Aut  taciturn  impellat  quovis  fermone  .'  moleftus  ? 
Communi  fenfu  plane  caret,  inquimus.     (/j)  Eheu, 
Quam  temere  in  nofmet  legem  fancimus  iniquam  ? 
Nam  vitiis  nemo  fine  nafcitur :   optimus  ille  eft. 
Qui  minimis  urgetur.  amicus  dulcis,  utsequumeft. 
Cum  mea  compenfet  vitiis  bona,  pluribus  hifce 
Si  niodo  plura  mihi  bona  funt,  inclinet;  amari 
Si  volet  hac  lege,  in  trutina  ponetur  eadem. 
Qui,  ne  tuberibus  propriis  offendat  amicuni 
Polculat :  ignofcat  verrucis  illius,  jequum  eft, 
Peccatis  veniem  pofcentem  reddere  rurfus. 
Uenique,  quatenus  excidi  penitus  vitium  iroj, 
CsitCTTi  item  neqceuni  ftultus  hrcrentia  ;  cur  non, 
Ponderibus,  modulifque  fuis  ratio  utitur  ?  ac  res 
Ut  qi;r:que  eft,  ita  fupplitiis  deiidta  coercet  ? 
(i)  Si  quis  eum  fervum,  patinam  qui  tollere  juf^ 

Sem.efos  piTces,  tipidumque  ligurierit  jus, 
In  cruce  fufhgat ;  Labeone  infanior  inter 
Sanos  dicatur.     Qiidnto  hoc  furiofius  atque 
Majus  peccatumeft  ?  pauUum  delinquit  amicus, 
(Quod  nifi  concedas,  habeare   infuavis,  aceribus)  5 
()d:fti  et  fugis,  ut  Drolbneiu  debitur  seris  ? 
Oin  nifi  cum  triftes  mifero  venore  calends, 
Mercedem  aut  nunimosun.''e  unde  estricat,  am^arat 
Porrefto  jugulo  hillorias,  captivus  ut,  audit. 

*  An  irjamo-vis  attorney. 
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(^)  If  fick  at  heart,  and  hr:ivy  at  the  heaJ, 
iVly  drunken  friend  (hall  rc.l  bctinu-stobcd; 
And  in  the  morn  with  affluent  difchar^e, 
Should  fign  and  ftal  his  rcfukncc  at  large  ; 
Or  niould  he  in  feme  paJTionatc  debate, 
By  way  of  inPance,   break  an  earthen  plate  ; 
M'ould  I  forf.ikc  him  for  a  piece  of  delph  ? 
No— not  for  China's  wide  domain  itfclf 


If  toys  like  thefe  were  canfc  ef  real  };rief,  ") 

"What  Oii.uld  (  do,  or  whither  feek  relief,  > 

Suppofe  him  perjur'd,  faithlcfs,  pimp,  or  thief  ?  j 
Away — a  foolifli  knavifli  triiie  you  are, 
AVho  falfely  put  all  vices  on  a  par. 
From  this  fair  reaforj  her  afl'ent  withdraws,         *J 
r.'en  fordid  inttreft  gives  up  the  caiife,  J- 

'I  hat  mother  of  our  cuftoms  and  our  laws.  \ 

Whtii  firft  yon  jrolden  lun  array'd  the  ealt. 
Small  was  the  diftirrenee  'twixt  man  and  bcaft  ; 
With  hands,  with  nails,    with  teeth,  with  clubs 

they  foupjht,  ^wroii'rht 

Till  ma'ice  was  improv'd,  and  deadlier  wcapoi;s 
l^anfjuap^e,  at  length,  and  words  experience  found, 
And  fcnle  obtain'd  a  vehicle  in  foimd. 
'I'hen  wholefome  laws  were   fram'd,   and  towns 

were  built. 
And  juftice  feiz'd  the  lawlcfs  vagrants  giiilt ; 
And  theft,  adultery,  and  fornication          [fafhion  : 
Were  punifh'd  much,  forfooth,    though   much  in 
(/)  For  long  before  fair  Helen's  fatal  charms 
Had  many  a 


Hiatus  magnus  lacrymabilis 


fet  the  world  in  arms. 
But  kindly  kept  by  no  hiflorians  care, 
They  all  goodlack    have  periili'd  to  an  hair. 
But  be  that  as  it  may,  yet  in  all  climes. 
There's  difT'rent  puniihment  for  diff'rent  crimes- 
Hold,  blockhead  hold — this  Aire  is  not  the  way,"l 
For  all  alike  I'd  lafli,  and  all  I'd  flay,       -  i 


Cries  W**»'»»*n,  if  I'd  fovereign  fway 


S 


(i)  Commixit  ledum  potus,  tricnfuve  ratilhim 
Ivandri  manibus  tritum  dejecit ;  oh  banc  rem, 
Aut  pofitam  ante  mea  cjuia  pullum  in  parte  catini 
Suflulit  efuriens,  minus  hoc  jocundus  amicus 
Sit  mihi  ?  quid  faciam,  fi  furtum  f.cerit?  aut  fi 
Prodiderit  coiiimifla  fide  ?  fponfumve  negarit.'' 
Qtjeis  pariatlte  fere  piacuit  peccata,  laboiant. 
Cum  vcntum  ad  vcrum  eil ;  fenfus,  moreAiUc  re- 
pugnant . 
Atque  ipfa  utilifas  jufti  prope  mater,  et  a;qai. 
Cum  prorepfcrunt  priiv.is  animalia  tcrris,         [ter, 
JMurum  ct  turpc  pecus.glurdemarquecubiliapiop- 
Unguibus,  et  pugnis,  dicn  fuflibus,  atque  ita  porro 
Tugnabant  armis,  qua-  pr.ft  tahricave  at  ufns  : 
Donee  vetha,  quibus  voces  lenfufquc  notarenf, 
Mominaqueinvcnere  ;  dehinc  abfifterc  hello, 
Oppida  cocperiint  munirc,  et  ponere  Icger; 
Ne  quis  fur  crtei,  neu  latra,  neu  quis  adulter.     "      | 

(/)  Nam   fuit  ante  Helenam  cuiinus  tcterrima  I 
belli 
Caufa:   fed  ignotis  pcricrunt  mortibis  i!li, 
<Juos  Venerem  incertam  rapientes  n^ore  ftrarum 
Viribuscditior  cxdebat,  ut  in  grege  taurus. 


Have  fov'reign  fway,  and  an  imperial  robe, 
V^'ifh  fury  *  fii!li.tiatt  o'er  half  the  globe. 
Meanwhile,  if  I  from  each  indulgent  friend. 
Obtain  remiflion,  when  I  chance  t'  offend, 
V\'hy,  in  return,  I'll  make  the  balance  even, 
And,  for  fDr^nvii'g,  they  (hall  be  forgiven. 
(/«)  With  zeal  I  11  love,  be  courteous c'eu  to  ftrifc, 
More  bled  than  emperors  in  private  life. 

PROLOGUE 

TO  A  TRir  TO  CAMBRILMJE,   OR    THE    Gll.lTEFUIi 
FAIR. 

//  Moik   FLy,  aafd  at  Pcmhrcle  College  Hall^ 
Cambridge,   I  "47. 

In'  ancient  days,  as  jovial  Horace  fmgs, 
When  laurel  I'd  bard=i  were  lawgivers  and  kings, 
I'oIJ  was  the  comic  mufc,  without  reftraint, 
'I'o  name  the  vicious  and  the  vice  to  paint ; 
Th'  enlivcn'd  piclure  fromthc  canvafs  flew, 
And  the  fircrg  likenefs  crowded  in  the  view. 
Our  author  pradLfes  more  general  rules,  ' 

He  is  no  niggard  of  his  knaves  and  fools  : 
Both  fmall  and  great,  both  pert  and  dull  hi»  mufc, 
Difplays,  that  every  one  may  pick  and  choofe. 
The  rules  dramatic,  though  he  fcarcely  knows, 
Of  time  and  place,  and  all  the  piteous  profe. 
That   pedant   Frenchmen    fnufHe    through   theic 
nofe.  [donei 

Fools,    who  perfonate  what  Homer  fbould  have 
Like  tattling  watches  they  correiSb  the  fun. 
Critics,  like  pofts,  undoubtedly  may  (how 
'I  he  way  to  Pinclus,  but  they  cannot  go. 
Whene'er  immortal  Shakfpeare's  works  are  read. 
He  wins  the  heart  hcfoie  he  ftrikcs  the  head, 
■^wift  to  the  foul  the  piercing  image  flies, 
S«  ifter  than  Hanioi's  wit,  or  Hjiiir/i's  eyes; 
Swifter  than  feme  romantic  traveller's  thought; 
.Swifter  than  Britifb  fire  when  in'H^m  fought. 
Fancy  preccilfs,  and  conquers  all  the  mind  ; 
Dcliherating  judgment  flowly  comes  behind; 
Comes  to  the  field  with  blunderbufs  and  gun. 
Like  heavy  fcljl.yj',  when  the  v.'oik  is  done.  [j>ain. 
Fights,   when  the  battle's  o'er,  with   wond'roun 
Ky  Shrewfbury's  clock,  ;<r:d  nobly  flays  the  (lain. 
T  he  cr  tic's  ccnfurcs  are  btneash  our  cure, 
^^^e  flrive  to  uKTife  ;he  gmerous  and  the  fair; 
I'o  their  diciiion  v  e  fi.bmit  our  claim. 
We  write  not,  fpcal;  not  breath  not  but  for  them. 

SOLILOQTJY  OF  THE   PRINCESS  PERRI- 
WINKLK, 

//;  the  Mai  Play  of  "  A  Trcp   in  Cambridge^  or  the 

Gra'.efui  Fair," 
\T'he  Prinafs  Persiw inkle  fola,  aiter.d:d  by  fc-^r^x 
teen  maids  nf  great  hwc-.ir.^ 
Surf  fuch  a  wretch  as  I  was  never  born, 
By  all  the  world  dt^ferted  and  forlorn  : 

-  -  -  -  dum  lu  quadnintc  lai^arum 
Rex  ibis,  neque  tc  qiiifij:  .nn  ftipator,  intpfura 
Pr.xter  CrifpiiMim,  fi  clnbifjr  :   et  mihi  c'ulccs 
Ignoicent,  fi  qi.id  ptrravero  ftoltus,  amici. 

(w)   Inque  vic'  m  illo:um  patiar  dciicla  libcnter, 
Prisaiufque  magis  vivan-.  re  rege  beatus. 


.,Vw»r\l  coined  ia  the  ii::ir.air  ol  Mr.  W- 


"^« 


POEMS. 


I>5 


} 


|This  bitter  fweet,  this  honey-gall  to  prove, 
lAnd  all  the  oil  and  vinegar  of  love  ; 
\Pride,  love,  and  reafon,  will  not  let  me  reft, 
■But  make  a  devililh  buftle  in  my  bread. 
iTo  wed  with  Fizgig  pride, /r/rfi?,  pride,  denies, 
'Put  on  a  Spanifti  padlock,  reafo'n  cries  ;     [plies 
But  tender,  gentle  love,  with  every  wifhcom- 
\Pride,  love,  and  reafon,  fight  till  they  are  cloy'd, 
lAnd  each  by  each  in  mutual  wounds  deftroy'd. 
iThus  when  a  barber  and  a  collier  fight, 
The  barber  beats  the  lucklefs  collier — white  ; 
The  dufty  collier  heaves  his  ponderous  fack, 
And,  bigwith vengeance,  beatsthe  barber---biack. 
Incomes  the  brick-duft  man,  with  grime  o'erlpreaJ, 
And  beats  the  collier  and  the  barber — red  ; 
Black,  red,  and  white,  in  various  clouds  are  tofs'd, 
And  in  the  dull  ihey  raife,  the  combatants  are  loft. 

AN    OCCASIONAL 

PROLOGUE  AND  EPILOGUE  TO 
OTHELLO, 

As  it  ivas  a8ed  at  the  Theatre-Royal  in  Drtiry- 
Lane,  on  Thiirfday  the  -jth  of  March  1751,  iy 
Perfons  of  DiJlin£lion,  for  their  Diverjion. 
While  mercenary  a(5lors  tread  the  ftage. 
And  hireling  fcribblerslafh  or  lull  the  age, 
Our's  be  the  talk  t'inftrudl  and  entertain. 
Without  one  thought  of  glory  or  of  gain. 
Virtue's  her  own — from  no  external  caufe — 
She  gives,  and  (he  demands  the  felf-applaule  : 
Home  to  her  breaft  (he  brings  the  heart-felt  bays, 
Heedlefs  alike  of  profit  and  of  praife. 
This  now  perhaps  is  wrong---yet  this  we  know, 
'Twas  fenfe  and  truth  a  century  ago  : 
When  Britain  with  tranfcendent  glory  crown'd. 
Tor  high  atchievements,  as  for  wit  renown'd  ; 
Cull'd  from  each  growing  grace  the  pureft  part. 
And  cropt  the  flowers  from  every  blooming  art, 
Our  nobleft  youth  would  then  embrace  the  talk 
Of  comic  humonr,  or  thg  myftic  mafque.        [bards 
'Twas  their's  t'  encourage  worth,  and   give  to 
What  now  is  fpent  in  boxing  and  in  cards. 
Cood  fenfe  their  pleafure — virtue  ftjU  their  guide, 
And  Englifh  magnanimity— their  pride. 
Methinks  I  fee  with  fancy's  magic  eye. 
The  fliade  of  Shakfpeare,  in  yon  azure  Iky. 
On  yon  high  cloud  behold  the  bard  advance, 
Piercing  all  nature  with  a  fingle  glance  ; 
In  various  attitudes  around  him  ftand 
The  paflions,  waiting  for  his  dread  command. 
Firft  kneeling  love  before  his  feet  appears, 
And,  mufically  fighing,  melts  in  tears. 
Near  him  fell  jealoufy  with  fury  burns. 
And  into  ftorms  the  amorous  breathings  turns  ; 
Then  hope,  with  heavenward  look,  and  joy  drawn 

near, 
While  palfied  terror  trembles  in  the  rear. 

Such  Shakfpeave's  train  of  horror  and  delight, 
And  fuch  we  hope  to  introduce  to-night. 
But  if,  though  juft  in  thought,  we  fail  in  fadl, 
And  good  intention  ripens  not  to  aft. 
Weigh  our  defign,  your  cenfure  ftill  defer. 
When  truth's  in  view,  'tis  glorious  e'en  to  err. 

EPILOGUE, 

*  SPOKEN  BY  DESDEMONA. 

ITTrue  woman  to  the  laft — my  peroration 
I  coae  to  fpeak,  in  fpite  of  ftj29cat^<j»  i 


To  fliow  the  prefent  and  the  age  to  come, 

We  may  be  chok'd,  but  never  can  be  dumb. 

Well,  now  methinks  I  fee  you  all  run  out. 

And  hafte  away  to  Lady  Bragwell's  rout; 

Each  modinrfentiment  to  hear  and  weigh. 

Of  thofe  who  nothing  think,  and  all  things  fay. 

Prudella  fint  in  parody  begins 

(For  nonfenfe  and  buffoonery  are  twins). 

"  Can  beaux  the  court  for  theatres  exchange  I" 

'  1   (wear   by    Heaven    'tis  ftrange,   'tis   paffing 

'  ftrange ;' 
"   And  very  whimfical,  and  mighty  dull," 
'  And  pitiful;  and  wond'rous  pitiful  : 
'   I  willi  I  had  not  heard  it' — bleffed  dame  I 
Whene'er  the  fpeaks,  her  audience  wifli  the  fame. 
Next  Neddy  Nicely—"  Fie,  O  fie,  good  lack, 
"   A  nafty  man,  to  make  his  face  ail  black." 
Then  Lady  Stiffneck  f!iows  her  pious  rage. 
And  wonders  we  fliould  acl:— upon  a  ftage. 
"  '•'^hy,  ma'am,  fays  Coquelilia,  a  difgrace  ? 
"  Merit  in  any  form  may  fhow  her  face  : 
"  In  this  dull  age  the  male  things  ought  to  play, 
"  To  teach  them  what  to  do,  and  what  to  fay." 
!n  fliort,  they  all  with  dift"'rent  cavils  cram  us, 
And  only  are  unanimous  to  damn  us. 
But.ftill  there  are  a  fair  judicious  few, 
\Vho  judge  unbiafs'd,  and  with  candour  view  ; 
Who  value  honefty,  though  clad  in  buft". 
And  wit,  though  dreis'd  in  an  old  Englifli  ruff. 
Behold  them  here— I  beaming  fenfe  decry, 
Shot  from  the  living  luftre  of  each  eye. 
Such  meaning  fmiJes  each  blooming  face  adorn, 
As  deck  the  pleafure-painted  brow  of  morn  ; 
And  ihow  the  perfonofeach  matclilefs  fair. 
Though  rich  to  rapture,  and  above  compare, 
Is,  ev'n  with  all  the  Ikill  of  Heav'n  deiign'd. 
But  an  imperfedl  image  of  their  mind  ; 
While  chaftity,  unblemifti'd  and  unbrib'd, 
Adds  a  majeftic  mien,  that  fcorns  to  be  defcrib'd: 
Such  we  will  vaunt,  and  only  fuch  as  thefe, 
'Tis  our  ambition  and  our  fame  to  pleafe. 

EPILOGUE  TO  THE  APPRENTICE, 
(^Enters  reading  a  Play-Bill.') 

A  VERY  pretty  bill — as  I'm  alive  ! 

The  part  of — nobody — by  Mrs.  Clive  ! 

A  paltry  fcribbling  fool— to  leave  me  out— 

He'll  fay,  perhaps— he  thought  I  could  not  fpout. 

Malice  and  envy  to  the  laft  degree  ! 

And  why  ?— I  wrote  a  farce  as  well  as  he, 

And  fairly  ventur'd  it— without  the  aid 

Of  prologue  drefs'd  in  black,  and 

querade  ; 
Oh  I  pit — have  pity-— fee  how  I'm  difmay' 
Poor  foul  1   this  canting  ftuft'will  never  do, 
Unlefs,  like  Bayes,  he  brings  his  hangman  too. 
But  granting  that  from  thefe  fame  oblequies, 
Some  pickings  to  our  bard  in  black  arife  ; 
Should  your  applaufe  to  joy  convert  his  fear. 
As  Pallas  turns  to  feaft — Lardella's  bier  ; 
Yet  'twould  have  been  a  better  fcheme  by  half, 
T'  have  thrown  his  Vteeds  afide,  and  learnt  wit'a 

me  to  laugh, 
I  could  have  (liown  him,  had  he  been  inclin'd, 
A.  fpouting  junto  of  the  female  kind. 
There  dwells  a  milliner  in  yonder  row, 
W^  drefs'dj  full  voic'd,  and  nobly  built  for  fljow; 
N  i| 


well  as  he, 
;t  the  aid  "1 

nd  face  in  maf-^ 

I'm  difmay'd  I     3 
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AVho,  when  in  rape,  die  fcolds  at  Sue  and  Sarah, 
Damn'd,  damn'tl  (Lfremblcr  '.' — thinks  flie  more  I 
thanZara?  I 

She  has  a  daughter  too  that  deals  in  lace,  ~i 

And  fings— O  pon<!,  r  well— and  Chtvy  Chafe,    J- 
And  fain  would  fill  the  lair  Ophelia's  place.      J 
And  in  her  cock'd  up  Int,  and  jjown  of  camblet, 
Prefumes    on    fomething — '  touching    the    Lord 

'  Hamlet. 
A  coufin  too  (he  has  with  fquintiiig  ey.s, 
With  waddling  gait,  and  voice  like  London  cries; 
M'ho  for  the  fta^re  too  Ihort  by  half  a  llory, 
Ac'h  Lady  Townly — thus — in  ail  her  glory. 
And  while  fln's  travcrfiiig  her  fcanty  rooai. 
Cries — '  Lord  !  my  lord,  what  can  I  do  at  home  ?' 
In  lliort,  we've  girls  enough  for  all  the  fellows,  T 
The  ranting,  whining,  ftarting,  and  the  jealous,  > 
Tiie  KotfiHirs,  R  imcos,  Hamlets,  and  Othellos.  J 
Oh  !   little  do  thofj  filly  people  know, 
"What  dreadful  trials— ad ors  undeigo. 
Alyfelf-  — who  mo:t  in  harmon)  delij;ht, 
Am  Icolding  here  from  morning  until  night. 
Then  take  advice  I'rum  me,  ye  yiddy  things. 
Ye  royal  milliners,  ye  apron'd  kings ; 
Young  men,  bcvvar.%  and  fliun  our  (lippery  ways, 
Study  arithmetic,  and  fliun  our  plajs; 
And  you,  ye  girls,  let  not  our  tinfel  train 
Enchant  yourcyes,  and  turn  your  madd'ning  brain  ; 
Be  timely  wife,  for  oh  !   be  lure  ol  this, 
A  ihop  with  virtue,  is  the  height  of  blifs. 


EPILOGUE, 

SrOKEN    BY    MR.    SHUTER, 

Jt  Covent-GardcT).  after  the  Play  of  the  "  Con- 
fcions  ho'vers,^^  aElidforthc  Benefit  of  the  Mld- 
dlefrx  Hofpital  for  Lyin^-w  IVonien,  i-ISSy  "' 
tjjc  Charaiicr  vf  a  M(in-J\iidiuife. 

(^Enters  tuith  a  Child.) 

Whoi'er  begat  ihee  has  no  caufe  to  blufli ; 
rhou'rt  a  brave  chonping  boy  (^child  cries'),  liay, 

hufli,  hulh,  hnfh  I 
A  workman  faith  '  a  man  of  rare  difcretion, 
A  friend  to  Britain,  and  to  our  prof^-ffion  : 
With  face  lb  chubby,  and  with  looks  fo  glad, 
O  rare  loall  beef  of  Eoijland  I— -here's  a  lad  1 

{Shoivs  him  to  the  company.') 
(Child  makes  a  n^Afc  ag.iin.') 
Nay,  if  you  once  begin  to  puke  and  cougli, 
Ci )  to  the  nurf*.   Within  l-.-here,  take  him  oflF. 
Well,  Heav'n  be  prais'd,  it  is  a  peopling  age, 
Thanks  to  tlie  bar,  the  pulpit,  and  the  Il.ige; 
But  not  to  th'  army--  that's  not  worth  a  farthing. 
The  captains  go  t0{>  much  to  Covent-Garden, 
Spoil  many  a  girl— but  feldom  make  a  mother  ; 
Thfy    foil    us   one   way— but   we    h?ve  them  t' 
other.  (3halcs  a  box  of  [ills.) 

The  nation  profpers  by  fucli  joyous  louls, 
Hence  fm^kcs  my  table,  hence  my  cliariot  rolls. 
Though  fume  fnug  jibs,  from  furgery  may  fpring, 
Man-midwitery,  man-midwifery's  the  thing  ! 
Lean  ihould  I  be,  e'en  as  my  own  an.uomy. 
By  mere  cathartics  and  by  plain  phlebotomy. 
Well,  btfides  pain,  be  fides  the  power  to  ple.-vfe, 
3efiuti  th;:  raufic  of  fuch  birds  as  thi  fe, 

(JSiiakcs  a  purft.') 


OF   SMART. 

It  is  a  joy  refin'd,  unmix'd,  and  pure,  ' 

To  hear  the  praifes  of  the  grateful  poor.  \ 

This  day  comes  honeft  T.iffy  to  my  houfe,  i 

"  Cot  ])k-i's  her,  her  has  fav'd  her  poy  and  fpoufe^  \ 
"  Her  I'.iv'd  her  Gwinaifrid,  or  death  had  fwaU   I 
■  "  low'd  her,  \ 

"  Though  creat  crand,  creat  crand  crind  child  of 

"  Cadwallader." 
Cries  Patrick  Toulz'em,  "  I  am  bound  to  pray,^  '. 
"  You've  fav'd  my  Sue  in  your  fame  phyfic  way,  > 
"  And  furtlier  fliall  I  thank  you  yefterday."        J 
Then  Sawney  came,  and  thank'd  me  for  my  love  i 
(I  very  readily  excus'd  his  glove),  \ 

He  blcfs'd  the  m(/n,  e'en  by  St.  Andrew's  crofs. 


id  gen'rous  I  \ 
art;  j; 


''  Who  cur'd  his  bonny  bairn,  and  blithfome  lafs.' 

But  merriment  and  mimicry  apart, 
Thanks  to  each  bounteous  hand  antl 

heart, 
Of  thofe,  who  tenderly  take  pity's  part : 
Who  in  good-natur'd  ads  can  fweetly  grieve, 
Swift  to  lament,  but  fwifter  to  relieve. 
1  Innks  to  the  lovely  fair  ones,  types  of  heaven. 
Who  raife  and  beautify  the  bounty  given  ; 
But  chief  to  *  him  in  whom  diftrefs  confides, 
Who  o'er  this  noble  plan  fo  glorioufly  prefides. 

DE  ARTE  CRITICA. 

A  Latin  Verfion  cf  Papers EJJay  on  Criticifm. 

"  Ncc  me  animi  fallit 

Difficile  illultrare  Latinis  verlibus  elTe 

(ATulta  novis  verbis  prxfertim  cum  fit  agendum) 

f  ropter  egellatem  linguae,  et  rerura  novitatem." 

LUCKKT. 

DicTu  diiRcile  eft,  an  fit  dementia  major 

Egiffe  invita  vatem  criticumne  Minerva; 

Ille  tamen  ctrte  vcnia  tibi  dignior  trrat 

Qui  lalfat,  quam  qui  feducit  in  avia  fenfus. 

Sunt,  qui  ubfurda  canunt ;    fed   enim  flultiflrmi 

ftultos: 
Quim  longc  exuperat  criticorum  natio  vates ; 
Se  fulum  exh.'buit  quondam,  melioribus  annis 
Natus  htbes,  ridendum;   ac  nunc  mufa  improb» 

prolcmo 
Innumeram  gitjnit,  qua;  mox  fermone  foluto 
yEtjuipater  Itolidos  verUis,  ceitetque  (tupendo. 

Nobis  judicium,  veluti  qux  dividit  boras 
Machina,  cor.llruitur,  motus  non  omnibus  idem, 
Non  pretium,    regit  ufquc  tanieu  fua  quemque, 

I'oetas; 
Divite  perpaucos  vena  donavit  Apollo, 
Et  criticis  reCle  fapere  elt  rarilTima  virtus; 
Arte  ill  utraque  nitent  fehces  indole  foli,  , 

IMufaque  quo--  I'lacido  nafcentes  l-imine  vidit. 
lilt  f  alioimflios,  qui  iocluruit  ipfe,  docebit» 
J.ircque  qtiam  meruit,  poterit  tr^buifle  coronarti. 
S.'rintoie.^  (fatcor)  fidunt  propriie  niniis  arti, 
Nome  antcm  criticos  praviis  favor  urget  ibidem? 
At  vtro  proprius  liflemus,  cuique  fatendum  eft. 
Judicium  \  quoddam  natura  infeverit  olim  : 

*  The  Earl,  afterv^  ardsDukcofNorthumcrhiKT, 
t  "  Qui   fcribit  artificiofe,  ah  abliis  commode 

fcripta  facile  inlelligei^  poterit."  Cic.  ad  Keren'n, 

b.A- 

t  "  Omncs  racito  quodam  fenfii,  fine  nlti>arte, 

aut  ratione,  qiije  fint  in  artibusac  rationibus  redl||j 

ac  pravd  dijudicant."  C/c  de  Oral.  lib.  3. 


?  o 

Ilk  diem  certe  dubiam  diffuildere  callct 

Bt,  ilridtlm  delcripta  licet,  fibi  linea  conflat. 

Sed  minimum  ut  fpecimen,  quod  piftor  dodlus 

adumbrat, 
Deterius  tibi  fiat  co  mage,  quo  mage  vilem 
Inducat  ifti  fucum,  fie  mentis  lioneft^ 
Dodlrina  effigiem  maculabit  prava  decoram. 
His  inter  cxcas  mens  il'.aqueata  fcholarum 
Ambages  errat,  ftolidifque  fupervenit  illis 
(Diis  aliter  vifum  eft)  petulantia.    Perdere  fenfum 
Commimem  hi  fudant,  dum  fruflra  afcendere  Pin- 

dum 
Conantur,  mox,  ut  fe  defenforibus  ipfis 
TJtantur,  critici  quoque  fiunt :  omnibi:s  idetn 
Ardor  fcribendi,  fiudio  hi  nivalis  aguntur, 
I  Illis  invalida  eunuchi  violcntia  glifcit. 
iRidendi  propriuni  efc  fatuis  cacoethes,  amantque 
iTurbse  perpetuo  fefe  immifcere  jocofe. 
IMaivius  invito  dum  fudat  Apolline,  nmlti 
jPingue  opus  exiiperant  (fi  diis  placet)  emetidando. 
{     Sunt  qui  belli  homines  primo,  turn  deinde  poetis, 
Mox  critici  evaferc,  meri  turn  deniquc  llulti. 
jEft,  qui  nee  criticum  nee  vatem  reddit,  inerfque 
iUt  mulus,  medium  quoddam  ell  afinum  inter  e- 
I  quumque 

pBellula  femi-hominum  vix  po;ne  elementa  fcientem 
I  Primula  gens  horum  eft,  premitur  quibus  An^Iia, 
I  quantum 

ilmperfccla  fcatent  ripis  animalcula  nili, 
!  Futile,  abortivum  genus,  et  prope  nominis  expers, 
I  Ufque  adeo  squivoca  eft,  e  qua  generantur,  origo. 
jHos  centum  nequcunt  lingua:  numerare,  nee  una 
lUnius  ex  ipfis,  quse  centum  Ibla  fatiget. 
j     At  til  qui  faniam  fim-.il  exigis  atque  redonas 
jPro  meritis,  criticique  affedlas  nobile  nomen. 
]Metitor  te  iplum,  prudenfque  expendito  qua;  fit 
•Judicii,  ingenii  tibi,  doitrinpeque  facukas  ; 
Si  qua  profunda  nimis,  cauto  vitentor,  et  ifta 
(Linea,  qua  coeunt  ftupor  ingeniumquj,  notator. 
I  Qui  finem  impofuit  rebus  Deus  omnibus  aptum, 
,Humani  vanum  ingenii  reftrinxit  acumen. 
iQnalis  ubi  oceani  vis  noftra  irrumpit  in  arva, 
Tunc  defolatas  alibi  denudat  arenas; 
Sic  anima;  reminifcendi  dum  copia  reftat, 
iConfilii  gravioris  abeft  plerumque  poteftas  ; 
'Aft  ubi  Pliantafia  fulgent  radiantia  tela, 
■iVinemofyne  teneris  cumformis  vida  liquefcit. 
Ing-^nio  tantum  mufa  uni  fufncit  una, 
Tanta  ars  eft,  tantilla  fcientia  noftra  videtur : 
jNon  folum  ad  certas  artes  aftri<5ca  fequendas, 
Saepe  has  non  nifi  quadam  in  fimplice  parte  fequa- 

tur. 
jDeperdas  partosutcunque  labore  triumphos, 
pumplures,  regum  inftar,  aves  acquirere  lauros; 
|Sed  fua  tradtatu  facilisprovincia  cuique  eft, 
:Sincii,  qus;  pulchre  fciat,  ut  vulgaria,  temnat. 
XaLuratii  fequerc  imprimiG,  atque  illius  siqua 
jjudiclum  e;i.  norma  nngas,  qua;  nefcia  flo(5li ; 
illla  etenim,  fine  labe  micans,  ab  origin.'  diva, 
iClara,  conftanti,  luftrantique  omnia  luce, 
jVitamque,  fpeciemque,  et  vires  omnibus  addat, 
lEt  fons,  et  finis  fimul,  atque  criterion  artis. 
iQusrit  opcs  ex  hoc  thefauro  ars,  et  fine  pom.pa 
praifidet,  et  nullas  turbas  facit  inter  agendum, 
jTahs,  vivida  vis  formofo  in  corpore  mentis, 
iLxtiuni  to^i  infpirans  et  robore  maius, 
lOrdinat  et  motus,  et  nervos  fuftinet  omnes, 
jmttr  opus  varium  tanien  ipfa  abfcondita  fallit. 


EMS.  I9| 

Sspe  is,  cui  magnutti  ingeniuni  Deus  addldit,  ides* 
Indigus  eft  majoris,  ut  hoc  bene  calleat  uti; 
Ingcnium  nam  judicio  velut  uxor  habendum  eft 
Atque  viro,  cui  fas  ut  pareat   ufqne  repugnat. 
Mulic  quadrupedum  labor  eft  inhibere  capiftro, 
Prsecipites  regere,  at  non  irritare  volatus 
Pegafos,  inftar  equi  generofi,  grandior  ardet 
Cum  fentit  retinacula,  nobiliorque  tuetur. 

Rcguia  quseque  vetus  tantum  obfervata  perltis 
Non  inventa  fuit  criticis,  debctque  profeiilo 
Naturw  aft:ribi,  fed  enim  quam  lima  polivit ; 
Nullas  natiira;  divina  monarchia  leges, 
Exceptis  folum  quas  fanxerit  ipfa,  veretur. 

Qualibus,  audiftin'  refonat  celeberrima  normis 
Gra;cia,  feu  dodum  premit,  indulgetve  furoremj 
Ilia  fuos  fiftit  Parnafii  in  vertice  natos, 
Et,  quibus  afcendere  docet,  ialebrofa  viarum, 
Sublimique  manu  dona  immortalia  nionftrat, 
Atque  .xquis  reliquos  procedere  paiTibus  urget. 
Sic  magnis  dodrina  *  ex  exemplaribus  haufia, 
Sumit  ab  hifce,  quod  hxc  duxerunt  ab  Jove  fumm», 
Ingenuus  judex  mufaram  veutilat  ignes, 
Et  fretus  ratione  docet  prsecepta  placendi. 
Ars  critica  ofiiciofa  Camosnje  fcrvir,  ct  ornat 
Egregias  veneres,  plurefque  irretit  amantes. 
Nunc  vero  do6ti  longe  divcrfa  fequentes, 
Contempti  dominse,  vilem  petiere  niiniftram; 
Propriaque  in  miferos  veterunt  tela  poetas, 
Difcipulique  fuos  pro  more  odcre  mugiftros. 
Hand  aliter  fane  noftrates  pharmacopoiae 
Ex  medicum  crevit  quibus  ars  plagiaria  chartis, 
Audaces  crrcrum  adhibent  fine  mente  medelas, 
Et  verai  llippocratis  jadant  ccnvicia  proli. 
Ri  veterum  authorum  fcriptis  vticuntur,  et  ipfos 
Vermlculos,  et  tempus  edax  vicere  vorando. 
Stultitia  fimplex  ille,  et  fine  divite  vena,- 
Carmina  quo  fiant  pado  miferabile  narrat. 
Docl;rinani  oftentans,  menteni  alter  perdldit  om- 

nem 
Atque  alter  nodis  vafer  implicat  cnodando. 

Tu  quicumqi-e  cupis  judex  procedere  redie, 
Fac  veteris  cujufque  ftylus  difcatur  ad  unguem; 
Fabula,  materies,  quo  lendat  pagina  qiiavis  ; 
Patria,  rthgio  qurA-  fint,  quels  moribus  a:vom  : 
Si  non  intuitu  cunfta  hajc  compltderis  uno, 
ficurra,  cavilator — criticus  mihi  non  eris  iinauaitt. 
Tlias  efto  tibi  ftudium,  tibi  fola  voluptas, 
Perque  diem  lege,  per  nodes  meditarc  lerenas; 
Hinc  tibi  judicium,  hinc  ortum  fcntentia  ducat, 
P.-Iufarumque  undas  fontem  bibe  la;tus  ad  ipfum. 
Ipfe  fuorum  opeium  fit  commentator,  et  author, 
MasonidilVe  legas  interprete  fciipta  Marone. 

I  Cum  caneiet  primum  parvus  Maro  bella  vi-' 
rofque, 
Nee  monitor  Phoebus  tremulas  jam  velleret  aures, 
I.egibus  immunem  criticis  fe  foite  putabat. 
Nil  nifi  naturam  archetypam  dignatus  adire: 
Std  fimiil  ac  caute  mentem  perYingula  volvit, 
Naturam  invenit,  quacunc.ue  invenit  Hornerum, 
Vidus,  et  attonitns,  malelimi  definit  aufi, 
Jamque  kboratum  in  nunierum  vigil  omnia  cog't, 

*  "  Nee  enim  artib'js  editis  fadum  eft  ut  argu- 
menta  invenircmus,  fed  dida  fiait  omnia  antequam. 
precipercntur,  mox  ea  fcriptores  obfervata  et  col- 
leda  ediderunt.  Quintii.. 

f  '■  Cim  canerem  Reges  et  Prslia,  Cynthju» 
aurein— VcUIt.."  Vij^^.  £..^  <;. 
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Cuitaque  AriHotclis  mrtiMir  carmina  norn.j. 
Hiiic  vctcrum  difc-.i*  pracrp'a  vctrrier,  illos 
ticJtator  fii-  natuiani  ftiftuSfris  ipfacn. 

At  vcro  virtue  rcllit  j.im  pliirima,  nullo 
DefcrJbcnda  inodo,  nulUquc  parabilib  arte, 
Nam  fclix  tarn  fonuni  eft,  quam  cura  caiundi. 
Mulijam  in  hoc  rcJdit  <ii\ina  jxiclis,  uirani<iuc 
Multa-  orant  veiicrc  qua*  virhis  piiigcrc  iion  eft, 
f^aliiuc  aitincjcrc  nil  iiili  fuirma  ptjritia  pollit. 
•  Rtj;u!a  tiuuiVdociiiiqiK-  mimi»  difTufa  viJ<rtur, 
(Quum  taiituni  ad  propriiurt  coUinet  fingula  mc- 

tani) 
Si  modo  confiiiiii  iiift-rviat  iilJa  jnvandis 
Apta  lici-ntia,  lex  cnim  ifta  liccntia  fiat. 
Atque  iu  qt'o  citiiis  procedat,  callc  rcli<51o 
C^ommuni  mufa;  fonipcs  bone  dcvius  crrct. 
Accidit  inteidiiBi,  ut  fcriptores  ingcniuni  ingens 
livchut  ad  cidpam  eorej^iiim,  maculafqiic  micajites 
<^asncinocriticonim  luidot  dttcrgcrc  figat ; 
Accidit  ut  linqiiat  vi.lgiiria  cbuRra  furore 
Jwlapnaninin,  rapiatqiK'  lohitum  lege  dccorcm, 
<^ii,  quum  juiiiciiini  non  iiitcrccdat,  ad  ipluin 
Cer  propcr.it,  iintlque  illic  finiul  obtinct  (mints. 
Hand  alttir  i]  forte  jugo  rpcciilamiir  aprico, 
l,uniii;ibii<  rts  ai rid.nt,  quas  Drcdclla  tcllus 
Parcior  oilcntarc  !b!ct,  vtiut  ardua  mentis 
Afpcrita^,  Icopulivc  cxcfi  pcndulus  liorror. 
Cura  tamcn  Icir.pcr  magna  ell  adhiberda  poefi, 
Atquc  hie  cum  raiione  iiifaniat  antiior,  oportet : 
l:t,'qiianuis  vctercs  pro  tempore  jura  refigunt, 
Kt  Icgeb  violarc  i'uas  reg::iiter  audcnt,  ^ 
Tu  caveas,  mpneo,  (juifquis  nunc  fcribis,  et  ipfam 
Si  legem  frailgas,  mcmor  ejus  refpite  tinem. 
Hoc  femi>er  tanicn  evitcs,  nifi  te  gravis  urget 
Notlus,  prsmonllrantque  authorum  extnipla  prio- 

rum. 
1,'i  facia-.,  criticus  totam  implacabili*  iram 
iixerrct,  turpique  nota  tibi  nomen  ir.urit. 

Sod  non  me  latucre,  quibus  fua  liberiorcs 
Has  veterum  veneres  vitio  dementia  vertit. 
r.t  quiedam  tibi  figna  quidem  monftrofa  vidcntur, 
Si  per  I'e  vcl  pcrpcndas,  propioravc  luilrcs, 
Oiire  rtda  cum  co'.iftituas  in  luce  locoque, 
1  ormam  conciliat  diftantia  juHa  venullani. 
Non  acicm  P.mper  belli  dux  c-.'.Uidus  artis 
Iii/lruit  a;quali  ferie  ordinibufque  decoris, 
.'  •<!  fc  tcniporibufque  locoque  accomniodat,  agmcn 
C'e  undo  j^ini,  jamque  fug;e  firaulacbra  ciendo. 
rvi.'eniitur  fpeciem  erroris  I'x]^  aflu^..  et  iple 
hommat  cmundus  judex,  non  dormit  Homerus. 

Alpice,  laurusadliuc  antiquis  vernat  in  aris, 
Quas  rabid.T  violare  manus  non  amplius  audcnt; 
llammarum  a  rabie  tutas,.Stygia.quc  vcneno 
Invidix,  martilquc  minis  et  morfibus  aevi. 
Dc^dka  caterva,  viden  !  fcrt  ut  fragrantia  thura; 
Audin  ut  onmigcnia  lefonant  pra:conia  linguis  ! 
Laudes  ufque  adeo  mcriias  vox  qurcque  rependat, 
Humaiiique  fmiul  generis  chorus  omnis  adcfto. 
Malverc,  O  vatcs  !  nati  melioribus  anni*. 
l^Iunusct  immortale  xtcrn;v  laudis  adepti  ! 
Queis  juvencfcit  honos  lon^o  maturior  ;tvo, 

•  «'  Nequc  tarn  faud »  funt  ifta  praiccpta,  fed 

hoc  quicquid  eft,  ijtiliia.s  f  xcogitavit ;  U(.n  ntj^abo 

.auieni,  fic  utile  eft   pl-iumque;  veniui  ft  eadem 

ilia  nobis  aliud  fuad':'Wt  ulilitas,  banc,  reliiSlis  ma- 

(i^rorum  auUiuriutibi^s,  icqucmur. 

(^uiNT.  lib.  s.  cap.  13. 


Ditior  ui  diffundit  aquas  dum  defluit  an^.S'sf 

V'os  pcpuli  mundiquc  cancnt,  facra  nomnia,  que* 

jam 
Invcntrix  (lie  dii^  vifum  eft)  non  contigit  atas  ? 
Pari,  aiiqaa,  o  utmam  !  facro  Iciiitiiiet  ab  igne 
Illi,  qui  veftra  eft  cxtrcma  et  humillima  proics  ! 
(Qui  longc  frquiiur  vos  debilbribus  aii» 
LeSor  magnauimus,  fed  enim,  fed  fcriptor  inan- 

ddxf 
.Sic  criiici  vani,me  pr.Tcipicntc,  priorcs 
Miiari,  arbitrioque  fuo  diftiderc  difcant. 

Omnibus  ex  caufis,  qux  animum  cornnnperc 
junclis 
Vlribun,  luimanumque  folcnt  obtundcrc  acumen, 
Pingue  caput  folita  eft  momcnto  impellere  funim» 
.Stultitia;  femper  cognata  luperbia  ;  quantum 
jMentis  nafcenti  fara  invidert,  profufo 
Taiitum  fubfidio  faftiis  fuptiaddere  gaudeiU  ; 
•tani  vciuti  in  membris,  fic  fsppe  animabus,  inane* 
J'xundant  vice  *  fpirituum,  vice  fanguinis  aurx 
Suppetias  iiiopi  veiiit  alma  fuperbia  menti, 
Atquc  per  imjiunium  capitis  fc  extendit  inane ! 
<:^iod  U  reda  taUnt  ratio  banc  dlfpergcre  Dubcni 
Natur;*;  verique  dies  fincera  rcfulgct. 
Cuicunniie  ell  animus  penitus  cognofcere  culpas. 
Nee  fibi,  nee  fociis  credar,  verum  omnibus  aurcm 
Comn.odet,  apponatque  inimica  opprobria  lucro. 

Nc  mufa;  invi;;ilts  mcdiocriter,  aut  fugc  fon- 
tem 
Caftalium  omnino,  aut  hauftu  tc  prolue  plcno : 
Iftius  iaticistibi  nien«  abficmia  torpct 
Ebria,  fobrietafque  redit  revocata  bibcndo. 
Intuitu  mtifx  primo  nnvitateque  capta 
Afpirat  dodrina;  ad  cnlmina  fumma  juventus 
Intrcpida,  ct  quoniam  tunc  mens  eft  arda,  fuoqnc 
Omnia,  mctiur  modulo,  male  lippa  labores   ,/ 
Pone  fecuturos  orulis  non  afpicit  a:quis; 
Mox  aotcm  attonitx  jam  jamq«c  fcientia  mcnti 
Crebrefcit  variata  modis  line  limite  miris ! 
.Sic  ubi  defertis  confcendere  vallibus  Alpcs 
Ag'^rcdimur,  nnbcfque  humiles  calcarc  vidcmur, 
Proticud  xtcrnas  fiiperalTe  nive&,  et  in  ipfo 
Invcnifie  vi:e  l.xtamur  limine  finem  : 
His  vcro  exaAis  tacito  terrore  ftnpemus 
Durum  crcfcentem  magis  ct  magis  ufque  laborcm, 
J.-m  longus  tandem  profpeAus  Lxfa  fagiiat 
I.uniina,  dam  colles  alTurgunt  undique  fxti 
CoUibus,  impofitaique  cmergunt  Alpibus  Alpc*. 

f  Iiigtniofa  leget  judex  perfedus  eadem 
Qua  vales  fcripfit  ftudiolus  opufcula  cura, 
1  otum  perpcndet,  ccnforque  eft  parens,  ubi  ardor 
}lNa"-itat  natur.T  anim»s  (t  concitat  orftrura; 
Nee  tam  fervili  generofa  libidinc  mnttt 
Gaudia,  qux  bihul.x  meuti  catus  ingerit  author. 
Vcruni  llagnantis  mediocria  ..armina  mufa;, 
(;^ia-  rcptant  fub  lima  ct  cert.i  lege  ftupefcunt, 
(^:.-e  torpcnt  uno  erroris  fecura  tenore, 
Hae  equidem  ncqueo  culpare — et  dormio  tantunu 
Ingenii,  veluti  narurx,  non  tibi  conftant  » 

lUecebr.x  forni.i  qu.a-  ccrtis  partibus  infit; 
Nam  te  non  reddit  labium  ve  oculufve  venuftum, 
Sed  charitum  cumulus,  colkdaque  tela  decoris. 

•  Animalium  feilicet. 

■f  "  Diligtnter  Icgendum  eft,  ac  pene  ad  fcribcn- 
di  follicitudincm  ;  nee  per  partes  modo  fcrutaJid« 
funt  r.mnia  ;  fed  pcrleCtus  libcr  utiquc  ex  intcgrw 
rcfujucadus."  Quintiu 


POEM    S, 


^9S 


Die  ubi  iuflramus  perfet^tam  infi^nlter  cedem, 
(Qufe  Roinam  fplendore,  ipfumqiie  itd  perculit 

orbem) 
Lasta  diu  non  ulla  infimplice  parte  morantiir 
!Lumina,  led  fcfe  pertotum  erranna  palciint  j 
i>Jil  iongum  latumve  nanis,  nil  altius  EPquo 
Cernicur,  illuftris  nitor  omnibus,  omnibus  ordo. 
Quod  conlummaluni  eft  opus  omni  ex  parte,  nee 

ufquam 
JJunc  exltat,  nee  erat,  nee  erit  labentibus  annis. 
«^ias  fibi  proponat  metas  adverte,  poeta 
Ultra  aliquid  fperare,  iii;is  (i  ablwlvat,iniqHum  eft; 
Si  rerta  latione  utatur,  conlilioque 
Perfedlo,  miffis  maculii,  vos  plaudite  clamo. 
Accidit,  ut  vates,  yeluti  vatcr  Aulicus,  erret 
Sospius  erroreni,  ut  vitet  graviora,  minorem. 
Neglige,  quas  criticus,  verburBm  fatilis  anceps, 
Leges  edirit :   luigas  nc*fcire  decorum  elt. 
Artis  cujufdam  tantum  auxiliaris  aniantes 
Parteuj  aliquant  plerique  colunt  vice  totius  ;  illi 
Multa  crepant  de  judicio,  nihiiominus  utam 
Stultitiatr.,  Ilia  quam  iententia  laudat,  adorant. 
Quixotus  quondam,  fi  Vfraell  tabula,  cuidaiTi 
Occurrens  vati,  cnticum  ceitamen  inivit 
Duifta  citans,  graviterque  tuens,  tanquam  arbiter 

alter 
JDennifiuf,  Graii  moderatus  frasna  theatri ; 
Acriter  id  dein  aderuit,  ftaltuin  efie  hebetemque, 
Quifquis  Ariftoteiis  poliet  contemnere  leges. 
Quid  ? — talem  comitetn  nartus  feliciter  author, 
IVlox  tragicum,  quod  ccmpofuit,  proferre  poema 
Incipit,  et  eritici  Icitari  oracula  tanti. 
Jam  jKwi'ov,  TO,  rta.^^,  t'tj^h  zr^olsXtjfiA  Xviriv'\i\e  et 
Castera  de  genere  hoc  equni  deicnbat  hianti 
Quae  cuiitla  ad  norraan  quadrarent,  inter  agendum 
Si  tantum  prudens  certamen  omitteret  author. 
*'  Quid  veto  certamen  omittes  ?  excipit  heros; 
Sic  veneraudo  Sophi  fuadent  docuraenta.    "  Q_jtid 

_ergo,  [oportet," 

Armigerumque  equitumque  cohors  fcenam  intret, 
Forlan,  at  ipla  capax  non  tantas  fcena  catervae  cfi  : 
"  CEdificave  aliam — velapertts  utere  carapis.'' 

Sic  ubi  fuppofit  J  morula  fuperbia  regnat 
Judicio,  criticasque  tenent  faliidia  curae 
Vana  locum,  curto  modulo  jeltimat  omnia  cenfor, 
Alque  rnodo  perverl'us  in  artibus  errat  eodem, 
M&ribus  ac  multi,  dum  parte  laborat  in  una. 
Sunt,  qui  nil  fapiant,  iaiibus  nid  quseque  redun- 

det 
Patina,  perpetuoqutnitet  diftincla  lepore, 
Nil  aptum  loliti  jultumve  requiiere,  late 
Si  micet  ingenii  chaos,  indilcretaque  moles. 
Nudas  natufs  veneres,  vivumque  decorem 
Fingere,  qui  nequeunt,  quorundam  exempla  fecuti 
Piclurutn,  haud  gemmis  parcunt,  baud  lumptibus 

auri, 
Ut  fefe  abfcondat  rutilis  infcitia  velis. 
Vis  veri  ingenii  *  natura  eft  cuitior,  id  quod 
Senferunt  multi,  fed  jam  fcite  exprimit  unus. 
Quod  primo  pulchium  intuitu,  reClumque  videtur 
Et  mentis  menii  fimulaclira  repercutit  ipfi. 
Haud  fecus  ac  lucem  commendant  luaviter  umbrae, 
Ingenio  fie  fimpiicitas  fuperaddit  honorem  : 


Nam  fieri  poifit  mufa  ingeniofior  seqito, 

Et  jjereant  tumidaE  nimio  tibi  l'anj;uine  venae. 

Nonnulli  vero  vevborum  in  cortice  ludunt,         ^ 
Ornatufque  libri  folos  muliebriter  ardent,  [lis 

Lgregium  ecce  1  Itylurc  clamant  I  fed  lemper  ocel- 
Piffitereunt  ma'e,  ii  quid  iueft  rationis,  inundlis. 
\  t-rba,  vt'lur  IroudeSj  nimio  cum  tegmine  opacant 
Ramos,  torpefcunt  mentis  line  germine.  Frava 
Rhetorice,  viiri  late  radiantis  ad  inllar 
FriUnalici,  rutilos  dilTundit  uhique  colores; 
Non  tibi  naturse  licet  ampiius  ora  tueri. 
At  male  dil'.rctis  fcintiliant  omnia  ilainmis 
Sed  contra  veiut:  jubar  immutabik  folis, 
Quicquid  contraclat  facundia,  lultrat  et  auget. 
Nil  variat,  fed  cuniila  oculo  iplendoris  inaur.it. 
Lloqiiium  mentis  noftra;  quali  veilis  habenda  eftj 
Q.  .a  ii  fit  lati,s  apta,  decemior  inde  videtur; 
Scommata  magniticis  ornata  prucacia  verbis 
Indutos  r.eftrunt  regalia  fyrmata  faunos  ; 
Diveilis  eteniai  diveila  vucabula  rebus 
Appiijgi  las  eit,  aulae  velut  auiica  veliis, 
Aiteraque  agricolis,  atque  altera  congruit  urbi. 
Quidam  fcnptores  *  antiquas  vocibus  ufi, 
Gioriolam  afte<ftant,   veterum  a:mula  turba  fono>» 

rum. 
Si  mentem  fpe<fles  juvenentur  more  recentum. 
Tantula  nugamenta  ftyloque  operofa  vetufto, 
Jiocfti  dendent  loli  placitura  popello. 
Hi  nihilo  niage  felices  quam  comicus  ifte 
Fungolo  f,  odentat  abfurdo  pepla  tuniore, 
Quaiia  nefcio  quis  gellavit  nobilis  olim ; 
Atque  mode  veteres  do6tos  imitantur  eodem, 
Ac  hominem  veteri  in  tunica  dum  fimia  ludit. 
Verba,  velut  mores,  a  jultis  legibus  errant. 
Si  nimium  antiquae  fuerint,  nimiumve  novataej' 
Tu  cave  ne  tente^  iufueta  vocabula  primus. 
Nee  Vetera  abjicias  poftremus  nomina  return.      , 

I  Lsevis  an  afper  eat  verlus  pl-erique  requirunt 
Cenlores,  folofque  fonos  damnantve  probantve  ; 
Mille  licet  veneres  formofam  Pierin  ornent, 
Stultitia  vox  arguta  celebrabitur  una: 
Qui  juga  Parnaffi  non  ut  mala  corda  repurgent, 
Aunbus  ut  placeant,  vifunt :  fie  faepe  profanos 
Impulit  ad  refonum  pietas  aurita  facelium. 
His  folum  cnticis  feraper  par  fyllaba  cordi  eft, 
Vafto  eifi  ufque  oninis  ||  pateat  vocalis  hiatn  ; 


*  "  Naturam  intueamur,  hanc   fequamur ;  id 
(scillime  accipiunt  animi  quod  agnofcunt." 

1  Q^iNTii.  hb,  8.  cap.  3. 


*  "  Abolita  et  abrogata  retinere,  infolentlae  cu« 
jufdam  eft,  et  frivolse  in  parvis  jadlantiie." 

QtJiNTiL.  lib.  I.  cap.  6. 

"  Opus  eft  ut  verba  a  vetuftate  repetita  neque 
crebra  fint,  neque  manifefta  ;  quia  nil  eft  odiofiua 
aftedtatione,  nee  utique  ab  ultimis  repetita  tem- 
porlbus.  Oratio,  cujus  fumma  vitLus  eft  perfpi- 
cuitas ;  quam  fi  vitiofa,  fi  egear  interprete  ?  Hrgci 
ut  novorum  optima  erunt  maxime  Vetera,  ira  ve- 
terum maxime  nova."  Ibid. 

t  Ben  Junfon's  Every  Man  in  his  Humour, 

I  "  Quis    populi  fermo    eft  ?  quis    enim  ?  niff 

carmine  molli 
Nunc  demum  numero  fiuere  ut  per  Isve  feveros 
Eflugit  juncflura  ungues;  fcit  tendere  vcrfiuii, 
Nee  fecus  ac  fi  oculo  rubricam  dirigat  uno." 

Persics,  fat.  t- 

II  "  Fugemus   crebras    vocalium    concurfiones,' 
quie  vaftam  atque  hiantem  orationem  reddunt." 

Cic.  AB  Herenn.  lib.  4^ 


THfe   WORKS   OF  SMART. 


Expletivrjqiie  farpc  fuas  qnoque  fujipctia^  denr, 
Ac  vcrliini  unum  oncret  Icvtum  iu-u  !  decas  en  I 

pipra  vocum  ; 
l)um  lion  miitato  tefonant  raal^  cytnbala  planftu, 
Atquc  augur  iiiifer  ufque  fcio,  quid  delude  fcqua- 

tur. 
<lMac»ni|ue  ai'iiirat  cicmcntior  aura  Fanovl, 
Mox  (nullum  (lul)ito)  ^r:iriic.-s  vibrantur  anltoe, 
Rivulus  lit  niolli  (ei(ji(  per  Isevia  lapfu,  [nos. 

l^f\oT,  non  ti-meu-  rxpccles,  port  niunniirn,  I'oni- 
Tiini  dcmum  qua  littc  c.xfifinum  ad  diftii  hun,  ipfa 
Magnifiruti)  fine  incntc  nihil,  Senicntia  r|)lc:nilct. 
Segnis    HvDermcter,   uudin  ?  adefl,  et   ciaiuliiat, 

inflar 
Anjjuis  Uiicia  terga  trahentis,  prorepentifqne. 
Hi  propria?  ftiipcant  nugas,  tii  difccrc  tentcs, 
(,h:ar  tcrcti  properant  vrnS,  vfl  amalnlc  l.inguent 
llt.iqiie  fac  laiides,  uLi  vivida  Dcithamii  vii 
Wallerix  condita  fliiit  dukedme  mufar. 
Scribendi  nmnerora  facultas  provenit  arte, 
Ut  foil  ir.ceiru  faciles  fluitarc  videntur, 
Plcftro  morigcros  qui  callet  fingcre  grclTus. 
Non  roliiin  aliicritas  tcneras  cavtf  verberet  anrcs, 
Sed  vox  qiia:(]vie  exprtira  tiia:  fit  menti'  imagu. 
Lri'.c  cdat  Zc[)liyrus  fulpiria  lilanda,  politis 
Lxviiis  in  numcris  labatur  Ixve  flueiitum  ; 
At  I'cboat,  fiirit,  rlhiat  ^mu!a  mufa  fonoris 
Littoribus  cum  rau:"a  lioircndura  imj)ingitur  unda. 
Ouaivio  eft  faxutn  Ajax  vafia  vi  volveiv  adortus, 
Tariie  incedit  verfus,  muluitn  perquc  laljjrem. 
Non  ita  five  Cauiilla  cito  Talis  sequor,!  rafit, 
bive  levis  levir<}rciuc  terit.  irmjuc  ficdtit  ariftas. 
Audio  !    Timotht-i  *  ctrl-ltia  carmina,  menti 
Di'lcibus  allnquiis  varies  fuadentia  motn>  I 
Audin  '.  ut  alterni?  Lvbici  Juvis  inclyca  proles 
Nunc  ardel  i.imnm,  I'olos  nunc  fpirat  amorc«, 
Lumina  nunc  vivis  radiantia  volvere  flamniis, 
Mox  furtim  fufpiria,  mox  ctVundcre  flrtum  1 
D.ira  Pcrfx,  Gixciijue  pares  iVntire  tumultus 
Dilcunt,  virtricciiique  lyram  rex  orbi?*  adorat. 
IMiifica  quid  poterit  corda  ipfa  fatentur,  et  audit 
'Jimotlicus  nollras  nierita  cum  laudc  Drydenu-.       \ 

Til  l<  rvaie  incduiii  lludea<  bei.e  cautus,  ct  iftos 
Qui^is  aut  nil  placuifle  polclt,  aut  onuiia,  vites. 
Kxipuas  nafo  inaculas  fuljjt-ndere  noli, 
Namquc  patent  nullo  ftupor  atcjuc  fuperbia  nenlis 
Clarius  indicio  ;  nequc  mcu^  i-fl  oi)tin>a  ccrlc, 
Non  l-.cu<  ac  IVomachu';,  qr,tvunque  rccufat  ct  odit 
Omnia,  diff.cililque  lulul  tibi  concoquit  unquatn. 
Non  tamcn  idcirco  vejretl  vi<  ulla  lt|!oris 
Te  libi  fnrripiar ;  mirari  nirnris  inepi.c  eft, 
Prudcntis  vcrt>  tantu^l  op;ima  quxquc  probare, 
Majorcs  r^s  apparent  per  mibila  vilVe, 
Atque  ita  liiminibus  ftupor  ampliat  omnia  denfii. 

His  Gain  minus  arrident,  ilii(V(iic  pnetK 
Noftraret,  liodicmi  aliis,  aliifqwe  vetul'i. 
Slot  (i'lci  limilc,  in;,'enium  iV.'lx  arropat  uni 
(^it'qiie  fua; ;  fuli>  palct  illi<  janua  ctcli 
Scilicet,  inque  malam  rem  cnstera  turba  juhenfnr. 
Fruftra  auicm  immcnfis  rupiunt  imponere  mctaui 
Munrrihus  Divium,  atque  iliius  tela  coar.;lant 
Soli*  liype rb  rf as  rtiam  qui  temperat  auras, 
Noil  folum  auftralts  gcnios  foecundat  et  auget- 


♦  Alrrandcr's  Feaft,  or  tLc  Power  of  ^lufic;  an 
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(^i  primis  late  fua  lumina  fparfit  ab  annis, 
IlTuftrat  prscfens,  fummumque  accenderet  aE\-um. 
(Cuique  vices  varix  tamen  :  et  jam  fccitla  fceclif 
Succedunt  pejora,  ct  jam  mcliora  pera(5lis) 
Pro  nieri^is  rouUrn  laudare  memento,  nee  unquam 
Neglige  quod  novitas  diftingiiit,  quodve  vetuftas. 

Sunt  qui   nil  proprium  in  medium  profcrre  fuc- 
runt, 
Judiciumque  fuum  credunt  popularibus  auris ; 
Turn  vulgi  quo  cxeropla  trahunt  rctrahuntquc  fc- 

quuntur, 
Tolluiitijue  j-xpofitas  lati  per  compita  nugas. 
Turba  alia  authorum  titulos  et  nomiiia  difcit 
Sciiptorcfque  ipfos,  ncn  fcripta  examinat.  Horum 
Pcfiimusiltc  cluet.  fi  quern  fen-ilitcr  ipfos 
Vilt-re  magnates  ftupor  anibitiofus  adegit. 
(^i  critice  ad  mcnfum  domino  ancillatur  inepto, 
hutilis  ardelio,  fcmper  refercnfque  ferenfquc 
Nuntia  nugarum.  Qi^am  pinguia,  quam  male  nata 
Carmina  cenlcitur,  quxcunque  ego  forte  vel  ullus 
Pangere  ApoliiiiiB  tentat  I'aber  improbus  artis  '. 
At  fiquis  veto,  fiqnis  vir  raagniis  adopter 
Felicem  mui'am,  quantus  nitor  ecce  1  vcnufque 
Ingenio  accidunt  1  quam  prodigialiter  acer 
Fit  ftubito  ftylus !  omnigcnani  venerabile  numea 
I'ra^texit  facris  culpam  ladiis,  ct  ubique 
Carmina  culta  nitent,  et  pagina  parturit  omnls. 

Stultula  plebs  doif^os  ftudiofa  imitaricr.errat, 
Ut  docfli  nui'os  iniitando  fapius  i|)fi  ; 
Oiii,.fi  forte  unquam  pleb^  reiflum  viderit,  (illis 
Tanto'turba  odio  eft)  confulto  lumina  claudunt. 
Talis  I'rhifmaticus  Clirifti,  gregc  laepe  reli<fto, 
Cculiff  ingcnii  jiro  laude  jiafcifcitur  ipfos. 

"^011  delunt  quibv.s  inrcrtum  mutatur  in  horas 
Judicium,  fed  Temper  eos  fententia  ducit 
Ultima  palantes.  Illis  mifcranda  camaena 
More  mcretricis  traiflatiir,  nunc  Dea  certc. 
Nunc  audit  vilis  lupa  :  dum  prarpingue  cerebnim, 
Debilis  et  male  munitse  ftationis  ad  inftar. 
Jam  recti,  jam  ftuititix  pro  partibus  aftat. 
Si  caufam  ropites.  aliquis  tibi  dicat  eundo 
Quifqiu-  dies  tcnerx  pia;!iet  nova  pabula  menti, 
Lt  lapimus  magis  aique  magis.     Nos  doila  pro- 

pago 
Scilicet  et  fapiens  proavos  conteranimus  omnes, 
Hfu  1  pariter  noftris  temncnda  nepotibus  olim. 
Oucndam  per  noftros  dum  turba  fcholaftica  .'incs 
Regnavit,  li  cui  quam  ])l'.irima  claufula  femper 
In  proniptu,  ille  inter  du'fliflimus  audiit  omnes; 
Rcligiofa  fides  fimul  ac  facta  omnia  nafci 
Sunt  vifa  in  litem  ;  fapuit  fat  nemo  refelli 
Ut  fe  fit  palTus.  Jnm  gens  infulfa  Scotillx, 
Intartique  abaci  Thomiftas  pace  frucntes 
Inter  arancolos  pandunt  fua  retia  fratres. 
Ipfa  fides  igiturcum  fit  variata,  quid  ergo, 
TJ_uid  niirum  ingcnium  quoque  fevaria  induat  era  ? 
Natiira:  vericjue  reliclis  finibus  amens 
Saepuis  infanire  parat  popiilariter  author, 
Ex])e<flatquc  filii  vitalem  hoc  nomine  famam, 
Suppetit  iifque  fuas  plebi  quia  rifus  inept x. 

Hie  folitiis  propria  metiricr  omnia  norma, 
Solos,  qui  focum  funt  niente  et  par'.ibus  iifdem 
Approbat,  ac  vanos  virtuti  reddit  honnres, 
Cui  tantum  fibi  larvata  fupcrbia  plaudit. 
Partium   in  ingenio  ftudium   quoque  regnat  aut 

aulA. 
Scditioqiie  augct  privatas  publica  rizzs. 
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Drydcno  oLftatant  odium  atque  fuperbia  nuper 
Et  ftupor  omnigena:  latitans  fub  imagine  fomia, 
Nunc  criticus,  nunc  bellus  homo,  mox  deindc  fa- 

cerdos :  ■ 
Attamen  ingenium,  joca  cum  filu^re,  fupcrftes 
Vivit  adhuc,  namque  olim  utcunque  fepulta  pro- 

fundis 
Pulchrior  emerget  tenebris  tamen  inclyta  virtus. 
Milbourni,  rurfus  fi  fas  forct  era  tueri, 
Ulackmorique  novi  reducem  infequeruntur ;  Ho- 

merus 
Ipfe  etiam  crigeret  vultus  fi  forte  verendos 
Zoilus  ex  orco  greffus  revocaret.     TJbique 
Virtuti  malus,  umbra  velut  nigra  livor  adhseref, 
Sed  verum  ex  vana  corpus  cognofcitur  umbra. 
Ingenium,  folis  jam  deficient  ad  inftar 
Invifum,  oppofiti  tenebras  tantum  arguit  orbis, 
Dum  claro  iatemerata  manent  fua  lumina  divo. 
Sol  prodit  cum  primum,  atque  intolerabile  fulget 
Attrahit  obfcuros  flamma  magnetc  vapores  ; 
Mox  vcro  pingunt  etiam  invida  nubila  callem 
Multa  coloratum,  et  crefcentia  nubila  fpargunt 
Uberius,  geminoque  die  vlridaria  donant. 

Tu  primus  meritus  plaudas,  a  nihil  ipfe  meretur 
Qui  ferus  laudator  adeft.     Brevis  heu !  brevis  jevi 
Participes  nofiri  vates  celebrantur,  et  :Equum  ell 
Anguftam  quam  primum  afluefcant  degcre  vitam. 
Aurea  nimirum  jamdudum  evanuit  aitas, 
Cum  vates  patriarcha;  extabant  mille  per  annos : 
Jam  fpes  dcperiit  nobis  vita  altera,  famx, 
Noftraque  marcefcit  fexagenaria  laurus ! 
Afpicimus  nati  patrise  difpendia  lingua, 
Et  veftris  Chaucer,  ollm  geftanda  Drydena  eft. 
Sic  ubi  pnrturuit  mens  dives  imagine  muiti 
Pi6lori,  calamoque  interprete  cocpit  acuti 
Concilium  cerebri  narrare  coloribus  aptis, 
Protinus  ad  nutum  novus  emicat  orbis,  et  ipfa 
Evolvit  manui  I'efe  natura  diferta; ; 
Dukia  cum  moUes  cocunt  in  fcedera  fuci 
Tandem  maturi,    liquidamque    decenter    obum- 

, brant 
Admiftis  lucem  tenebris,  et  euntibus  annis 
Quando  opus  ad  fummum  perdudlum  eft  culmen, 

et  audent 
Et  viva  forma;  estantcs  foirare  ttbella : 
Perfidus  heu  !  pulchram  color  aevo  prodldit  artem, 
Egregiufquc  decor  jam  nunc  fuit  omnis,  et  urbes, 
Et  fluvii,  piclique  homines,  terrseque  fuerunt ! 
Heu  !  dos  ingenii,  veluti  quodcunque  furore 
Cjeco  profequimur,  nihil  unquam  muneris  adfert, 
Quod    rediniat    comitem    invidiam !    juvenilibus 

annis 
Nil  nifi  inane  foplios  jadtamus,  et  efta  voluptas 
Vana,  brevis,  momento  evanuit  alitis  horse  ! 
Flos  veluti  veris  pepcrit  quern  prima  juventus, 
Hie  viret,  pei-iitque  Virens  fine  falce  caducus. 
Quid  vero  ingenium  eft  quaifo  ?    Quid  ut  illius 

ergo 
Tantum  infudemus !  nonne  eft  tibi  perfida  conjux 
Qani  dcminus  veftis,  vicinia  tota  potita  eft  ; 
Quo  placuifis  magis  nobis  fors  obtigit,  inde 
Kata.  magi'j  cura  eft.     Quid  enim  i   crefcentibus 

alma 
MufzE  muneribus  populi  fpescrefcit  avari. 
Laus  ipfa  acquiri  eft  operofa,  et  lubrica  labi; 
Quin  quofdam  irritate  necefT;  eft :   omnibus  au- 

icm 


Nequaquam  feclfle  fatis  datur :  ingcniumqwc 
Expallet  vitium,  devitat  confcia  virtus, 
Stulti  omnes  odere,  fcelefti  perdere  guadent. 

Quando  adeo  infeftam  fefc  ignorantia  praeftct, 
Abfit,  ut  ingenium  bello  do<Slrina  lacefTat ! 
Pr^xmia  propofftit  meritis  olim  xqua  vetuftas, 
Et  fua  laus  etiam  conatos  magno  fecuta  eft ; 
Quanquam  etenim  fortis  du$  folus  ovabat,    at 

ipfis 
Militibus  crines  pulchras  impediere  corolla:. 
At  tunc  qui  bifidi  fuperarunt  improba  montis 
Culmina,  certatim  focios  detrudere  tentant; 
Scriptorem,  quid  enim !  dum  quemque  philantia 

ducit 
Zeletypum,  inftaurant  certamina  mutua  vates, 
Et  fefe  alterni  ftultis  ludibria  prsebent. 
Fcrt  sgre  alterius,  qui  peflimus  audit  honores, 
Improbus  improbuli  vice  fungitur  author  amici; 
En  fxdis  quam  fseda  viis  mortalia  corda 
Cogit  perfequier  fama;  malefuada  libido  ! 
Ah  !  ne  gloriol.-e  ufqye  adeo  fitis  impia  regnet, 
Nee  critici  affec9:ans,  hominis  fimui  exue  nomen : 
Sed  candor  cum  judicio  conjuret  amice, 
Peccare  eft  hominum,  peccanti  ignofcere,  divum. 

At  vero  fi  cui  ingcnuo  priecordia  bills 
Non  defpumata;  fatis  acri  fsece  laborant. 
In  fcelera  accenfas  pejora  exerceat  iras, 
Nil  dubitet,  feget  pra:bent  h^ec  tempora  largam. 
Ohfcajno  detur  nulla  indulgcntla  vati, 
Ars  licet  ingenio  fuperaddita  cerea  fiedli 
Pedlora  pelliciat.     Verum,   herculc,   junfta  ftn- 

pori 
Scrlpta  impura  pari  vano  molimine  prorfus 
Invalidam  cequiparant  eunuchi  turpis  amorera. 
Tunc  ubi  regnavit  dives  cam  pace  voluptas 
In  uoftris  flos  ifte  molus  caput  extulit  oris. 
Tunc  ubi  rex  facilis  vignit,  qui  femper  amorc. 
Confiliis  raro,  nunquam  fe  exercuit  armis : 
Scripferunt  mimos  proceres,  meretricibns  aula3 
Succelllt  regimen ;  nee  non  magnatibus  ipfis 
AfFuit  ingenium,  ftipendiaqtie  ingeniofis. 
Patricise-  in  fcenis  fpedlavit  opnfcula  mufje 
Multa  nurus,  lafciva  tuens,  atque  auribus  haufit 
Omnia  larvato  fecura  modeftia  vultu. 
Machlna,  virginibus  quae  ventilat  ora,  pudicimi 
Dedicit  claufa  officium,  ad  ludicra  cachinnus 
Increpuit,  rubor  ingenuus  nihil  amplius  arfit. 
Deinde  ex  cxterno  tradu<fta  Hcentia  regno 
Audacis  fjeces  Socini  abforbuit  imas, 
Sacrilegique  facerdotes  turn  quemque  docebant 
Conati  efficerc,  ut  gratis  paradifon  adiret : 
Ut  populus  patria  cum  libertate  facratis 
Affererent  fua  jura  locis,  ne  fcilicit  unquam 
(Crcdiderim)    Omnipotens    foret    ipfe   potentior 

?Equo, 
Templa  facram  fatiram  jam  turn  violata  filebant: 
Et  laudes  vitii,  vitio  mirante,  fonabant ! 
Accenfi  hinc  mufje  Titanes  ad  af;ra  ruerunt, 
I^egcque  fancituni  quaffit  blafphemia  prslum.— 
Hsec  monftra,   O  critici,    contra  hasc  convertite 

telum, 
Hue  fulmen,  tonitruque  ftyli  torquete  feveri, 
Et  pcnitus  totum  obnixi  exonerate  furoiem  I 
At  tales  fugias,  qui,  non  fine  fraude  fevpri, 
Scripta  malam  in  partem,  livore  interprete,  ver- 

tunt; 
Pjivi*  omnia  prava  videntur,  ut  omala  paflim 
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I(3ericu<  propria  fcrruginc  tiiigit  ocellus. 

Jam  rnorc.i  critici  proi>riu<,  aJvcrtc,  doccbo  ; 
T)iniiJia  cCcnini  eft  tibi  lala  iLiciitiJ  virtus. 
Nun  liicis  eft  ur*,  ingcnium,doCtrinai]ue  virc> 
<^xquc  fuait  jungoiit,  (j  uon  quo^uc  candur  ho- 

nc(U«, 
T.t  vcri  fi.'iccrus  amor  frrmonibus  inllnt. 
bic  tibi  n«n  loluiu  quilquc  amplos  I'olvct  honores, 
£cd  tc,  qui  criricum  prubat,  rxoptabit  aniicum. 

Mutus,  quandu  aniinu;*  dubius  lihi  flu<fluat,  cilo ; 
Sin  tibi  coiifiJik,  didis  confide  prudciuer. 
Quidani  hcbctt*  fcmpur  pcrAaut  c-rroribus;  at  tu 
I'rxtcrita-i  Ixtus  culpak  fatcare,  dic!>  que 
K^ifque  (lies  rcdimat,  criticoquc  examine  tentet. 
Hoc  tibi  noil  I'atia   w"ll,  vcruni,  qu«d  prxcipis, 

tfTo, 
Vcridici  mala  ruflicitas  mage  fxpc  moiefta  eft 
^uribub,  iiigcnuam  qiiain  verba  fcreniia  fraudem; 
>Jon  lit  prasceptor,  cave  des  precejita,  rciquc 
Jguaros,    tanquani    imiuemores,    catus    indruc  : 

vcrax 
7pfe  placet,  fi  non  carcat  candorc,  ncc  ulios 
Judicium,  urbaiiis  quod  fulget  moribus,  urit. 

'I'u  nulii  invideas  moiiitus,  rationis  avarus 
5i  fis,  prx  reliquis  fordes  iiiiferandus  avaris. 
3>Jc  vili  obfequio  criticorum  jura  rcfigas, 
Ncc  fer  judicium  nimis  ofliciorus  iniquuin  ; 
Prudentcra  haud  irritabis  (ne  finge)  monLndo, 
<^i  laude  eft  dignus  j)aticns  culpabitur  idem. 

Confultum  melius  criticis  forct,  ilia  mancrct 
£i  nunc  culpandi  libertas.     Appius  autcm, 
£cce  !    rubct,     quoties    loqueris,    torvoquc    trc- 

mendus 
Intuitu,  reddit  fxvi  trucia  ora  gigantis 

iam  pi(5la  in  veteri  mage  formidancLi  tapete. 
iC  mictas  tumidum  tuuloque  et  ftemmatc  flul- 

tum, 
Cui  quardam  eft  data  jure  licentia  fxpe  ftiipendi; 
'J'ales  et  libitum  vatLS  abfque  indole,  eadvjn. 
Qua  fine  dodirin^  do(5lores  lege  creantur. 
Contemptis  prudens  fatiris  rcslinque  tacendas, 
Affcntatorumque  in  amen  exerccat  artem, 
Nominibus  libros  magnis  gens  gnara  dicaudi ; 
Quw  cum  mendaci  laudes  efTutiat  ore, 
Nou  niagiie   crcdenda  eft,  quam  quando  perjcrat 

dim 
Non  itciam  pingues  unquam  confcribore  verfus. 
Non  raro  eft  fatius  bilem  cohibere  fuL-fcas, 
Humanufque  finas  habetem  fibi  plaudere  :  prudens 
Uic  taccas  nioneo,  nihil  indignatio  prodcft, 
Peftus  crib  culpando,  ea  gens  hand  fL-fta  tanendo: 
Nam  temnens  ftimulos,   tanduni    cum    murmurc 

cuiTum 
Continual,  donee  jam  tandem,  turbinis  inftar 
Vapulet  in  torporeni,  et  feinper  eundo  quiefcat. 
Talibus  ex  lapfu  vis  eft  reparata  IVequenii, 
Ut  tardi  titubata  urgent  veftigia  ni.ini. 
Horum  pkraquc  pars,  cui  nulla  amentia  dcfit, 
Tinnitu  numerorum  et  amorc  fcnefcit  inaiii, 
Perftat  difticili  carmen  deducerc  ven3. 
Donee  incxhaufto  reftat  (xx  ulla  ecrebro, 
Rclliquias  ftillat  vix  exprcfix  male  mentis. 
Jit  miferam  invalida  exercet  prurigine  mufam. 

Sunt  nobis  vates  hoc  de  grege,  led  tamcn  idem 
Adirmo,  criticorum  ejufdem  fortis  abun>le  eft. 
Helluo  librorum,  qui  fudat,  hebetquc  UgtMiilo, 
Cui  fpcJU  iiuj^AiiUi)  JoCla  farragine  lurgct. 


Attcntas  propriae  voci  male  rccrcat  inrrt, 
Auditorque  Lbi  folus  milcr  ipfe  vidctur. 
illc  onine»  legit  aifthorej,  omiieiquc  bcelfiC 
iJurfcio  infcUUb  paiitei  magnuque  Drydcno. 
Judicc  fub  tali  Icmpcr  furatur,  tinitve 
(^ifquc  I'uum  bonus  author  opus :  ncn  Gartliiu) 

(illi 
Si  cTe&M)  proprium  contcxtuit  ipfe  pocma. 
In  fcenis  nova  fi  coa-mdia  agatur,  "  amicus 
"  Hujus   fcrij)tor    (ait)  mcu»  eft,    eui   non   eg» 

"  paucas 
"  Oftendi  maculas;  fed  mens  eft  nulla  poetis." 
Non  locus  eft  tam  fandus,  ut  hunc  expcUcre  j>o(Iit, 
Ncc  templum  in  turo  eft,  plulquam  via;  quin  pete 

fa  eras 
Aufuginis  aras,  et  ad  aras  iflc  fequetur 
Occidetque  loquendo  ;  ttcniin  ftiiltus  ruct  ultro 
Nil  metuens,  uoi  fcrrc  pcdcm  vix  angelus  audet. 
Diflidit  Cbimet  fapieniia  canta,  brevefquc 
Excurfus  tentans  in  fe  fua  lumina  Tcruit; 
Stultitia  at  prxceps  violento  vorticc  currit 
Non  unquam  trcmtfada,  ncc  uuquam  e  trimitc 

cedens, 
Flumine  fulminco  fe  totam  inviAa  profundit. 

Tu  vero  quifnam  es  monita  inftillare  peritus, 
Qui,  quod  fcis,  Ixtus  monftras,  nequc  fcirc  fa- 

pcrbis, 
Non  odio  duiflus  pravove  favorc,  ncc  ulli 
Addidus  fiifl.-u,  ut pecces,  nequc  eoecus,  ut  crrcs ; 
Do(3us,  at  urbanus,  finccrus,  at  aulicus  idem, 
Adaderque  pudens  mediaque  humanus  in  ira. 
Qui  iiunquani  dubites  vel  amico  oftendcrc  culpae, 
Lt  cclebres  inimicum  haud  pare.':  laudc  mcrcntcrtu 
Purgato  ingenio  I'elix,  fed  et  infinito, 
Et  quod  librorumquc  hominumque  fcientia  ditat; 
Colloquium  cui  come,    animus   funimilTus  et  in- 

gens, 
Laudandique  omnes,  ratio  cum  prxcipit,  ardor  ! 
Tales  extiterunt  critici,  quos  Grxcia  quondam 
Romaquc  mirata  eft  natos  melioribus  annis. 
Primus  Ariftoteleseft  aufus  foWere  navein, 
.Atque  datis  velis  vaftum  explorare  profunduna. 
Tutus  iit  long^que  ignotasattigit  oras 
Lumina  Ma:onia;  obfervans  radiantia  ftell:e. 
Jam  vates,  gens  illu,  diu  qux  lege  foluta  eft, 
Et  fxv.x  capta  eft  male  libertatis  amor^, 
I.xtantes  dominum  accipiunt,  atque  omais  codcm 
Qui  domuit  naturam,  exuliat  preiide  mufti. 

Nulquam  non  grata  eft  incuria  comis  Horati, 
Qui  nee  opinantes  nos  erudit  abfqu.  magillro. 
lUe  fuas  leges,  aftabilisinftar  amici 
Quam  veras  limul  et  quam  daro  more  profundit ! 
lUe  licet  tam  judicio  quam  divitc  vena 
Maximus,  audaeem  criticum,  non  fcriptor  inaudax 
Prxftaret  I'e  jure,  tanien  fedatus  ibidem 
Cenfur,  ubi  cecinit  divino  concitus  xftro, 
Carminibutque  eadem  infpirat,qux  Uadidit  Arte. 
Nollrates  homines  plane  in  contraria  currunt, 
Turba,  ftylo  vehemens  critico,  fed  frigida  Phabo: 
Ncc  male  verttndo  Maccum  torferc  poetx 
Abfurdi,  mage  quam  critici  fine  mcnte  citando. 
Alpice,  ut  exjioliat  numcios  Dionyfius  *  ipfi 
Mxonidx  vinercfquc  acci  r.at  ubique  icccntes! 
Conditam  ingenio  jadat  Petronius  artem, 
Cui  docliiua  fcholas  redolet  limul  cc  fapit  aularrt 
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Cum  dofti  Fabii  (iumnlata  volumina  verfas, 
t)ptima  perfpicu2.  in  ferie  documeiita  videre  eft, 
Haud  fecus  utilia  ac  apothecis  condioius  araia, 
Ordine  perpetuo  fita  junftur^que  decora, 
jSfon  modo  ut  obtineat  quo  fefe  oblctftet  ocellus, 
Varum  etiani  in  promptu,  quando  venit  ufus,  ha- 
benda  [maeiiaj, 

Te  folum  omnigense  infpirant,    Longine,    Ca- 
Et  propriam  penitus  tibi  mentem  aniinumque  de- 

derunt ; 
En  !  tibi  proprofiti  criticum  fideique  tanecem, 
Qui  vehemus  fua  jura,  fed  omnibus  aequa  mini- 

ftrat; 
Quo  probat  exempio,  qnas  tradit  acumine  leges, 
Semper  fublimi  I'ublimior  argumento  1 

SuccefTere  diii  libi  tales,  pulfaque  fugit 
Barbara  pra;fcriptas  ex»fa  licentia  leges, 
Roma  perpetuo  crefcente  fcientia  crevit, 
Atque  artes  aquiltrum  equitarefcudacibus  alls; 
Sed  tandem  fuperata  iirdsm  vidloribus  uno 
Roma  triumphata  eft  mufis  comitantibus  asvo. 
Dira  fuperftitio  et  comes  eft  bacchata  tyrannis, 
Etfimulilla  animos,  hsec  corpora  fub  juga  mifit 
Credita  ab  omnibus  omnia  funt,  fed  cognita  nullis, 
Et  ftupor  eft  aufus  titulo  pietatis  abuti  1 
Obruto  diluvio  fie  eft  dotflrina  fecundo, 
Et  Monachis  inita  Gothorum  exorfa  fuerunt. 

At  vero  tandem  memorabile  nomen  Eralmus, 
(Cuique  facerdoti  jaAandus,  cuiqui  pudendus) 
Barbarije  obnisus  torrentia  texnpora  vincit, 
Atque  Gothos  propriis  facros  de  hnibus-arcet. 

At  Leo  jam  rurius  viden'ourea  fecula  condit, 
Sertaque  neglecftis  revirefcunt  laurea  mufis  ! 
Antiquus  Rom»  Genius  de  pulvere  facro 
AttoUit  fublime  caput.     Tunc  ccepit  amari 
Sculotura  atque  artes  fociae,  cslataque  rupes 
Vivere,  et  in  pukhraslapides  raollelcere  formas  ; 
DivinaBi  harmoniam  furgentia  templa  fonabant, 
Atque  ftylo  et  calamo  Raphael  ct  Vida  *  vige- 

bant ; 
Illuftris  vates  I  cui  laurea  ferta  poetae 
Intertesta  hederis  critici  geminata  refulgent ; 
Jamque  sequat  claram  tibi,  Mantua  Vida  Cre- 

monam, 
Utque  loci,  fie  feraper  erit  viciniafamae. 

Mox  autem  profugas  metuentes  iraproba  mufae 
Arma,  Italos  fines  iinquunt,   inque   Ardtica  mi- 
grant 
Littora  ;  fed  criticam  fibi  Gallia  vendicat  artem. 
Gens  ullas  leges,  docilis  fervire,  capeffit, 
Boiloviufque  vices  doniini  gerit  acer  Horati. 
At  fortes  fpernunt  praecepta  exerna  Britanni, 
Moribus  indomiti  quoqtie  ;  nam  pro  jure  furendi 
Angliacus  pugnat  genius,  Romamque  magiltram, 
Romanumque  jugum  femper  contemnere  pergit. 
At  vero  jam  turn  non  defuit  unus  et  alter 
Corde,  licet  tumefadta  minus,  magis  alta  gerentes, 
Ingenii  partes  \eri  ftudiofa  foveodi 
Inque  bafi  antiqua  leges  et  jura  locandi. 
Talis,  qui  cecinii  doftrinas  exemplar  et  author, 


*  Hieronymus  Vida;  an  excellent  Latin  poet, 
who  writ  an  art  of  poetry  in  vcrfc.  He  flourifli- 
ed  ia  the  ume  of  Lsa  X. 


M    S,  scj 

"  Ars  bene    fcriben'di  naturae    efir,fumma    po- 

"  teftas  f.'" 
Talis  Rofcommon — bonus  et  dodlilGmus  idem, 
Nobilis  ingenio  mage  nobilitatus  honefto  ; 
Qui  Graios  Latiofque  authores  novit  ad  unguem, 
Dum  veneres  texit  pudibunda  induftria  privas. 
Talus  Walfliius  ille  fuit — judex  et  amicus 
Mufarum,  cenfurje  Kquus  laudifque  minifter, 
Mitii  peccantum  cenfor,  vehemenfque  merentum 
Laudator,  cerebrum  fine  mendo,  et  cor  fine  fucol 
fitec  faltem  accipias,  lacrymabilis  umbra,  licibet, 
Hxc  debet  mea  mufa  tuae  munufcula  famae. 
Ilia  eadem,  infantem  cujus  tu  fingere  vocem, 
i'u  monftrare  viam ;  horridulus  conponere    plu« 

mas 
Tu  faspe  eft  foiitus — duce  jam  miferanda  remoto 
Ilia  breves  humili  excurfus  molimine  tentat, 
Nee  jam  quid  fublime,  quid  ingens  amplius  audet. 
lUihocjam  fatis  eft— li  hinc  turba  indodla  do* 

cetur, 
Docfla  recagnofcit  ftudii  veftigia  prifci : 
Cenfuram  haud  curat,  famam  mediocriter  adetj 
Culpare  intrepida,  at  laudis  tamen  aequa  miniftraj 
Haud  ulli  prudens  affentaturve  notetve  ; 
Se  demura  mendis  haud  immunem  efle  fatetur, 
At  neque  faftidit  lima,  quando  indiget,  uti. 

STANZAS,  I^  A  SONG  TO  DAVID., 


Sublime  invention,  ever  young. 
Of  vaft  conception,  tow'ring  tongue 

To  God  th'  eternal  theme  j 
Notes  from  yon  exaltation  taught, 
Unrivall'd  royalty  of  thought, 

O'er  meaner  ftrains  fuprerae. 

His  mufe,  bright  angel  of  his  verfe. 
Gives  balm  for  all  the  thorns  that  piercCj 

For  all  the  pangs  that  rage  ; 
Bleft  light,  ftill  gaining  on  the  gloom, 
The  more  than  Michael  of  his  gloom 

Th'  Abilhag  of  his  age. 

He  fung  of  God,  the  mighty  fource 
Of  all  things,  thefftupendous  force 

On  which  all  lirength  depends. 
From  vvhofe  right  arm,  beneath  whofe  eyes 
All  period,  power,  and  enterprife 

Commences,  reigns,  and  ends. 

The  world,  the  cluft'ring  fpheres  he  made. 
The  glorious  light,  the  foothing  fhade. 

Dale,  champaign,  grove,  and  hill, 
The  multitudinous  abyfs 
Where  fecrecy  remains  in  bllfs. 

And  wifdom  hides  her  IkilL 

Tell  them,  I  am,  Jehovah  faid 

To  Mofes ;  while  earth  heard  in  dread, 

And,  fmitten  to  the  heart, 
At  once  above,  beneath,  around 
All  nature,  without  voice  or  found 
Replied,  O  Lord,  Thou  art. 


t  Effay  on  poetry,  by  the  Duke  of  Buckingiaro. 
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A  mufe  that  lov'd  in  nature's  walks  to  ftraj. 
And  gather'd  many  a  wild  flower  in  her  "way ; 
To  nature's  friend  her  genuine  gifts  would  brinj, 
The  light  amufements  of  life's  vacant  fpring. 
The  friends  of  Poj>i  indulge  her  native  lays. 
And  Gloucejlcr  joins  with  Lyttkton  to  praife. 
Each  judge  of  art,  her  ftrain,  though  artlefs,  lovesj 
And  Shenjient  finil'd,  and  polifh'd  Hurd  approves. 
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THE  LIFE  OF  LANGHORNE. 


Of  the  perfonal  hiftory  of  Langhorne,  the  prefent  writer  is  forry  that  the  information  he  has 
obtained  is  lb  fcanty,  that  he  muft  give  his  life  to  the  world  much  more  briefly  than  his  rank  in  li- 
terature and  poetry  deferves. 

John  Langhorne  was  born  at  Kirkby-Stephen,  on  "  the  banks  of  the  Eden,"  in  Weftmoreland,  as 
appears  from  Burn's  "  Hiftory  of  Weftmoreland,"  Vol.  I.  p.  549,  his  Ode  to  the  River  Rden,  and  his 
Stanzas  to  the  Genius  of  Weflmor eland,  in  the  ILffufions  of  FnendJIjip  and  Yancy,  Vol.  I.  let.  25.  The 
year  of  his  birth  is  not  afcertained.  His  father  was  the  Rev.  Jofeph  Langhorne  of  Winfton  ;  who, 
dying  when  he  was  young,  left  him  and  his  brother  William  to  the  care  of  his  mother,  whofe  virtues 
he  has  commemorated  in  his  Monody  on  her  death,  1759. 

Source  of  my  life,  that  led  my  tender  years 
With  all  a  parent's  pious  fears, 
That  nurs'd  my  infant  thought,  and  taught  my  mind  to  grow. 

The  place  of  his  education  is  unknown,  nor  does  it  appear  from  what  feminary  he  obtained  tlie 
academical  honours  by  which  he  was  diftinguiihed.  His  name  is  not  to  be  found  in  the  lift  of  gra- 
duates either  of  Oxford  or  Cambridge. 

From  Come  circumftances  -which  may  be  colledled  from  his  poems,  he  feems  to  have  refided,  be- 
tween the  years  1756  and  175S,  near  Studley,  in  Yorkfture.  His  Elegy  written  among  the  Ruins  of 
FontefraEi  Cajlle,  is  dated  1756,  and  his  Vcrfcs  left  ivith  the  M'mifler  of  Ripendon,  are  dated  t75S. 

The  lirft  notice  we  find  of  him  as  an  author  was  in  1758,  when  feveral  pieces  of  poetry,  writtea 
by  him,  were  inferted  in  "  The  Grand  Magazine,"  a  periodical  work,  publiflied  by  Mr.  Ralph 
Criffitlis,  the  proprietor  of  the  "  Monthly  Review,"  which  continued  only  three  years. 

His  firft  publication  was  Tfje  Death  of  Adonis,  a  Pafloral  Elegy,  fro/n  Bion,  410,  1759  ;  'vhich  was 
followed  in  the  fame  year,  by  The  Tears  of  Mujtc,  a  Poem  to  the  Memory  of  Mr.  Handel,  luith  an 
Ode  to  the  River  Eden,  4to. 

After  entering  into  holy  orders,  he  became  tutor  to  the  fons  of  Robert  Cracroft,  Efq.  of  Hack- 
thorne,  in  Lincolnfliire  ;  and  publilhed  at  Lincoln  a  volume  of /"oewj-  on  Several  Occnfions,  4to,  1 760, 
for  the  benefit  of  a  gentleman.  In  the  preface  to  thi^  volume,  he  fays,  "  If  any  one  into  whofe 
hands  this  work  may  fall,  (hould  be  diffatisfied  with  his  purciiafe,  let  him  remember  that  they  are 
publiflied  for  the  relief  of  a  gentleman  in  diftrefs ;  and  that  he  has  not  thrown  away  five  fliillings 
in  the  purchafe  of  a  worthlef§  book,  but  contributed  fo  much  to  the  afliltan'e  ol"  indigent  merit.  I 
had  rather  have  my  readers  feel  that  pleafure  which  arife?  from  the  lenfe  of  having  done  one  vir- 
tuous deed,  than  all  they  can  enjoy  from  the  works  of  poetry  and  wit."  The  lame  year  he  pu- 
bliflied a  Hymfi  to  Honve,  4to; 

In  1760,  he  was  at  Clarehall,  Cambridge,  and  wrote  11  poem  on  the  acce/Tion  of  his  prefent  i\Ia- 
jefty,  and  the  year  following,  an  Ode  on  the  royal  nuptials,  prmted  in  the  Cambridge  colledion  of 
verfes,  and  afterwards  in  Solyman  and  Almena. 

Soon  after,  ht  remc.ved  to  London,  onga^red  as  a  writer  i^  the  "  Monthly  Review,"  efijoufed  the 
intereft  of  Lord  Bute,  and  became  a  frequent  and  fuccefsful  publiflief  of  various  performances  in 
profe  and  verfe. 

In  1765,  he  publiflied  The  Viceroy,  2.  panegyrical  poem,  addreiTed  to  the  E^^rl  of  Halitax.  Lord 
■Lieutenant  of  Ireland;  which  was  followed,  in  the  fame  year,  by  Solyman  and  Almena,  i2mo..  an 
eaftern  tale  ;  Letters  on  Religiojts  Retirement,  Mela7icholy,  and  Enthufi  fm,  Svo  ;  and  The  Vifions 
of  Fancy,  infom  Elegies. 

In  1763,  hf  ftood  forth  in  defence  of  Scotland,  fo  rudely  attacked  by  Churchill,  in  his  celbrated 
frophery  of  Famine,  and  puLliilied  Genius  a/id  Fulour,  a  Fajioral  Foem,  written  in,  Honour  of  « 
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Sifitr-Kivgdcm,  i,XO.    This  poem  is  *'  infcribcd  to  the  Earl  of  Bute,  as  a  teftimony  of  refpeifl  from 

ail  impartial  Englilhman." 

The  lame  year  he  publidied  Tht  Effujions  of  Friend/bip  and  Fancy,  infevcrnl  Letters  to  and  from 
Selefi  Frieudi,  »  vols,  izroo;  Tbe  Letters  that  pajfed  bftween  Tbeodojius  and  Cou/lantia,  after  Jbe 
bad  taken  the  -ceil,  mnffirjl  ptibtijhedfrom  the  Original  Maniifct  ipts,  with  a  dcJication  to  War- 
iDurton,  I  jrao  ;  and  Tte  Enlargement  of  the  Mind,  Epifle  /.  to  General  Crartfurd,  ivritten  at  Belvim 
dcre,  near  Uartfonl  in  Kent,  410.  The  ftcond  edition  of  the  F.Jfufions,  was  publiflied  in  1766,  with 
alterations  and  additions. 

His  conr.eClion  with  the  "  Monthly  Review,"  and  the  defire  he  had  fliown  of  difeountenancing 
the  projudiccs  of  the  times,  and  of  teftstying  his  rcf{>c(fl  for  the  ch^raclcr  of  Lord  Bute,  in  his  Genius 
and  Falotir^  expoled  him,  with  Dr  Francis  and  Mr.  Murphy,  to  the  cciifare  of  Churchill,  iii  tlie 
foliowiag  lines  of  "  The  Candidate." 

Why  may  not  Langhorne,  (implc  in  his  lay, 

Effiifion  on  Fffufion  pour  away  ; 

With  friendji.tp  and  with  Fancy  trifle  here, 

Or  flcep  in  l^a/toral  at  Belvidere  ? 

Sleep  let  them  all  wuh  dulnefs  on  her  throne, 

Secure  from  any  malice  but  their  own. 

In  17^4,  he  pablilhed  Sermoni,  4  vols,  i2mo. 

Havin;;  dedicated  tne  Lett  en  of  Tneodofius  and  Conf.antia  to  Waiburton,  he  became  known  t» 
that  eminent  prelate,  by  whofe  intereft,  it  may  be  prefumed,  he  was,  in  December  1765,  appoint- 
ed aili:tant  preacher  at  Lircoln's-lnn. 

The  fame  )car.  he  pub^^hed  The  Correfpondence  between  Theodofuit  and  Conflantiatfrom  their Jirjl 
acquaintance,  t'j  toe  Departure  ofTheodoJtus,  i2mo,  with  a  poetical  dedication  to  Coleman  ;  The 
Poetical  hVorks  0/  Mr.  M'illiam  Collins,  nvith  Memoirs  of  the  Author,  and  Obfervations  on  hit  Ge- 
irint  and  Writings,  izmo  .  Letters  on  the  Eloquence  of  the  Pulpit,  Svo  ;  The  Enlargement  of  tbe 
Mind,  Epiftle  U.  to  IVilliam  Langhorne,  M.  A.  410. 

His  brother,  to  vhom  he  infcribed  this  Epijlte,  was  himfelf  a  poet,  and  publiflied  "  Job,  a  Poem," 
4to,  176c,  and  "  A  poetical  Paraphiafe  on  looic  part  of  Ifa-iah,"  4to,  1761.  The  habitudes  of  early 
afficftion  feem  to  have  been  improved,  by  a  fimiiarity  of  tafte  and  purfuiti,  into  a  fhendfliip  of  un- 
commoa  ardour  and  tlncenty. 

thoii  partner  of  my  life  and  name. 


From  one  dear  fourc:,  whom  nature  form'd  the  fame, 

All)M  more  nearly  in  each  nobler  part. 

And  mort.-  the  friend  than  brother  of  my  heart  \ 

In  1766,  he  publifhed  his  Poetical  fi'orki,  in  2  vols,  iimo,  with  a  poetical  dcdi-cation  to  the  Hon. 
Charles  Yorke-  This  colle<flion,  included  the  pieces  formerly  printed  feparately,  and  The  Fatal 
Pfophecy,  a  Dramatic  Poem,  in  five  afts,  written  in  1765. 

The  fame  year,  among  other  racccfsful  writers,  he  fell  under  the  cenfurc  of  Kelly,  on  account  of 
fome  criticifms  imputed  to  him  in  the  "  Monthly  Review,"  in  the  following  harfli  and  illiberal  in- 
vective ini  his  "  Thefpis,  or  Examination  into  the   Merits  of  the  Principal  Performers  at  Diu- 

ry-Lane."  ^to 

Triumphant  dunce,  illuftrious  Langhorne,  rife. 
And  while  whole  worlds  detcft  thte  and  defpife, 
With  rage  uncommcm,  cruelly  deny 
Thy  haplefs  mufe,  ev'n  privilege  to  die  ; 
"While  Tl-eoiiofu/s  bafely  torn  from  nieht. 
Reeks,  t'efier^,  (tiiiks,  and  putriilcs  fa  fight. 
And  mad  Con/ir.'itin  dam-is  thy  recreant  name. 
To  drive  with  Flcf  knoe  down  the  fink  of  fam'r. 
Say,  with  whiii  charm,  what  mii^ic  art  thou  bleft. 
That  grief  or  Ihamc  ne'er  rankle  in  tliy  bread;') 
That  cv'n  nier.;  inftinift  never  points  a  way 
To  fly  ."rem  man,  and  refuge  from  the  day  ? 
Ke'er  kindly  tells  thee  of  fome  pitying  grave. 
To  fnatrh  the  blockhead,  and  to  hide  the  flave  ?— . 
Oh  !  that  like  Lan^^horne,  with  a  bluflilefs  fa'-.e, 
I  bore  the  ftroke  of  merited  difgracc  ; 
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tike  him,  with  fome  fine  apatliy  of  foul, 
I  ftood  the  thunder  i;i  its  mioliiiert  roll, 
Stnil'd  when  the  bolt  indignantly  was  hurl'd. 
Or  jap'd  tinconfcious  on  a  ftorning  world  I 
T^en  could  I  view,  with  temjicr  in  my  iooki 
The  jufl  damnation  of  a  favourite  book ; 
-    -  Could  (te  my  labours,  with  unaching  eye. 

Form  the  grand  outwork  of  a  giblel-pye> 
Pil'd  in  nice  order  for  the  Itiburb  ftalls, 
Or  fcnt  in  carts  to  Clements  at  St.  Paul's. 
Then  the  fhaip  cenfure,  or  the  biting  jeer, 
Had  falPn  all-blunted  on  my  nervelefs  ear  ; 

And  leagu'd  perhaps  with I  might  ftand. 

To  fave  or  damn  at  random  through  the  land  ; 
To  blaft  each  work  of  excellence  e'er  known, 
And  write  eternal  praifesof  my  own. 

About  this  time,  he  obtained  or  purchafed  the  valuable  Refflory  of  Blagdon  in  Somerfetlhire,  and 
was  appointed  a  Prebendary  of  Wells.  He  was  alfo  in  the  Commiffion  of  the  Peace  for  the  county 
of  Somerfet,  anddiftinguiflied  himfelf  as  an  adlive  and  ufeful  ma^iftrate. 

On  the  15th  of  January  1767,  he  married  iVIifs  Cracroft,  fifterof  his  former  pupils  ;  but  his  pro- 
fpecfts  of  happinefs  from  his  union  with  this  lady  were  foon  clouded  by  her  death,  in  childhed  of  a' 
daughter. 

This  mournful  event  occafioned  his  pathetic  Verfes  to  the  Memory  of  a  Lady;  ivritten  at  Saridgate 
Cajile,  I7<j8,  4to.  The  death  of  his  beloved  wife  was  alfo  lamented  by  two  of  his  friends  ;  Mr  Cart- 
wright,  in  a  poem  called  "  Conftantia,"  and  Mr.  Abraham  Portal,  in  foihe  elegiac  verfes  printed  in' 
his  works. 

In  the  fame  month  that  proved  fatal  to  this  amiable  perfon,  died  alfo  in  childbed  the  firft  wife  of 
Scott,  the  poet  of  Amweli,  who  folaced  his  forrow,  by  compofiiig  an  "  Elegy"  to  the  memory  o£ 
one  who  had  been  dear  to  him  ;  a.  copy  of  wMch  he  fent  to  Langhcrne.  This  fimilarity  of  circuna* 
ftance  and  congenial  affli(ftion  gave  rife  to  a  friendfhip  between  thefe  two  poets,  which,  though  they 
rarely  correfponded,  and  more  rarely  met,  continued  without  abatement  till  the  death  ofLanghome. 

The  fame  year,  Shaw  publiTaed  his  celebrated  "  Monody"  on  the  death  of  his  wife ;  which  occa- 
fioning  fome  fevere  lines  in  a  newfpaper,  which  were  imputed  to  Langhorne,  they  produced  a  paper 
war  between  the  two  poets,  which  Was  conducTred  very  liberally  on  either  fide. 

In  1768,  he  published  Precepts  of  Conjugal  Happinefs  ;  a  poem  dddrefled  to  his  filler-in-law,  on 
her  marriage,  4to. 

About  this  time,  he  added  the  title  ofDoiflor  of  Divinity  to  his  natfic,  which  he  pi'obably  obtained 
from  the  Archbifhop  of  Canterbury. 

In  1769,  he  publifiied  Frederick  and  Pharamoud,  or  the  Confolations  of  Human  Life,  lamo;  and 
Letters  flip p  of ed  to  have  pajfed  betivecn  M.  de  St.  E'vremond  and  Mr.  Waller,  2  vols,  i2mo. 

The  year  following,  he  publifhed,  in  conjundlion  with  his  brother,  Plutarch'' s  Lives,  tranjlatedfrotti 
the  Original  Greek,  ivith  Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory,  and  a  New  Life  of  Plutarch,  in  ■d  vols,  8vOo 

In  1771,  he  publifhed  The  Fables  of  Flora, /^to  ;  and  having  intermitted  his  intercourfe  with  the 
prefs  for  one  year,  he  publiflied,  in  1773,  The  Origin  of  the  Veil,  a  poem,  4to  ;  and  A  Differtation, 
Hijlorical  and  Political,  on  the  Ancient  Republics  nf  Italy,  from  the  Italian  of  Carlo  DeniTiO,  •with' 
Original  Notes  and  Ohftr'uations,  8vo. 

In  the  fummer  1773,  he  refided  for  a  few  months  at  Wefton-Supra-Mare  iii  Somerfetflilre,  for' 
the  benefit  of  the  fea-air.     At  the  fame  time,  and  for  the  fame  reafon,  the  amiable  and  ingenious 
Mils  Hannah  More  refided  at  Uphill,  a  mile  from  Wefton.     Meeting  one  day  upon  the  fea-QiOrta 
Langhorne  wrote  with  the  er,d  of  his  ftick  upon  the  fand. 
Along  the  fliore 
Walk'd  Hannah  More  ; 
Waves,  let  this  record  laft  ;' 
Sooner  fliall  ye, 
Proud  earth  and  fea. 
Than  wh^tfe  writes  be  paft,' 
Mif«  More  fcratched  underr.eath  with  her  whip, 

Vox.  Xt  ©* 
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Some  firmer  lJafl^,  poliflj'd  Langhorne,  cliooi'c, 

To  write  the  diAatcs  of  thy  charming  mufc  ; 
Her  drains  in  lolid  characlerb  rehearl'e, 

Ar.d  be  thy  tablet  lading  asthy  vcrl'e. 
Langlionie  praifed  her  wit,  and  copied  the  lines,  which  he  prefentcd  to  her  at  a  boufc  near  the 
fea  where  they  adjourned,  and  flie  afterwards  wrote  under  as  follows : 

Langhorne,  whole fweetly-varying  muff  has  power 

To  raifc  the  pcniive,  crown  llie  focial  hour  ; 

Whofe  very  trilling  has  the  charm  to  pleafc. 

With  nature,  wit,  and  unaffci'^td  eafe  ; 

How  foon,  obedient  to  thy  forming  hand. 

The  letters  grew  upon  the  Hcxilc  fand. 

Should  fome  lolt  traveller  the  fccne  explore. 

And  trace  thy  verfes  on  the  dreary  fliore, 

AVhat  fudden  joy  would  feart  his  eager  eyes, 

How  from  his  eyes  woidd  burft  the  glad  Uirprife  I 

Melhinks  I  hear,  or  feem  to  hear,  him  fay. 

This  letter'd  lliore  has  fmooih'd  my  toilfome  way; 

Hannah  (he  adds)  though  honeft  truths  may  pain, 

Yet  here  I  fee  an  em!)Iem  of  the  twain. 

As  thefc  frail  characters  with  eafe  impreft 

Upon  the  yielding  fand's  loft  watery  bread, 

Which,  when  fomc  few  ihort  hours  they  fliall  have  flood, 

Shall  foon  be  fwept  by  yon  impetuous  flood. 

Prcfumptuous  maid  1  fo  fliall  expire  thy  name, 

Thou  wretched  feeble  candidate  for  fame  ! 

But  Langhorue's  fate  in  yon  firm  rock  [Brean  Down]  I  reai> 

Which  rears  above  the  cloud  its  towering  head  ; 

Long  as  that  rod:  fliall  rear  its  head  on  high, 

And  lift  its  bold  front  to  the  azure  (ky  ; 

Long  as  thefe  adamaniine  hills  furvive, 

So  long,  harmonious  Langhorne  I  llialt  thou  live  ; 

While  envy's  waves  Iball  lafli  and  vaiuly  roar. 

And  only  fix  thy  folid  bale  the  more. 
In  1774.  he  pnbliflicd  The  Country  Jufticc,  a  Poem,  Part  I. ;  "  written  profefledly  at  the  requeft 
of  his  friend,  countryman,   and  brother-jultice,  Dr.  Burn,  to  whom  it  is  aildreircd.     "  The  diftint- 
tion  you  have  acquired  on  the  fubjccfl,"  fays  the  dedication,  "  and  true  tafte  for  the  arts,  gives  thai 
addrcfs  every  kind  of  propriety." 

It  was  followed,  in  1775,  by  the  Second  Part  of  tJjt  Country  Jtijiice,  410,  which  he  dedicated,  in 
fomc  elegant  introductory  ftanzas,  to  his  pupil  and  brother-in-law,  Robert  Wilfon  Cracroft,  Efq. 

The  year  following,  he  publiflied  The  Proper  Happinefs  ofEcclcJiaJlic  Life,  in  a  Public  ami  Private 
Sphere :  A  Sermon  preached  before  the  Bijhop  of  Bath  and  IVclls,  at  his  Primary  Vif^tation  at  Ax- 
bridge,  "July  4.  1776,  4to  ;  and  The  Lwve  of  Mankind  the  Fundamental  Principle  of  the  Chrijlian  Re- 
ligion; A  Sermon  preached  before  the  Gentlemen  Natives  of  the  County  ofSotnerfet,  at  their  Annual 
Meeting,  in  the  Church  of  St.  Mary  Redclijf,  Brijlol,  Seftember  \C.  1776,  4to. 

The  fame  year,  he  publiflied  Milton  s  Italian  Poems  trarjlatrd,  and  ad^lrcjlcd  to  a  Gentleman  oflta- 
'.V.  4*0;  which  was  followed  liy  The  Country  jujlice,  Part  III.  410,  1777  ;  and  Owen  of  Carron,  a. 
Poem,  4to,  1778,  which  was  the  lad  publication  he  gave  to  the  world. 

From  this  time,  fiuding  his  health  gradually  declining,  he  no  longer  draiued  his  facultiej  with  any 
literary  compofition.  After  a  lingering  illnefs,  he  died  at  Blagdon-Houfe,  April  I.  1779.  He  mar- 
ried a  fecond  time  ;  but  it  is  apprehended  he  loft  no  ilfue  by  his  fecond  marriage.  After  his  death,  an 
"  ^Ifgy  to  his  Memory"  was  publiflied  by  Mr.  Portal;  who  mentions,  that  he  left  the  care  of  his 
daughter,  by  his  firR  marriage,  to  Mrs.  Gilliuan,  a  lady  whom  he  has  frequently  celebrated  in  his  po- 
ems. 

His  Poetical  IVorks,  rejirinted  from  tlie  edition  in  ^  vols,  1766.  with  The  Precepts  af  Conjugal 
Happinefs,  Verfes  to  the  Memory  of  a  I.u.ly,  Fables  of  Flora,  aiid  O-flrw  of  Carron,  Stc.  were  col- 
Icdlcd  into  the  edition  of"  The  Englifli  Poets,"  179O,  His  poems,  originally  printed  '\nTbe  Effufions 
tfFriendJlip  and  Fancy,  Theodofiur  and  Conftantia,  and  Solyman  and,  Arnena,  are  novr,  for  the  firft 
Ume,  collected  into  an  editiga  of  his  works. 
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Lorio^-wlndin^  vales,  where  cryftal  waters  lave, 
Where  blithe   birds  warble,    and  where   grcen- 

w^oods  wave, 
A  bright-hair'd  (hepherd,  in  young  beauty's  bloom, 
Tun'd  his  fweetpipe  behind  the  yellow  broom. 

Free  to  the  gale  his  waving  ringlets  lay, 
And  his  blue  eyes  diffiisM  an  azure  day. 
Light  o'er  his  limbs  a  carelefs  robe  he  flung  ; 
Health   rais'd  his   heart,   and  flrength   his  firm 
nerves  ftrung. 

His  native  plains  poetk:  charms  infpir'd, 
Wild  fcenes,  where  ancient  fancy  oft  retir'd  ! 
Oft  led  her  fairies  to  the  fhepherd's  lay, 
By  Yarrow's  banks,  or  groves  of  Endermay. 

Nor  only  his  thofe  ima<j^es  that  rife 
Fair  to  the  glance  of  fancy's  pjaftic  eyes; 
His  country's  love  his  patriot  foul  pofTefs'd, 
His  country's  honour  fir"d  his  filial  brcaft. 
Her  lofty  genius,  piercing,  bright,  and  bold. 
Her  valour  witnei's'd  by  the  world  of  old, 
Witnefs-'d  once  more  by  recent  heaps  of  flain 
On  Canada's  wild  hills,  and  Minden's  plain. 

To  founds  fublimer  wak'd  his  paftoralreed 

Peace,  mountain-echoes  1   while  the  ftrains  pro- 
ceed. 

AmyrJcr, 

No  more  of  Tiviot,  nor  the  flowery  braes. 
Where   the  blithe  fliepherd  tunes  his  lightfome 

lays; 
No  more  of  Leader's  favry-haunted  fliore. 
Of  Athol's  lawns,  and  Gledfwocd-banks  no  more. 
Unheeded  fmile  my  country's  native  charms. 
Loll  in  the  glory  of  her  arts  and  arms. 
Thefe,  flicpherds,  thefe  demand  fublimer  ftrains 
Than   Clyde's    clear  fountains,   or   than  Athol's 
plains. 

Chorus  of  Shepherds. 

Shepherd,  to  thee  fublimer  lays  belong, 
The  force  divine  of  foul-commanding  fong. 
Thefe  humble  reeds  have  little  learnt  to  play. 
Save  the  light  airs  that  cheer  the  paftoral  day. 
Of  the  clear  fountain  and  the  fruitful  plain 
We  fing,  as  fancy  guides  the  fimple  llrain. 
If  then  thy  country's  facred  fame  demand 
'VJie  high-ton'd  mufic  of  a  happier  hand 
Shepherd,  to  thee  fublimer  lays  belong. 
The  force  divine  of  foul-commanding  fong. 

Amyntor. 

In  fpite  offaftion's  blind,  unmanner'd  rage, 
Of  various  fortune  and  deftruiftive  age, 
fair  Scotland's  honours  yet  unchang'd  are  fccn. 
Her  palms  f^ii!  blooming,  and  her  laurels  green. 

Freed  from  the  confines  of  her  Gothic  grave, 
"When  her  firfl.  light  reviving  fcience  gave, 
Alike  o'er  Britain  fhone  the  liberal  ray, 
From  *  Enfwith's  mountains  to  the  banks  of  Tay, 

For  James  f  the  mufes  tur'd  their  fportive  )ay<, 
And  bound  the  monarch's  i^   j.      vith  Chaucer's 

bays. 
Arch  humour  fmil'd  to  hear  his  mimic  flrain, 
And  plaufive  laughter  thrili'd  through  every  vein. 

When  tafl:e  and  genius  form  the  royal  mind. 
The  favour'd  arts  a  happier  era  find. 


•   A  chain  of  trottntains  near  Foikftoiie  in  Kent. 
f    "James   the   Firf.,   King    of  Scotland,   author    of 
ihe  famoiis  old  fon^,  intituled,  "  Chrifs  Ki'i   on   the 
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By  James  belov'd,  the  mufcs  tnn'd  their  lyres 
To  nobler  ftrains,  and  breath'd  diviner  lires. 
But  the  dartc  mantle  of  involving  time 
Has  veil'd  their  beauties,  and  obl'cur'd  their  rhyme. 

Yet  ftill  fome  pleafing  monuments  remain, 
Some  marks  of  genius  in  each  later  reign. 
Tn  nervous  ftrains  Dunbar's  bold  niufic  flows, 
And  time  yet  fpares  the  Thiftle  and  the  Rofe  *. 

O  !  while  his  courfe  the  hoary  warrior  fleers 
Through  the  long  range  of  life-diflblving  years. 
Through  all  the  evils  of  each  changeful  age, 
Hate,  envy,  fatflicn,  jealoufy,  and  rage, 
Ne'er  may  his  fcythc  thefe  facred  plants  divide", 
Thefe  plants  by  Heaven  in  native  union  tied  ! 
Still  may  the  flower  its  focial  fweets  difclofe. 
The  hardy  thiftle  ftiil  defend  the  rofe. 

Hail    h.-'ppy   days  !    appeas'd   by   Margaret's 
charms,  ^ 

When  rival  valour  fhcath'd  his  fatal  arms. 
When  kindred  realms  unnatural  war  fupprefl-. 
Nor  aim'd  their  arrows  at  a  fifter's  breaft. 

Kind  to  the  mufe  is  quiet's  genial  day ; 
Her  olive  loves  the  foliage  of  the  bay. 

With  bold  Dunbar  arofe  a  numerous  choir 
Of  rival  bards,  that  ftrung  the  Dorian  lyre. 
In  gentle  Henryfon's  f  un!abour'd  ftrain 
Sweet  Aretliufa's  ihcp'nerd  breatli'd  again  : 
Nor  fliail  your  tuneful  vifious  be  forgot. 
Sage  Eellentyne  J  and  fancy-painting  Scott  ]|. 
But,  O  my  country  !  how  ihidl  memory  trace 
Thy  bleeding  anguifli,  and  tJiy  dire  difgrace? 
Weep  o'er  the  ruins  of  th)'  bhfted  bays, 
Thy  glories  loft  in  either  CliarJe.-^'s  days  ? 
When  through  thy  fields  deftructive  rapii^e  fpread, 
Nor  fnaring  infants  tears,  nor  lioary  head. 
In  thofe  dread  days  the  unprotected  fwain 
Mouin'd  on  the  mountains  o'er  his  v/afted plain. 
Nor  longer  vocal  with  the  fliepherd's  lay 
Were  Yarrow's  banks,  or  groves -of  Endermay. 
Chcru^  of  Shepherds. 

Amyntor,  ceafe  I  the  painful  fccne  forbear. 
Nor  the  fond  breaft  of  r.lial  duty  tear. 
Yet  in  our  eyes  our  fathers  forrows  flow. 
Yet  in  our  bofoms  lives  their  lafting  woe. 
At  eve,  returning  from  their  fcanty  fold. 
When  the  long  fuiferings  of  their  fires  they  toM, 
Oft  have  we  figh'd  the  piteous  tale  to  hear, 
And  infant  wonder  dropt  the  niLniic  tear. 
Air'jnlcr. 

Shepherds,  no  longer  need  your  forrows  flow^ 
Nor  pious  duty  cherifli  endlefs  woe. 
Yet  Ihoukl  remembrance,  led  by  filial  love. 
Through  the  dark  vale  of  old  aiflidlion's  rove. 


*  A  poem  fo  called,  ivritten  in  honour  of  Mar- 
Tcret,  daughter  of  Henry  VII,  on  her  marriags 
to  James  IV.  King  of  Scots.  By  Mr.  Willium 
Dunbar. 

f  Mr.  Robert  Henryfon,  an  iugenions  paforal 
poet. 

\  Mr.  John  Bellentyne,  Archdeacon  of  Murray^ 
...ithor  of  a  beautiful  allegorical  poem ,  intituled.  Virtue 
.r.d  Vice. 

II  Mr.  Archibald  Scott,  in  the  year  ISZ4,  tranfatei 
the  Vifion,  a  poem,  f aid  to  have  be<n  ivritten  in  the  ycajr 
1360.  He  ivas  author  of  the  Eagle  and  the  Redbreaji 
iiifo,  and  feveral  other  pieces  zurillcn  •with  uncommon 
elegance  for  thrir  j:iuj. 
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'J  he  moornful  (ha  Jes  of  forrows  pad  explore, 
And  tliiiili  of  uiilcjitb  that  arc  no  ii'orc  ; 
Ltt  th'>rc  fad  Ictrcs  th;'.t  aflc  the  dutcousi  tear. 
The  kind  rct>iru  of  happitT  day*  codcar. 

H;ul,  Anna,  hail !  O  may  each  niufc  divine 
V/ith  wreaths  eternal  {jracc  thy  holy  fhrinc  ! 
<;rav'd  ou  thy  tomb  this  I'ucrcd  verk-  rmiain. 
This  vtifc,  more  Iwcct  than  cunqucil'^  founding 

ftrain. 
"  She  bade  the  rage  of  liofkilc  nations  ccafc, 
«'  The  glorious  arbitrci.^  of  Europt^'*  ptiic." 
?he,  tlirounh  whole  bofoni  roU'd  th-*  vital  tide 
(Jf  hritain'b  nionarchs  in  one  ftnam  allied, 
Clos'd  tlic  loiig  jcdloulics  of  diflcrent  f\.ay, 
And  f.iw  united  lilltr-rcu'.ms  obey, 

/.  ufjiicioui  days !  ^vIru  tyranny  no  ninre 
Rais'c!  Ids  red  arm,  nor  dreiich'd  hir,  darts  in  gore. 
When,  long  an  exile  from  his  native  plain, 
Jiafc  to  his  fold  rctum'd  the  weary  fwain  ; 
Keturn'd,  and,  many  a  painful  lummcr  p;;(>. 
Beheld  the  green  bench  by  his  door  at  l.a>. 

AufpicioUB  days  !  when  Scots,  no  more  o])prcfV, 
On  their  free  mountains  bar'd  the  feariefs  bieaft. 
With  pleafurt  faw  their  flocks  unbounded  feed, 
And  tun'd  to  (liains  of  ancient  joy  the  reed. 

Then,  (licpherds,  did  your  wondering  fires  behold 
A  form  divnic,  vhofc  vcfture  flam'd  with  gold. 
}iis  radiant  eyes  a  Aarry  lulire  Cicd, 
And  folar  jjlorics  bcamd  around  Ids  head. 
Like  that  ilrangc  power  by  fablinjr  potts  feign'd, 
From  caft  to  weft  hi;  mighty  arms  he  ftrain'd. 
A  rooted  olive  in  one  hand  he  bore. 
In  one  a  globe,  infcrib'd  with  fea  and  (horc. 
From  '1  hames't  banks  ^o  Tweed,  to  lay  he  came. 
Wealth  in  his  rear,  and  Commerce  was  his  name. 

Glad  indullry  the  glcrious  ftrangtr  hails. 
Rears  the  tall  maOs,  and  fpieads  the  fwelling  fails; 
K.gions  remote  with  adive  hope  explores 
Wild  Zembla's  hills,  and  Afric's  bvirniug  fliores. 

But  chief,  Columbus,  of  thy  various  coatl. 
Child  of  the  union,  commerce  bcais  his  boail. 
To   fcek   thy   new-found   worlds,  the    vcnt'rous 

r.vain. 
His  lafs  forfakinp,  left  the  lowland  plain, 
Afide  his  crook,  his  idle  pipe  he  threw, 
And  bade  to  inui'ic  and  to  love  adieu. 

Hence,  Gbf;;^<iw  fair,  thy  wcakh-diffufing  hand, 
Thy  groves  of  vcffei?,  and  thy  crowded  flrand. 
Hence,  round   his    folds  the   moorland   fliephcrd 

fpiis 
New  fecial  towns  snd  happy  hamlets  rife. 

But  mc  not  fplendour,  n<ir  the  hopes  of  gain, 
Should  ever  tempt  to  quit  thi   peaceful  plain. 
,Sh.ill  I,  poffefs'd  of  all  that  lil'.  requires, 
With  tutor'd  hnpcs,  and  ILaiitcd  dcfires, 
Change  thefe  fweet  fields,  thtfc  native  fcencs  of 

cafe, 
For  dimes  uncertain,  and  uncertain  feas? 

Nor  yet,  fair  commerce,  do  1  thee  difdain, 
Though  guilt,  and  death,  and  riot,  fwell  ihy  train. 
Checr'd  by  the  influence  of  thy  gladdening  r.iy, 
The  liberal  arts  lublimcr  works  ilTay. 
Genius  for  thee  relumes  his  facred  fires. 
And  fcicnce  ncaicr  to  her  heaven  afpircs. 

The  farguine  eye  of  tyranny  Ion;;  c'>"'d. 
By  comn.trce  foOei  d,  r.nd  in  pe.\ct  rii'o,'(!. 
No  inorr  her  mifcries  when  my  couutiy  mourn'd. 
With  brighter  flames  Iier  gltaving  genius  burn'd. 
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.Soon  vyandering  feariefs  many  a  mufir  was  fecn 
f)'er  the  dun  mountain,  und  the  wild  wood  grecQi 
.Soun,  to  the  warhliiigi  ol  tlu-  paitoral  rtcd, 
aiarted  fwcct  echo  tiutn  the  Ihoresol  'i'ueed. 

O  favour 'd  ftrcam  !  where  thy  fair  current  flows. 
The  child  of  nature,  gcntL  'i  homfoii  role. 
Young  as  he  waniicr'd  on  thy  flowery  fide. 
With  fin.pie  joy  to  lee  thy  bright  waves  glide. 
Thither,  in  ad  tlieir  native  charms  array'd, 
fromciinics  remote  the  fiDir  3cafons  ftray'd. 

Long  each  in  beauty  beaded  to  excel, 
Tor  jcaloufies  iii  filvcr-bofom>  dwell  J 
But  now,  delighted  with  tlie  liberal  boy, 
Like  h.eaven's  fair  rivals  in  the  groves  of  Troy, 
■^'ield  to  an  humble  fwain  their  high  debate. 
And  from  his  voice  the  palm  of  beauty  wait. 
Her  naked  charms,  like  Venu';,  to  difclolc, 
."spring  from  her  bolbm  threw  the  fhadow  ing  rofe  ; 
F.ai  'd  the  pure  fnow  that  feeds  the  lover's  fire, 
The  breaft  that  thrills  withexquifitc  dc/irc ; 
Ail.iiii'd  the  tender  I'mile,  the  mcltinj;  eye, 
'Ihc  breathyi/'ytn/ji';,  iini  the  yielding  figh. 
One  beauteous  hand  a  w  iiding's  bloilom  grac'd. 
And  on.-  lell  carekfs  o'er  her  zonelels  waiih 

Majeftic  fumnu-r,  in  gay  pride  adoin'd. 
Her  rival  fitter's  fin-.plc  beauty  fcorn'd. 
With  purple  wreaths  her  lofty  brows  were  boun^-?. 
With  glowing  flowers  iicr  rifing  bofom  crown'd. 
In  her  gay  zone,  by  artful  fancy  fram'd. 
The  l)right  rofe  bluia'd,  the  full  carnation  flaqi'd. 
Her  cheeks  the  glow  of  fplendie;  clouds  difplay. 
And  her  eyes  flalh  infuirerablc  day. 

With  mdderair  the  gentle  .Aut)imn  came. 
But  feem'd  to  languifli  at  her  filler's  flame. 
Yet,  conkious  oi  lier  boundlefs  wealth,  flic  bote 
On  high  the  emblems  of  her  golden  fkore. 
Yet  could  (he  boafl  the  plenty-pouring  hand. 
The  liberal  Imile,  benevolent  and  bland. 
Nor  might  flic  fear  in  beauty  to  excel. 
From  wliofc  fair  head  fucU  golden  trefies  fell ; 
Nor  might  fhc  envy  I'ummei's  flowery  zone. 
In  whole  Iwtet  eye  the  fiar  of  evening  flione. 

Next  the  Pale  I'ower,  that  blots  the  golden  flcy, 
Wreath'd  her  grim  blows,  and  roll'd  her  flormy 
c)'e;  [ground, 

"  Behidd,"  flie  cried,  with  voice  that  fliooL  the 
(The  bard,  tlic  fillers  trembled  at  the  (bund) 
"   Ye  weak  admirers  of  a  grape,  or  r<  fc, 
"  Behold  my  w  ild  magnific-Tce  of  fnows  ! 
"  See  my  keen  fioft  her  gli^fty  bofo:n  bare  ! 
"   r>'.ock  the  faint  fun,  and  bind  the  fluid  air  ! 
"  Nature  to  you  may  lend  a  painted  hour, 
"  With  you  n;ay  fport,  wlien  I  fufpend  my  power. 
"   Bill  you  and  nature,  who  that  power  obey, 
"  Shall  own  my  beauty,  or  fhall  dread  my  Iway." 
She  fpoke  :  the  bard,  wliofc  gentle  heart  ne'er 
gave 
One  pain  or  trouble  that  he  knew  to  favc. 
No  favr.tir'd  nymph  extols  with  partial  lays. 
But  gives  to  each  her  pidurc  for  her  prail'e. 

Mute  lies  liis  lyre  in  death's  unchcerful  gloom. 
And  truth  and  genius  weep  at  Thomfon's  totub. 

Yet  ftill  the  mufe's  living  founds  pervade 
Her  ancient  fccnesof  Caledonian  (hade. 
Still  nattire  I  flens  to  the  tunelid  lay, 
On  Kilda'smountaiii's  and  in  P^ndcrmay. 

rh'  ethereal  bijiiiancc  of  poetic  fire, 
The  migiiiy  hand  that  &ui:c5  the  foundirg  lyre  \ 
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Strains  that  on  fancys's  ftrongfefl  pinion  rife. 
Conceptions  vail,  and  thouf^hts  that  grafp  ths  Ikic;, 
To  the  rapt  youth  that  n^.us'd  on  *  Shakfpcure's 

grave, 
To  Ogiivie  the  mufe  of  Pindar  gave." 
f  Time,  as  lie  fung,  a  moment  ceas'd  to  fly, 
And  lazy  I  fleep  unfolded  half  his  eye. 

O  wake,  fweet  bard,  the  Theban  lyre  again  ; 
"With  ancient  valoxirfvvcU  the  founding  ftrain. 
Hail  the  high  trophies  by  thy  country  won, 
The  wreaths  that  flourilh  for  each  valiant  fon. 

While  Hardyknute  frowns  red  with  Norway's 
gore, 
Paint  her  pale  matrons  weeping  on  the  fliore. 
Hark  !  the  green  clarion  pouring  floods  of  breath 
Voluminouily  loud  :  high  fcorn  of  death 
Jiach  gallant  Ipirit  elates  !  fee  Rothf'ay's  thane 
With  arm  of  mountain  oak  his  firm  bow  ftrain  ! 
Hark !    the  firing  twangs — the  whizzing  arrow 

flies ;  ^ 

The  fierce  Norfe  falls — indignant  falls — and  dies. 
O'er  the  dear  urn,  where  glorious  §  Wallace  fleeps, 
True  valour  bleeds,  and  patriot  virtue  weeps. 
Son  of  the  lyre,  what  high  ennobling  ftrain. 
What  meed  from  thee  fhall  generous  Wallace  gain  ? 
Who  greatly  fcorriing  an  ufurper's  pride, 
'Bar'd  his  brave  breall  for  liberty,  and  died. 

Boaft,  Scotland,  boall  thy  fons  of  mighty  name, 
Thine  ancient  chiefs  of  liigh  heroic  fame. 
?^ouls  that  to  death  their  country's  foes  oppos'd. 
And  life  in  freedom,  glorious  freedom  clos'd. 

Where,  yet  bewail'd,  Argyll's  ||  warm  afhes  lie, 
Let  mufic  breathe  her  moft  perfuafive  figh. 
To  him,  what  Heaven  to  man  could  give,  it  gave, 
Wife,generouF,  honeft,  eloquent  and  brave. 
Oenius  and  valour  for  Argyll  fhall  mourn. 
And  his  own  laurels  flourifh  round  his  urn. 
O,  may  they  bloom  beneath  a  fav'ring  Iky, 
And  in  their  fhadc  reproach  and  envy  die! 

THE  VISIONS  OF  FANCY. 

IN  FOUR  ELEGIES,    1762. 

La  ralfbn  f5ait  que  c'efl  un  Songe, 

Mais  elle  en  failit  les  douceurs : 

Elk  a.  hefoin  de  ces  fantomes, 

Prefque  tous  les  plaifirs  des  hcmmes 

Nc  font  <jue  de  douces  erreurs.        Cresset. 

ELEGY  I. 

Children  of  fancy,  whither  are  ye  fled  ? 

Where   have   you  borne  thole  hope-enliven'd 
hours. 
That  once  with  myrtk  garlands  bound  my  head, 
1'hat   once    beilrew'd    my    vernal    path   with 
flowers  ? 


*  See  Mr.  Ogihie's  Ode  to  the  Genius  of  Shak- 
f^eare. 

t   Ode  to  Time.     ILhf. 

\  Ode  ta  Sleep.     Ibid. 

§  IVilliam  Wallace,  "wha  after  bravely  defending 
his  country  againj}  the  arms  of  Ed-ward  I.  ivas  executed 
eu  a  rebels  though  he  had  tiilen  ro  oath  of  allegiav.ce. 

\   Arclilaid,  the  third  Duke  of  Argyll,  died  April 
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In  yon  fair  vale,  where  blocms  the  beechcn  grove 
Wlicre  winds  the  flow  wave  through  the  flowery 
plain, 

To  thefc  fond  arms  you  led  the  tyrant,  love, 
With  fear,  and  hope,  and  folly  in  his  train. 

My  lyre,  that,  left  at  carelefs  diftance,  hung 
Light  on  fome  pale  branch  of  the  ofier  fliade. 

To  lays  of  amorous  biandifhment  you  flrung, 
And  o'er  my  fleep  the  lulhng  mufic  play'd. 

"  Reft,    gentle  youth !    while  on  the   quivering 
"  breeze 
"  Slides  to  thine  ear  this  foftly  breathing  ftrain; 
"  Sounds  that   move  fmoother  than  the  fteps  of 
"  ealc, 
"  And  pour  oblivion  in  the  ear  of  pain, 

"  In  t'nis  fair  vale  eternal  fpring  fhall  fmile, 
"  And  time  unenvious  crown  each  rofeate  hour; 

"  Eternal  joy  ihall  every  care  beguile,  [flower. 
"  Breathe  in  each  gale,  and  bloom  in  every 

"  This  niver  ftream,  that  down  its  cryftal  way 
"  Frequent  has  led  thy  muftng  fteps  along, 

"  Shall  ftiU  the  fame,  in  funny  mazes  play, 
"  And  with  its  murmurs  melodize  thy  fong, 

"  Unfading  green  fhall  thefe  fair  groves  adorn ^ 
"  Thofe  living  meads  im'mortal  flowers  unfold; 

"  In  rofy  fmiles  ihall  rife  each  blufhing  morn, 
"  And  every  evening  clofe  in  clouds  of  gold. 

"  The  tender  loves  that  watch  thy  flumbering  refb, 

"  And  round  the  flowers  and  balmy  myrtle* 

"  ftrew,  [breaft, 

"  Shall  charm,  through  all  approaching  life,  thy 
"   With  joys  for  ever  pure,  for  ever  new. 

"  The  genial  power  that  fpeeds  the  golden  dart, 
"  Each  charm  of  tender  pafTion  fhall  ii^fpire  ; 

"  With  fond  affeiSlion  fill  the  mutual  heart, 
"  And  feed  the  flame  of  ever -young  deiira. 

"  Come,  gentle  loves !  your  myrtle  garlands  bring; 

"  The  fmiling  bower  with  chiftcr'd  rofesfpread; 
"  Come, gentle  airs!  with  inccnfe-dropping wing 

"  The  breathing  fweets  of  vernal  odour  fhed. 

"  Hark,  as  the  ftrains  of  fwelling  mufic  rife, 

"  How  the  notes  vibrate  on  the  fav'ring  gale ! 
"  AufpicioK?  glories  bfam  along  the  ficies, 

"  And  powers  unfeen  the  happy  moments  hail  I 
"  Ecftatic  hours  \  fo  every  diftant  day 

"  Like  this  ferene  on  downy  wings  fhall  move; 
"  Rife  crown'd  with  joys  that  triumph  o'er  dec^y, 

•'  I'he  faithful  joys  of  fancy  and  of  love." 

ELEGY  IT. 

And  were  they  vain,  thofe  foothing  lays  he  fung? 

Children  of  fancy  !   Yes,  your  fong  v/as  vain  ; 
On  each  foft  air  though  rapt  attention  hung, 

And  fileuce  iillen'd  on  the  fleeping  plain. 

The  ftrains  yet  vibrate  on  my  ravifh'd  ear. 
And  ftill  to  fmile  the  mimic  beauties  itttd. 

Though  now  the  vifionary  fcenes  appear, 
Like  the  iaint  traces  of  a  vanifh'd  dream. 

Miiror  of  life  !  the  glories  thus  depart 
Of  aii  thv.t  youth,  and  love,  and  fancy  fratlie, 
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When  painrtil  anjfuiflt  fpceds  the  picrcinp  dart, 
t)r  envy  bl;iJls  the  b!u<>miii|(  lluwcr«  ol  fame. 

>Jurfc  of  wild  wilhts,  anil  of  fond  dcfirc*, 
'I'hc  piophctrfs  of  fortune,  falfc  and  vain. 

To  fci-ncs  where  peace  in  ruin's  arms  expire* 
Fallacious  hope  deludes  her  haplef»  train. 

CffO,  f/rcn,  go, thy  chamis  on  others  trjr; 

My  beaten  bark  at  lengih  has  reach'd  the  (hore; 
Yci  o;)  the  rc^Ii  my  droo|)i)ijj  (Garments  lie  ; 

And  let  nio  pcrifli,  if  I  trull  thee  more. 

Conic,  jfentlc  qisiet !  long-n;  glidod  njaid  ! 

O  conic,  anil  lead  mc  to  thy  moffy  cell; 
There  uiiri ;^.irded  in  ilic  peaceful  fhade. 

With  cahii  rtpofc  and  (ilencc  let  mc  dwell. 

Come  happier  hours  of  fwcet  unanxious  reft. 
When  all  the  drugeling  ])aflion';  flu>uld  fubfide  ; 

V/Iien  iH-arc  ihall  elalp  n»>-  to  her  pluniy  breall, 
And  fniooth  my  lilent  minutes  as  they  glide. 

But  cliief,  thou  ^tkldefi  of  the  thoughtkfs  eye, 
Whom  never  cures  or  pallions  difconipole, 

O  hlf  ft  infenfibility  be  nij^li, 

And  with  thy  foothing  hand  my  weary  eyelids 
clofc. 

Then  (hall  the  cares  of  love  and  g!<iry  ccafc, 

Ami  all  the  fond  anxic-ties  of  fani',-; 
Alike  regardiefsin  the  arms  of  peace. 

If  ihcfc  extol,  or  thofe  debafe  a  name. 

In  1-yttcltoii  tlioupli  al!  the  mufcs  praife. 

His  generous  praile  fhall  then  delight  no  more, 

Kor  the  fvvett  magic  of  hit.  tender  lays 

Sliall  touch  the  bofom  which  it  charin'd  before. 

Is'or  then,  though  malice,  with  infidious  guile 
Of  friend/hip,  ope  the  unfufpedling  bread  ; 

Kor  then,  (hough  envy  broach  her  blackening  lies, 
>hall  thel'c  deprive  mc  of  a  moment's  reft. 

O  ftatc  to  be  dcfir'd!  when  hoftilc  rage 

Prevails  in  human  more  than  favagc  haunts; 

When  man  with  man  eternal  wur  will  wage, 
Aiid  novcr  yield  that  mercy  which  he  wants. 

"When  (larli  I'.cfign  invades  the  cheerful  hour  ; 

A;;d  draw*  the  heart  with  '"ociul  freedom  v\arui, 
Its  cares,  in  wiihe*.  and  irs  thoughts  to  pour, 

Sinihng  inlidious  with  tlie  hopes  of  harm. 

Vain  man,  to  other's  failing?  Oil!  fevcre. 
Yet  not  or  •  foible  In  hiiiiielf  ciii  find  ; 

Another's  faults  to  folly's  ey:-  a;e  clear, 
Uut  to  h-.  r  own  e'en  wifd  >:n's  felf  is  blind. 

O  let  nie  Aill,  from  thcfe  low  follies  free. 
Ibis  fordid  maiic;-,  and  inglorious  ftrifc, 

Mylelf  the  fiibieii'i  of  my  ccnfure  be, 

And  teach  my  heart  to  comment  on  my  life. 

With  thee,  phllofophy,  (lill  let  mc  dwell. 

My  tufor'd  mind  from  vulgar  ntcantufs  fave; 

Eriiig  peace,  brir,T  i]i:ii:t  to  niv  luimlile  ceil. 
And  W.d  ti.cru  i.iy  the  j^ietr.  turf  on  r.-.y  grave. 

li>ec;y  hi. 

BRicnT  o'er  the  jrrccn  hills  rofc  the  morning  ray, 
The  wood-lark's  fong  rcfounded  on  thr  plain  ; 

Tjir  nature  felt  the  warm  embiacc  of  day. 
And  IniU'd  :1u-(ju;;'i  ;i11  h-.v  aniiv.aiyjj  reign. 


When  young  delight,  of  hope  and  fancr  born. 
His  head  on  tufted  wild  thyme  liilf  rcclm'd, 

Caught  the  gay  colours  of  the  orient  morn, 
And  thence  of  life  this  picture  vain  defign'd. 

"  O  born  to  thoughts,  to  pleafures  more  fublime 
"  Than  beings  of  inferior  nature  jirovc  ! 

"  'I'o  tiiumph  in  the  golden  hours  ol  time, 
"  And  feel  the  charms  of  fancy  and  of  love  ! 

"  High-favour'd  man  !  for  him  unfolding  fair 
"   In  orient  light  this  native  landfcapc  fniilcs; 

"  For  him  fweet  hope  difarnis  the  hand  of  rare, 
"  Kxalts  hi»  pleafures,  and  his  grief  beguiles. 

"  Blows  not  a  bloflbm  on  the  breaft  of  fpring, 
"  lireathcs  not  a  gale  ilong  the  bending  mead, 

"  Trills  not  a  iongftcr  of  the  loafing  wing, 
"  But  fragrance,  health  and  melody  fuccccd. 

"  O  let  T\v:  ftill  with  fimple  nature  live, 
"  My  luwly  fi'ld-llowers  on  her  altar  lay, 

"  Enjoy  the  blcflings  that  fhe  meant  to  give, 
"  .'\nd  calmly  wafte  my  inofTeiifivc  day  ! 

"   No  titled  name,  no  envy-teafing  dome, 

"  No  glittering  wealth  my  tntor'd  wifhes  crave  * 

"  So  health  and  peace  be  near  my  humble  home, 
"  A  cool  ftrcam  murmur,  and  a  green  tree  wave, 

"  So  may  the  fweet  F.uterpc  not  difdain 

"  At  Eve's  chafle  hour  her  filver  lyre  to  bring; 

"  The  mufc  of  pity  wake  her  foothing  ftrain, 
"  And  tunc  to  fympathy  the  trembling  firing. 

"  Thus  glide  the  pcnfive  moments,  o'er  the  vale 
"  W  bile  lloathig  fhades  of  tlulky  nigl-.t  dcfccnd  : 

"  Nor  left  untold  the  lover's  tender  talc, 
"  Nor  uncnjoyd  the  heart-enlarging  friend. 

"  To  love  and  fricndfhip  flow  the  focial  bowl ! 

"  To  .Attic  wit  and  elegance  of  mind  ; 
"  To  all  the  native  beauries  of  the  foul, 

"  'Ihc  limplc  charms  of  truth,  and  fenfc  refm'd ! 

"  Then  to  explore  whatever  ancient  fage 

"  Studious  from  nature's  early  volume  drew, 

"  To  chafe  fveet  fidionthrough  her  golden  age, 
"  And  mark  how  fair  the  fun  flower,  feicncc, 
"  blew! 

"  Haply  to  catch  fomc  fpark  of  eaftirn  fire, 
"  Hel'periar  fancy,  or  Aoniaii  cafe; 

"  Some  inciting  note  from  Sappho's  tender  lyre, 
"  Some  ftrain  that  love  and  Phoebus  taught  t* 
"  plcafc. 

"  When  waves  the  gray  light  o'er  the  mountain '» 
"  head, 
"  Then  let  mc  meet  the  morn's  firft  beauteous 
"   ray: 
'*  Carclelsly  \v  ander  from  my  fylvan  flictl, 

«'  And  catch  the  fweet  breath  of  the  rifing  day. 

"  Ncr  f.-!dom,  loit'ring  as  I  mufc  along, 

"  Mark  from  what  flower  the  breeze  its  fwect- 
•"  nefs  bore ; 

"  Or  liftcn  to  the  kbour-foothing  fong 

"  Of  bees  that  range  the  tliyniy  uplands  o'er. 

"  Slow  let  mc  climb  the  mountain's  airy  brow. 

"  The  green  height  gain'd,  in  miifeful  rapture  li^ 
"  Sleep  to  the  murmur  of  the  woods  below, 

"  Or  Jt-ek  to  nature  with  a  lover's  eye. 
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lutary  and  excellent  appointment  and  its  purpofes.  The  defcription  of  Aticiejit  Jnjlice  Hall  fucceeds, 
in  which  there  are  feme  exquifite  ftrokes  of  humour  and  pleafantry.  The  moral  charader  of  a  coun- 
try juftice,  fuch  as  that  of  every  magiftrate  ought  to  be,  is  admirably  drawn.  The  general  motives 
for  lenity  in  the  exercife  of  the  jufticc's  office,  are  enforced  with  much  energy  and  benevolence.  In 
K\s  apology  for  -vagrants,  he  pleads  the  probable  mifery  of  the  tuidoiu'd  parent  who  might  have  boirn 
•ne  of  thofe  wretches,  in  the  richeft  vein  of  fancy  and  pathos. 

Cold  on  Canadian  hills  or  Minden's  plain. 
Perhaps  that  parent  mourn'd  her  foldier  flain, 
Bent  o'er  her  babe,  her  eye  diflblv'd  in  dew. 
The  big  drops  mingling  with  the  milk  he  drew, 
Cave  the  fad  prefage  of  his  future  years, 
The  child  of  mifery,  baptiz'd  in  tears  ! 

His  declaration  againft  that  pernicious  fpecies  ©f  vagrants  known  by  the  name  oi  gyf'Jes,  will  be 
read  with  peculiar  pleafurc. 

The  fubjedl  of  the  Secottd  Part  is  the  proteaion  of  the  poor,  in  which  he  points  out,  with  great  energy, 
and  well-placed  fatire,  the  evils  that  refult  from  a  deferted  country  and  an  overgrown  metropolis. 
It  is  introduced  by  a  dedication,  which  is  equally  moral  and  poetical.  In  the  Third  Part,  he.  treats  on 
depredation,  prfons,  and  filiation,  with  the  fame  pathetic  elegance,  benevolence,  and  well-placed  fa- 
tire.  The  profe  titles  to  the  feveral  divifions  of  the  poem,  which  break  the  thread  of  the  fubjedt,  and 
interrupt  the  reader,  rather  unpleafingly,  are  omitted  in  the  prefent  edition. 

His  Owen  ofCarron  is  a  pathetic  tale,  told  with  fimplicity  and  elegance.  The  fcene  is  laid  in 
-Scotland,  in  the  reign  of  William  the  Lyon.  The  characters  are  intereftWg,  and  the  events  diftref- 
fing.  Lady  Ellen,  a  Highland  beauty,  daughter  of  the  Earl  of  Moray,  after  being  unfuccefsfully  ad  - 
dreflcd  by  many  fuitors,  meets  with  one  who  fucceeds,  but  whofe  fuccefs  proves  fatal  to  herfelf. 
Ellen  is  cafually  met  by  the'Earl  of  Nitbifdale,  who  becomes  enamoured  of,  and  connedted  with  her. 
This  intercourfe  is  obferved  by  Earl  Barnard,  a  rejected  and  jealous  luitor,  who  provides  a  band  of 
ruffians  to  affaffinate  his  rival.  Ellen,  unconfcious  of  her  loverVfate,  goes  to  meet  him  at  the  accuf- 
t'Omed  bower,  and  finds  him  dead. 

What  was  that  form  fo  ghaftly  pale. 
That  low  beneath  the  poplar  lay  ? 
'Twas  fome  poor  youth — Ah,  Nithifdale  ! 
She  faid,  and  filent  funk  away  1 

She  is  found  by  a  friendly  fliepherd,  who  conveys  her  to  his  cottage,  where  (lie  returns  to  life,  but 
aot  to  reafon.     Her  fituation  at  this  jun(£Vure  is  finely  defcribed. 
O,  hide  me  in  thy  humble  bower, 

(Returning  late  to  life,  flie  faid), 
I'll  bind  thj  crook  with  many  a  flower, 
With  many  a  rofy  wreath  thy  head,  &c. 
Ellen,  after  recovering  from  her  infanity,  and  refiding  fome  years  with  the  fliepherd,  is  efpoufed 
to  Lord  Barnaydi  the  unfufpecittd  murderer  of  her  huftaand. 

The  Lord  of  Lothian's  fertile  vale,  8cc. 
From  this  event,  it  can  fcarce  be  fuppofed  that  Ellen  deferves  much  happinefs.     She  had  confided 
to  the  care  of  the  fliepherd  a  young  Nithifdale,  the  Given  of  Carron,  who  gives  name  to  the  poem, 
Owen,  when  arrived  at  years  of  underftandiiig,  adverting  to  fome  circumftances  which  he  thinks 
inconfiltent  with  his  fuppofed  birth  and  prefent  fiLuation,  indulges  a  very  natural  anxiety. 
Why  is  this  crook  adorn'd  with  gold  ? 
Why  am  I  tales  of  ladies  told  ? — 
If  I  am  but  a  fliepherd's  boy,  &c. 
The  (hepherdefs,  his  fofter-mother,  previous  to  her  death,  reveals  the  fecret,  and  Owen  refolves  to 
attempt  an  interview  with  his  real  mother,  in  the  halls  ofLothia?i.  His  refolution  produces  a  dread. 
f\i\  cataftrophe. 

'Tis  o'er — thefe  locks  that  wav'd  in  gold, 
That  wav'd  adown  thofe  cheeks  fo  fair, 
Wreath'd  in  the  gloomy  tyrant's  hold, 
Jiang  from  the  feve;' J  head  in  aii;-"- 
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The  tremblinfr  vir'tim  ftrnight  he  led, 

Lre  yet  her  four*  tirft  fear  was  o'er. 
He  fwinted  to  the  ghaftly  head — 

She  faw — and  funk  to  rile  to  more. 

The  dory,  which  reminds  us  of  "  Gil  Morrice,"  is  (kilfully  told,  and  diftinguifhed  by  rich  image- 
ry,  and  flowing  verfification  ;  but  the  illicit  commerce  oi  NitH/da/e  and  EJIen  fliould  not  have  pafled 
unrcproached,  as  if  it  wtre  irreproachable 

Of  the  pieces  now  firft  collcCled  into  his  works,  the  Hymn  to  the  Rifmg  Sun,  Fnretve/l  Hymn  to 
the  Valley  of  Ir'u.'an,  Tiie  Happy  Villager,  To  Almena,  Hymeneal,  Song,  Hymn  to  the  Eternal  Alind, 
E/>itaphium  Dtimrmis,  Efifiles  to  Colman  and  Mr.  Lamb,  and  the  verfe s  Written  in  a  Cottage-Garden 
at  a  Village  in  Loirain,  are  diftinguifhed  by  tcndernefs  of  fentiment,  luxury  of  defcription,  force  of 
pathos,  and  harmony  of  numbers.  The  laft,  in  pathetic  fimplicity  and  unaft'edled  tcndernefs,  is  not 
to  be  furpafled  by  any  thing  of  the  kind  in  the  Englidi  language.  In  the  pieces  taken  from  Solyman 
tnd  Almena,  the  river  hden  may  be  fubllituted  for  Irivun,  without  any  local  impropriety.  His  Son' 
liets,  and  fmaller  pieces,  have  their  brighter  paflages,  but  require  tJo  diftinA  CDumeration,  or  parli- 
tular  criticiDai. 
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«  Et  vos,  O  Lauri,  carpam ;  et  te,  proxima  Myrtc ! 

«  Sic  pofitje,  quoniam  fuaves  mifcetis  odores."  Virg. 


TO  THE  HON. 

CHARLES  YORKE. 

A  MUSE  thatlov'd  In  nature's  walks  to  ftray, 
And  gather'd  many  a  wild  flower  in  her  way, 
To  nature's  friend  her  genuine  gifts  would  bring, 
The  light  amufcments  of  life's  vacant  fpring  ; 
Nor  {halt  thou,  Yorke,  her  humble  offering  blame, 
If  pure  her  increafe,  and  unmix'd  her  flame. 
She  pours  no  flatt'ry  into  folly's  ear, 
No  fhamelefs  hireling  of  a  ftiamelefs  peer. 
The  friends  of  Pope  indulge  her  native  lays, 
And  Gloucefler  joins  with  Lyttelton  to  praife. 
Each  judge  of  art  her  ftrain,  though  artlefs  loves ; 
And  Shenftone  fmil'd,  and  polifli'd  Hurd  approves. 
O  may  fuch  fpirits  long  protedl:  my  page, 
Surviving  lights  of  wit's  departed  age  ! 
Long  may  I  in  their  kind  opinion  live  ! 

AH  meaner  praife,  all  envy  I  forgive 

Yet  fairly  be  my  future  laurels  won  ! 
Nor  let  me  bear  a  bribe  to  Hardwicke's  fon ! 
Should  his  free  fufTrage  own  the  favour'd  ftrain. 
Though  vain  the  toil,  the  glory  were  not  vain— 

PROEMIUM, 

WRITTEN    IN    1766. 

In  Eden's  *  vale,  when  early  fancy  wrought 
Her  wild  embroidery  on  the  ground  of  thought, 
"Where  Pembroke's  \  grottos,  ftrew'd  with  Sid- 
ney's bays, 
Recall'd  the  dreams  of  vifionary  days. 
Thus  the  fond  mufe,  that  footh'd  my   vacant 

youth. 
Prophetic  fung,  and  what  Ihe  fung  was  truth. 

"  Boy,  break  thy  lyre,  and  caft  thy  reed  away ; 
Vain  are  the  honours  of  the  fruitlefs  bay, 

*   The  river  Eden,  in  IVeJlmoreland. 

f  The  Countefs  of  Pembroke,  to  -whom  Sir  Philip 
Sydney  dedicated  his  Arcadia,  refided  at  Appleby,  a 
fmall  but  btautiful  town  in  W ejimor eland,  fttutted  upon 
tie  Men, 


Though  with  each  charm  thy  polifh'd  lay  ftiould 

pleafe. 
Glow  into  flrength,  yet  foften  into  cafe; 
Should  Attic  fancy  brighten  every  line, 
And  all  Aonia's  harmony  be  thine  ; 
Say  would  thy  cares  a  grateful  age  repay  ? 
Fame  wreath  thy  brows,  or  fortune  gild  thy  way  ? 
Ev'n  her  own  fools,  if  fortune  fmile,  Ihall  blame; 
And  envy  iurks  beneath  the  flowers  of  fame. 

Yet,  if  refolv'd  fecure  of  future  praife, 
To  tune  fweet  fongs,  and  live  melodious  days. 
Let  not  the  hand  that  decks  my  holy  flirine. 
Round  folly's  head  the  blafted  laursl  twine. 
Juft  to  thyfelf,  dilhoncfl  grandeur  fcorn  ; 
Nor  gild  the  bufl  of  meannefs  nobly  born. 
Let  truth,  let  freedom  flill  thy  lays  approve  ! 
Refped  my  precepts,  and  retain  my  love  !" 

HYMN  TO  HOPE,  1761. 
Misvfi  V  xvroh  'EAIIIS  tv  c(^^yiKrotTi^e(jiit(ni> 

Ev^OV   £/«(jt»V£— — —  HeSi 

Sun  of  the  foul !  whofe  cheerful  ray- 
Darts  o'er  this  gloom  of  life  a  fmile  ; 

Sweet  hope,  yet  further  gild  my  way. 
Yet  light  my  weary  fleps  av.hile. 

Till  thy  fair  lamp  diffolve  in  endlefs  day. 

O  come  with  fuch  an  eye  and  mien. 
As  when  by  amorous  Ihepherd  feenj 
While  in  the  violet-b.  cathing  vale 
He  meditates  his  evening  tale  ! 
Nor  leave  behind  thy  fairy  train, 
Repofe,  belief,  and  fancy  vain  : 
That  tow  eriug  on  her  wing  fublime, 
Outftrips  the  lazy  flight  of  time. 
Riots  on  diflant  days  with  thee. 
And  opens  all  futurity. 

O  come  !  and  to  my  penfive  eye 
Thy  far-forefeeing  tube  apply, 
Whofe  kind  deception  Iteals  us  o'er 
The  gloomy  wafte  that  lies  before ; 
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Still  opening  to  the  difiant  fight 
The-  fi.nfhine  of  thr  mountain's  height; 
Where  fccnes  of  fairer  afpec*l  rife, 
>Jyfian  groves,  and  azure  flcics. 

Nor,  n;cntlc  hf>pc,  forpct  to  hring 

'IJie  family  of  youth  and  luring; 

Tlie  hours  that  g  idc  in  fprightly  round. 

The  mountain-nyniphb  with  wild  thyme  crown'd 

Dclijrlit,  that  dwells  with  raptiir'd  eye 

On  ftream,  or  How'r,  or  field,  or  fky  : 

And  foiemolt  in  thy  train  advanee 

The  loves  and  joys  in  jovial  dance  ; 

Nor  lafl  be  expectation  fcen. 

That  wears  a  wreath  of  evergreen. 

Attended  thus  by  I3claii's  ftreams, 
Oft  haft  thf)u  footh'd  uiy  waking  dreams, 
When,  prone  beneath   in  olier  fhade, 
At  large  my  Vacant  iim!)s  were  bid  ; 
To  thee  and  fancy  all  n-Iirrn'd, 
V/hat  vifions  wander'd  o'er  my  mind ! 
Illufioni  dear,  adieu  !  no  more 
Shall  J  yoar  fairy-haunts  explore  ; 
For  hope  withholds  her  golden  ray. 
And  fancy's  colours  faint  away. 
To  Eden's  fliores,  to  Encin's  groves, 
.Refounding  once  with  Delia's  fovcs, 
Adieu  !  that  name  fiiall  found  no  more 
O'er  Enon's  groves,  or  Eden's  fliore  : 
For  hope  withholds  her  golden  ray. 
And  fancy's  colours  faint  away. 

1-ife's  ocean  flept — the  liquid  gale 
Gently  niov'd  the  waving  fail. 
Fallacious  hope  !  with  flattering  eye 
You  fmil'd  to  L-c  tJic  Areamers  fly. 
The  thunder  burfts,  the  mad  wind  ravei, 
From  fl-nuLer  wake  the  frighted  waves: 
You  faw  me,  fled  me  thus  diflreft. 
And  tore  your  anchor  from  my  breaft. 

Yet  come,  fair  fugitive,  again  ! 
I  love  thee  Hill,  though  falfe  and  vain  ! 
Forgive  me,  gentle  hope,  and  tell 
"VVhere,  far  from  me,  you  deign  to  dwell. 
To  footh  ambition's  wild  defiVes; 
To  feed  tiie  lover's  eager  iires; 
To  fvvcll  the  mifcr's  mouldy  ftore  ; 
To  gild  the  dreaming  chemift's  ore  ; 
Are  thefe  thy  carc>  ?  or  more  humane  ? 
To  loofe  the  war-worn  captive's  chain, 
And  bring  before  his  languid  Hgat 
'('he  charms  of  liberty  and  light  ; 
The  tears  of  drooping  grief  to  dry  : 
And  hold  thy  glafs  to  forrow's  eye  ? 

Or  (loft  thou  more  delight  to  dwell 
With  filence  in  the  hermit's  cell  ? 
'J"o  teach  devotion's  flame  to  rife, 
And  wing  her  vefpers  to  the  flcies ; 
To  urge,  with  lliil  returning  care, 
The  holy  violence  of  prayer; 
In  rapt'rous  vifions  to  difplay 
The  realms  of  cvcrlalling  day. 
And  fnatch  from  time  the  golden  key, 
'J'hat  opens  all  cteniity  ? 

Perchance,  on  feme  unpeopled  ftrand, 
"Whofe  rocks  the  raging  tide  withfland. 
Thy  foothing  (Inile,  in  deferts  drear, 
A  locslv  mariner  may  cheer, 


\Vho  bravely  holds  his  feeble  brcatli, 
Attack'd  by  famine,  pain,  and  death. 
With  thee,  he  bears  each  tedious  day 
Along  the  dreary  beach  to  ftray: 
Whence  their  wide  way  his  toil'd  eyes  {train 
O'er  the  blue  bofom  of  the  main  ; 
And  meet  where  diftant  furgcs  rave, 
A  white  fail  iji  each  foaming  wave. 

Do»m'd  from  each  native  joy  to  part, 

Each  dear  conncAion  of  the  heart, 

You  the  pt>or  cxil'-'s  ftcps  attend, 

The  only  untleferting  friend. 

You  wing  the  flow-declining  year  ; 

You  dry  the  folitary  tear  ; 

And  oft,  with  pious  guile,  reftorc 

Thofe  fcenes  he  muft  behold  no  more. 

O  moft  ador'd  of  earth  or  flcies ! 
To  thee  ten  tlioufand  temples  rife ; 
By  age  retain'd.  by  youth  careft. 
The  fame  dear  idol  of  the  breaft. 
Depriv'd  of  thee,  the  wretch  were  poor, 
That  rolls  in  heaps  of  Lydian  ore; 
With  thee  the  fimple  hind  is  gay, 
Whofe  toil  fupports  the  pafling  day. 

The  rofe-lip'd  love>,  that  round  their  qucc» 

E)ance  o'er  Cythera's  fmiling  green, 

I'hy  aid  implore,  thy  power  difplay 

In  many  a  fweetly-warbled  lay. 

Forever  in  thy  facred  fhrine 

Their  unextinguifti'd  torches  fhinc; 

Idalian  flowers  their  fwcets  diffufe, 

And  myrtles  ftied  their  balmy  dews. 

Ah  I  flill  propitious,  may'ft  thou  deign 

To  footh  an  anxious  lover's  pain ! 

By  thee  defcrted,  well  I  know. 

His  heart  would  feel  no  common  woe. 

His  gentle  prayer  propitioiis  hear, 

And  ftop  the  frequent-falling  tear. 

For  me,  fair  hope,  if  once  again, 
Perchance,  to  fmile  on  me  you  deign, 
lie  Inch  your  fwectly-rural  air, 
And  fuch  a  graceful  vifagc  wear. 
As  when,  with  truth  and  voung  defire, 
You  wak'd  the  lord  of  Hagley's  lyre. 
And  painted  to  her  poet's  mind 
The  charms  of  Lucy,  fair  and  kind. 

But  ah,  too  early  loft  ! then  go. 

Vain  hope,  thou  harbinger  of  woe. 

Ah,  no  ! that  thought  diftrads  my  heart  : 

Indulge  me.  hope,  we  muft  not  part; 
Dired  the  future  as  you  pleafe; 
But  give  me,  give  me  prefent  cafe. 

Sun  of  the  foul !  whpfe  cheerful  ray 
Darts  o'er  this  gloom  of  life  a  fmile  ; 

Sweet  hope,  yet  further  gild  my  way, 
Yet  light  my  weary  fteps  awhile,' 

Till  thy  fair  lamp  diflTolvc  in  cndlels  day. 

GENIUS  AND  VALOUR. 

A     I'ASrORAI.     POEM. 

WrilUn  hi  Honour  cf  a  Sipt-KiHgJom,    176J. 

At'iyntor.   CLorui  of  Sicbberdt. 

WiiKRE  Tweed's  fair  plains  in  liberal  beautv  lie. 
And  Flora  laughs  beneath  a  lycid  Iky ; 


THE  LIFE   OF  LANGHORNE.  air 

'  ©f  his  numerous  profe  writings,  no  editions  have  been  called  for  fince  his  death,  except  of  So!yman 
'^fcnd  Ahnena,  Theodofius  amiConJla.tia,  and  Plutarch's  Lives,  which  have  been  frequently  reprinted. 
'  Of  the  domeftic  manners  and  petty  habits  of  Langhorne,  few  particulars  have  been  recorded.  Fus 
iprivate  character  appears  to  have  been  very  amiable  and  refpeaable.  All  his  contemporaries  bear 
lieftimony  to  his  candour,  probity,  liberahty  of  fentiment,  and  amiable  benevolence.  Tendernefs,  in 
every  fenfe  of  the  word,  feems  to  have  been  his  peculiar  characleriflic.  He  had  from  his  childhood, 
Ls  he  himfelf  informs  us,  a  remarkable  turn  for  retirement ;  and  frequently  walked,  when  lie  was 
very  young,  two  miles  from  home,  to  a  folitary  place,  whofe  Ihady  privacy  aided  contemplation. 
The  romantic  afpedl  of  his  native  country  probably  added  to  this  innocent  enthufiafm ;  and  the  rude 
contraft  of  rocks,  and  woods,  and  waters,  impreffed  fomething  of  their  own  wild  irregularity  on 
his  imagination.  His  poems  abound  with  images  and  defcriptions  conneded  with  the  place  of  his 
nativity.  In  his  fable  of  The  Garden  Rofe  and  the  JVildRofe,  the  recolle(ftion  of  the  fcenes  of  thought- 
lefs  gaiety  and  puerile  amufement,  which  he  had  long  forfaken,  reftored  to  his  mind  the  pleafing 
images  which  were  connecSled  with  them,  and  rekindled,  in  fome  mtiafure,  that  enthufiafm  which 
they  firft  cheriflied  and  infpircd.  , , 

,  Enon's  wild  and  filent  fliade. 

Where  oft  my  lonely  youth  was  laid, 

What  time  the  wooi//rtWpY'n/'Mf  came, 

And  touch'd  me  with  his  holy  flame— 

Or,  where  the  hermit  Betau  leads 

Her  waves  through  folitary  meads,  * 

And  only  feeds  the  defert  flower. 

Where  once  flie  footh'd  my  flumbering  hour ; 

Or,  rous'd  by  Stanmore's  wint'ry  fliy. 

She  wearies  echo  with  her  cry — 

Where  Eden's  fairer  waters  flow 

By  Miltons  bov/er,  or  OJlys  brow. 

Or  iJ/'oc/f/^jyV  alder-fliaded  cave;  ». 

Or,  v/inding  round  the  druid's  grave, 

Silently  glide  with  pious  fear. 

To  found  his  holy  flumbers  near 

When  he  refided  in  London,  and  became  a  writer  of  celebrity,  his  company  was  very  earneftl/ 
folicited;  and  he  became  as  much  dift;ingni{hed  for  his  fecial  and  convivial  fpirit,  as  for  the  force  of 
his  geniiis,  and  the  amiable  hmplicity  of  his  manners.  He  is  recoUe6led  to  have  been  a  very  con- 
ftant  vifitor  at  the  Burton  Ale-houfe,  the  fign  of  the  Peacock,  in  Gray's-Inn  Lane,  where  he  is  fup- 
pofed  to  have  taken  too  liberally  that  fubflitute  for  the  Caflalian  fountain,  which  the  houfe  fupplied. 
His  manner  of  living  in  the  country  was  genial  and  elegant ;  and  he  died  much  lamented  by  his 
brother  juftices  and  convivial  friends. 

Asa  profe  writer,  few  of  his  compofitions  have  obtained  much  popularity,  though  they  afford  fuch 
pregnant  proofs  of  genius,  tafte,  and  learning,  as  render  them  in  general  deferving  more  attention 
than  they  liave  hitherto  received. 

His  Letters  en  Religious  Rdirem-.nt  are  addreflled  to  a  lady  of  good  fenfe  and  fine  accomplilhments, 
but  unhappily  a  littfe  tlndured  with  enthufiafm,  and  inclined  to  that  fort  of  melancholy  and  aver- 
fionto  the  rational  pleafures  of  fociety,  which  naturaUy  arifes  from  miflaken  apprehenflons  of  the 
Supreme  Being,  and  the  abfurd  nation  of  divine  impulfes  and  illuminations.  They  contain  a  variety 
of  flriking  arguments  and  obfervatibnsj  clothed  in  elegant  and  pathetic  language,  not  unlike  the 
flowery  ftyle  of  Harvey,  though  applied  to  a  very  oppofiie  purpofe. 

His  Soh^tan  and  Alnntia  is  one  of  the  nioft  popular  of  his  performances.  In  invention,  originality, 
and  intereft,  it  is  inferior  to  the  "  Ralelas"  of  Dr.  Johnfon,  and  the  «  Almoran  and  Hamet"  of  Dr. 
Hawkefworth.  The  defign  and  tendency  of  the  fl:ory  are  more  commendable  than  the  execution. 
In  venturing  to  fport  in  the  flowery  fields  of  fidion,  he  ha,  fometimes  forgotten  the  poet's  precept, 
tmvenientic  fw.gcr^.  In  the  compofition,  few  ftrong  marks  of  the  eaftern  ftylc  or  manners  are  vifible ; 
but  the  defers  of  the  ftyle,  though  in  general  eafy  and  elegant,  is  compenfatcd  by  the  ufeful  in- 
ilruaion  it  conveys.  The  defign. of  the  tale  is  perfeAly  chafte  and  moral,  tending  to  confirm  the.. 
•  liablts  of  virtue,  and  to  infpire  us  with  a  confidence  in  Providence. 

In  his  Effufwns  pf  Friendship  and Ean:y,  he  has  ventured  into  the  pleafant  province  of  humour;  in 
which,  if  he  doL-i,  not  make  fuch  a  dillin£«ilhed  Ssi'.rc  as  Sterne,  it  ought  to  be  remembered,  that. 

O    ij  ^ 
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few  have  fucceedcd  in  the  art  of  agreeable  trifli,i;r.  i  he  fecond  volume  contain,  a  variety  of  in«,' 
n.ou,cr.t.cif„u,  and  remark,  on  the  ftudy  of  poetry,  addrcfllj  to  Mr.  Cartwright,  which  evince  hi. 
ubiiiticb  as  a  claflical  fcholar,  and  his  good  ufte  in  polite  literature.  ^ 

Ux^Tbeu^lofiu,  a.J  Conjlantia  i,  founded  on  the  Unfortunate  love  tale  told  in  the  "  Speaator,"  No] 
I64.  The  defign  of  the  work  is  to  inculcate  many  of  the  ^^rcat  duties  of  natural  and  revealed  reli-! 
g.on,  and  the  pradice  of  fomc  of  thcmoft  amiable  virtues  of  private  life.  The  merit  of  this  mon.1 
and  entertammg  Corr.fpcnJ.nc.  is  ve.7  confiderable.  The  letters  are  written  in  a  polite  and  pleafing' 
Uyle.  though  h.s  manner  is  too  poetical  for  prole  coinp„fition;  his  language  too  flowery,  too  lu.xu- 
nant,  and  m  fome  places  too  f.nely  polifhed  for  cpiHolary  writi.ig;  in  which  art  (hould  never  want' 
cafe,  nor  elegance  lofe  fight  of  nature.  ; 

His  S.r„.on.  arc  in  general  animated,  eloquent,  and  pathetic  compofnions  ;  but  thev  are  fometimcs 
more  vcroofe,  d.lTufe,  and  affeded,  than  a  poliflicd  ta.le  can  patiently  endure.  ThJy  have  been  fc' 
merely  cenfured  by  Mr.  Mainwaring,  in  the  preface  to  his  "  Sermons,"  8vo,  ,780 ;  where,  freaking 
offpec.mcnsoi/.//.^.,,^,  he  refers  to  fcrmon.  «  by  writers  of  little  judgment  and  no  geniu^ta 
thole  of  Dr.  Langhorne  in  particular,  and  of  the  Methodirts  in  general,  where  the  inftances  oi  jalfc 
pathos ^rc  [o  numerous,  and  fo  cafy  to  be  found,  that  I  think  it  needlefs  to  quote  them."  .V^ain  • 
«  Ahhough  method  cannot  be  too  exaft,  it  may  he  too  ftudioufly  difplayed.  There  arc  fermo'ns  of 
thefirftmem,  in  all  other  refpeds,  that  mayjuftly  be  compared  to  fine  Ikeleton.,  in  which  the 
bones,  mufcles,  and  finews,  are  fafhioned,  arranged,  and  adjuQed,  in  the  moft  perfect  manner ;  but 
acompofuion  of  this  fort,  though  ever  fo  confummate  for  it.  ftrength  and  fymmetry,  can  only  be 
pleafing  to  the  eye  of  a  virtuofo.  The  extreme  oppofcd  to  this  is  the  loofe  foft  texture  of  Dr.  Lang, 
home  s  Itylc."  ° 

His  M.^oirso/Coll!,.s,  though  general  and  fcanty,  are  elegantly  written;  and  the  Obf.r.ations  en 
trs  G.n,us  and  Writln^^s,  though  fometlm.s  flight  and  nugatory,  are  commbnly  jull  and  pertineat,  and 
always  lively  and  ingenious. 

His  leturs  on  th.  Elogu.nce  of  the  Pulpit,  contain  few  obfervations  that  are  new  or  ftriking  :  but  th. 
compofition  is  more  clofc  and  pure  than  the  generality  of  hisprofe  writings. 

In  his/-..,/..;./-  and  Pharamo.d,  there  is  a  liberality,  as  well  as  a  recflitHde  of  fentiment,  whici,  me- 
nts  theh.gheft  praife;  but  neither  the  condudl  of  the  dialogue  nor  the  ftyle  are  comniendahlo. 

His  L.ti,rs  Lcf:veen  St.  E-urcmond  and  IValUr,  arc  in  general  charadcriftic  and  elegant,  and  do  equal 
credit  to  his  tade  and  judgment.  ' 

Oi  Plutarch's  Ll-.es,  the  tranflators  have  given  a  verfion  that  amply  fupplies  the  defe-its  of  tha't 
tranHation  to  which  Dryden  lent  his  glorious  name,  written,  as  he  himfelf  acknowledges,  by  as  many 
hands  as  there  were  lives.  It  had  indeed  been  corrcded  in  the  editions  1727  and  1758,  with  great 
learning  and  abilities,  as  far  as  corredtion  was  poffihle;  but  the  call  and  complexion  could  only  be 
improved  by  a  new  work,  which  has  been  executed  by  the  poetical  brothers,  with  an  elegance  fide- 
iry,  fp.nt,  and  precifion,  that  merit  the  highcft  praife,  and  muR  for  ever  preclude  the  neceflity  of  a 
lubjquent  verfion.     The  Life  of  PLtarch  is  well  written  ;  and  the  Notes  are  very  valuable. 

Hi,  tranflation  of  Denlna's  D.prtatlon  on  the  Ancient  Sef>,M.s  of  Itch,  is  an  acceffion  to  llngUfli  lite- 
rature, that  has  received  an  additional  value  from  his  Original  Notes' and  Obfcr.ation, 

As  a  poet,  his  compofitions  are  diainguilhed  by  undoubted  marks  of  genius,  a  fine  imagination, 
and  a  fenfible  heart.  Imagery  and  enthufialm,  the  great  elTentinls  of  poetry,  infpirit  all  h."  works, 
and  place  them  far  above  the  firain  of  ^nllgar  compofitions.  The  tendernefs  of  love,  and  th^  foft 
language  of  complaint,  were  adapted  to  his  genius,  as  well  as  elevation  of  thought,  opulence  of 
imagery,  and  the  higheft  beauties  of  poetry.  But  tlic  qualities  for  which  he  is  chiefly  diftinguilhed 
are  .magmatK.n,  pathos  and  fimplicity,  animated  fentiment,  opulence  of  allufion,  warmth  and  viva- 
city  of  exprefiion,  and  a  melodious  verfification.  His  fentimcntal  productions  are  exquifitely  tender 
and  beautiful;  h.s  defcriptive  eompofitions  fhow  a  feeling  hea.t  and  a  warm  imagination;  and  hi. 
lync  pieces  are  pregnant  with  the  genuine  fpirit  of  poetical  enthufiafm;  hut  his  ftylc,  in  the  midll 
of  much  fplendour  and  ftrength,  is  fometimcs  harlh  and  obfcure,  and  may  he  cenfured  as  deficient 
m  eafc  and  d.ftmdnefs.  His  chief  fault  is  redundant  decoration,  an  alTedlation  of  falfe  and  unne. 
ceffary  ornament.  He  is  not  alway.  contente.l  with  that  concife  and  fimple  language  which  i. 
fcft«cflt  tocxprcf.  h«  fcatiincnu,  but  i*  tempted  to  iiidulgc  iu  fuperfiuous  didiou,  by  the  faf. 
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linating  charms  of  novelty  or  harmony.  By  giving  way  to  the  luxury  of  words  and  immoderate  em- 
cUiniment,  he  fometimes,  though  rarely,  violates  fimpHcity,  and  becomes  unavoidably  inaccurate 
nd  redundant.  His  fentiments,  however,  are  always  juft,  often  new,  and  generally  ftriking.  A 
reat  degree  of  elegance  and  claflical  firaplicity  runs  through  all  his  compofitions  •,  and  his  defcrip- 
■ons  of  nature,  rural  imagery,  pidtures  of  private  virtue  and  paftoral  innocence,  have  a  judicious  fe- 
sdion  of  circumflances,  a  graceful  plainnefs  of  expreflion,  and  a  happy  mixture  of  pathos  and  fen- 
iment,  which  mark  the  fuperior  poet. 

His  Death  of  Adonis  is  a  clafficai  and  fpirited  verfion  of  one  of  the  moft  beautiful  paftoral  poems 
if  antiquity.     The  diction  is  eafy  and  elegant,  and  the  numbers  mufical  and  flowing. 

The  Poem  to  the  Memory  of  Mr.  Handel  may  be  confidered  as  the  genuine  and  animated  wailings 
if  poetry,  who  deplores  her  fifter's  lofs  in  Handel,  in  very  elegant  and  harmonious  verfe.  There 
s  a  coniiderable  variety  in  the  numbers,  which  are  happily  adapted  to  the  fubjedl,  and  modulated 
vith  a  judicious  correfpondence  to  the  images  and  the  fentiments.  In  the  paffage  beginning,  I  feel, 
I  feel  the  facrei  itnfidfe,  Sec.  the  paufes  and  cadences  of  the  numbers  are  fo  nervoufly  fweet  and 
uutable,  that  it  mutt  revive  the  idea  of  a  fine  band  in  every  reliflier  of  mufic. 

The  Ode  to  the  River  Eden  is  very  pretty  and  fanciful.  The  ftanza  extends  to  ten  lines  of  eight 
■yllablcs,  except  the  tenth,  which,  (inking  into  fix,  changes  the  cadence  agreeably  enough.  The  cx- 
jreffion  laughing  wing,  in  the  fourth  ftanza,  is  a  bold,  but  very  pardonable  experiment  in  metaphori- 
cal language.  Of  the  Hyjun  to  Hope,  the  verfification  is  fmooth,  the  di(flion  elegant,  the  imagery 
agreeable,  and  the  fentiment  is  moftly  fimple  and  pathetic.  The  Viceroy  praifes  Lord  Halifax  with 
truth  and  delicacy,  but  little  poetry. 

The  Vyions  6f  Fancy  are  the  etFuGons  of  a  contemplative  mind,  fometimes  plaintive,  and  always 
ferlous,  but  too  attentive  to  the  glitter  of  flight  ornaments.  The  thoughts  are  pure,  fimple,  and 
pathetic  ;  and  the  lines  are  fuch  as  elegy  requires,  fmooth,  eafy,  and  flowing ;  but  the  diiftion  is  of- 
ten afteifled,  and  the  phrafe  unikilfully  inverted.  The  Autumnal  Elegy,  and  other  pieces  of  that 
kind,  deferve  a  more  unqualified  commendation. 

His  Genius  and  Valour  is  a  proper  contraft  to  the  "  Prophecy  of  Famine."  If  he  does  not  exceed 
Churchill  in  the  fire  and  force  of  his  numbers,  he  is  at  leafl:  equal  to  him  in  the  eafy  and  harmonious 
flow  of  his  verfification.  In  that  part  of  the  paftoral  where  he  celebrates  thofe  natives  of  North  Bri- 
tain who  have  been  diftinguiflied  for  their  genius  and  learning,  the  reprefentation  of  the  Four  Seafons 
appearing  to  Thomfon,  and  claiming  the  palm,  like  the  fabled  competition  of  the  rural  goddcfles 
before  the  royal  fliepherd  on  Mount  Ida,  is  entitled  to  the  higheft:  praife.  The  Seafons  are  diftin- 
guiflied by  a  brilliancy  of  colouring,  and  a  diftindlnefs  and  propriety  of  attribute,  that  rival,  if  not 
furpafs,  what  we  meet  with  of  the  kind  even  in  Thomfon.  The  decifion  contains  an  eleganj  com- 
pliment to  the  amiable  "  poet  of  the  Seafons." 

The  bard,  whofe  gentle  heart  ne'er  gave 

One  pain  or  trouble  tliat  he  knew  to  fave, 
No  favour'd  nymph  extols  with  partial  praife, 
But  gives  to  each  lier  pifture  for  her  praile. 
In  the  Firfl  Ffijllf  on  7he  Enlargement  of  the  Mind,  he  recommends  the  ftudy  of  Nature,  in  order 
to  enlarge  our  minds  by  a  due  contemplation  of  her  works.    The  plan  is  fomewhat  defedlive  •  but 
it  poflefles.   in  many  parts,  the   concife  and  happy  expreffion,  and  the  melodious  verfification  of 
Pope's  "  Eflay  on  Man."    In  the  Second  F^hi/lle,  like  the  firft,  there  is  more  poetry  than  plan.    The 
panegyric  on  Reafon  is  eminently  beautiful,  and   the  refle(5>ion  on  the  proper  culture  oithefioiver 
Hivine  is  pathetic  and  fpirited.    The  defcription  of  thofe  graceful  arts  which  flock  round  the  throne 
of  Science,  particularly  Poetry,  Painring,  Sculpture,  and  Miific,  is  appropriate  and  ftrikiu"- ;  and  the 
elegiac  lines  to  the  memory  of  his  friend  General  Craufurd,  are  tender  and  pathetic.     The  Precepts 
of  Conjugal  Happinefs  contain  much  valuable  inftrucTiion,  delivered  in  chafte  and  elegant  diaion, 
and  eafy  and  harmonous  verfe. 

The  Verfes  to  the  Memory  of  a  Lady  rank  with  the  celebrated  elegiac  compofitions  of  Lyttleton 
and  Shaw,  to  which  they  are  equal  in  poetical  merit,  and  fcarcely  inferior  in  pathetic  tendernefs. 
They  muft  pleafe  every  body,  becaufe  there  are  beauties  in  them  which  affijct  .every  body.  1\^ 
following  lines  muft  touch  every  feeling  he^rt : 

O  iij 
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See  tlic  laft  aid  of  her  expiring  ftate/ 
gte  love,  cv'n  love  has  It-nt  his  darts  to  fate ! 
Oh  I   whrn  beneath  Ins  -(oldcnlliarts  I  l>led, 
And  vainly  bound  his  trophies  on  my  head; 
\V lien  crow n'd  with  flowers  lie  led  tlic  rofy  day, 
LivM  to  my  eve,  and  drew  my  foul  aw  ay- 
Could  fear,  chjKl  finty,  at  that  tender  hour, 
Seethe  dim  grave  demand  the  nuptial  flower* 

There,  thi  re  his  wreaths  dfjcilel  Hymen  ftrcw'4. 
And  moiirn'd  their  bloom  nii:adcd  as  he  view'd  ; 
'1  here  each  fair  ho|)e,  each  tcnderneis  of  life, 
Each  n.lnlelcf^  charm  of  foit  oblijjing  ftrife, 
Deli{;lit,  love,  faiKy,  pleafiirc,  genius,  fli  d. 
And  the  beil  palTioiis  of  my  foul  lie  dead. — 

Theft  pathetic  vcrfes  came  fo  near  the  feelings  of  the  pref-nt  writer,  when  he  experienced  a  fimi. 
lar  afilicflion  nine  years  ago,  that  they  hurt  his  peace  of  mind  ;  and  while  he  admired  the  poet  arid 
puieil  the  man,  he  faw  his  own  mifcrics  in  the  ftronge(^  point  of  view,  and  fought,  like  him,  a  vain 
relief  by  compofing  a  ''  Monody  to  the  Memory  of  a  Beloved  Wife,''  in  the  fame  meafurc,  which 
he  extended,  with  a  melancholy  pleauirc  thnt  mourners  only  know,  beyond  the  bounds  which  cuf- 
tom  has  prefcribed  to  elegiac  verfes.  He  has  feen  the  fcene  he  defcribes,  and  knows  how  dreadful  i^ 
is.  He  knows  what  it  is  to  lofc  one,  that  his  eyes  and  heart  have  been  long  ufed  to,  and  he  neve 
deCres  to  part  with  the  remembrance  of  that  lofs. 

though  the  inexorable  tirn 

I^Jever  to  me  fliall  her  lov'd  form  return  ; 

Though  cold  tiie  brealt  that  life's  warm  current  fed. 

Ami  pale  tlip  rheek  tluit  modefi  beauty  fprcad  ; 

Though  clos'd  the  eye  thar  ginnc'd  endearing  thought. 

And  mute  the  voice  that  livrng  goodncfi  taught  ; 

Never  from  mc  fliall  her  lov'd  image  part, 

Ijiit  live  and  rfign  unrivall'd  in  my  henrt  ; — 

Ev'n  d^'ath's  dim  Jludow  feeks  to  hide  in  vain, 

Hie  mndefl  afpecT.  and  the  fmile  h"unianc  I 

In  dny's  broad  glare,  and  in  the  cloom  of  niglit, 

Her  pak-ey'd  phantom  rifos  to  my  light  1 

In  vain — conti^fl,  I  fee  my  Anna  fl-;t:u!. 

And  the  pen  fall' — f,in<  from  my  trembling  hand  ' 

I'aint  on  my  lips  th'  unhallow'd  founds  expire, 

That  vainly  emulate  the  mule's  lire; 

Afrelli  my  tears  in  fond  remembrance  flow. 

And  rifing  angiiifli  fto|)S  the  firnin  of  woe  : 

IMerds  in  my  breaft  with  agj^ravated  pain, 

Throbs  at  my  heart,  and  thrills  in  every  vein  I 

111  his  Fahlcs  of  Flora,  the  p!an  of  fable  is  fomewhat  enlarged,  and  the  province  fo  far  extended, 
that  the  original  imrrati've  and  inori-.l  may  be  accompanied  with  imagery,  defcription,  and  fentimcnt. 
The  fcenery  is  formed  in  a  depaitment  of  nature  adapted  to  the  ger.ius  and  difpolition  of  poetry, 
where  flie  finds  new  objefts,  interefts,  and  connecflions,  to  exercife  her  fancy  and  her  powers.  The 
plan  is  judicious,  and  the  execution  truly  admir.ible.  None  of  his  compofitions  bear  ftronger  marks 
of  poetical  invention  and  e.'ithufiafm  ;  none  arc  diflingui.lied  by  fimplicity.  tendernefs,  and  delicacy, 
in  a  more  eminent  degree;  and  none  have  a  ftronger  tendency  to  promote  the  love  of  nature  and 
the  interefVs  of  humanity.  Of  thefc  charming  comi)ulitions,  The  Sun-Fio'xer  and  the  Ivy,  The  Lau- 
rel and  the  Reed,  Tl'e  Violet  and  the  Paijly,  'The  Wa/l-Flo-u'er,  and  The  Mi/1  ft oe  and  the  Pajjion- 
FioTver,  deferve  particular  commendation.  The  two  laft  arc  diftinguiftied  by  imagination,  pathos, 
and  fubli;nity,  in  a  fnpcrior  degree. 

The  Origin- of  the  Veil  is  an  elegant  compliment  to  tlic  fair  fex,  cxprclTed  in  his  ufual  melodious 
flow  of  verfificaticn. 

The  Country  Ju/lire  breathes  throughout  a  laudable  fpirit  of  poetry  and  humanity  ;  and  is  farther 
recommended  to  us  by  the  additional  charms  of  a  flowing  and  elegant  vcrlltitation.  The  Firfl  Part 
opens  with  a  refrofpecflive  view  of  tht  forlorn  ftate  of  liberty  and  civil  fccurity  in  England  before 
the  inftitution  of  jufticcs  of  the  peace,  in  the  reign  of  Edward  HI.    He  then  celebrates  this  moft  fa- 
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««  Delightful  hours  !  O,  thus  for  ever  flow ; 

"  Led  by  fair  fancy  round  the  varied  year  : 
"  So  fhall  my  brcaft  with  native  raptures  glow, 

"  Nor  feel  one  pang  from  folly,  pride,  or  fear. 

«  Firm  be  my  heart  to  nature  and  to  truth, 

"  Nor  vainly  wander  from  their  didlates  fage  ; 

"  So  joy  fliall  triumph  on  the  brows  of  youth, 
«  So  hope  fliall  fmooth  the  dreary  paths  of  age. 

ELEGY  IV. 

Oh  !  yet,  ye  dear,  deluding  vifions  flay ! 

Fond  hopes  of  innocence  and  fancy  born  ! 
For  you  I'll  caft  thefe  waking  thoughts  away, 

For  one  wild  dream  of  life's  romantic  morn. 

Ah  !  no  :  the  funftiine  o'er  each  objedl  fpread 
By  flattering  hope,  the  flowers  that  blew  fo  fair ; 

Like  the  gay  gardens  of  Armida  fled. 
And  vanifli'd  from  the  powerful  rod  of  care. 

So  the  poor  pilgrim,  who  in  rapturous  thought 
Plans  his  dear  journey  to  Loretto's  flirine, 

Seems  on  his  way  by  guardian  feraphs  brought, 
Sees  aiding  angels  favour  his  defign. 

Anibrofial  bloflbms,  fuch  of  old  as  blew 

By  thofe  frefli  founts  on  Eden's  happy  plain, 

And  Sharon's  rofes  all  his  paflage  ftrew  : 
So  fancy  dreams ;  but  fancy's  dreams  are  vain. 

Wafted  and  weary  on  the  mountain's  fide. 
His  way  unknown,  the  haplefs  pilgrim  lies, 

Or  takes  feme  ruthlefs  robber  for  his  guide, 
And  prone  beneath  his  cruel  fabre  dies. 

Life's  morning-landfcape  gilt  with  orient  light, 
Where  hope  and  joy  and  fancy  hold  their  reign, 

The  grove's  green  wave,  the  blue  fliream  fpark- 

ling  bright,  [wain  : 

The  blithe  hours  dancing'  round    Hyperion's 

In  radiant  colours  youth's  free  hand  pourtrays. 
Then  holds  the  flattering  tablet  to  his  eye ; 

Nor  thinks  how  foon  the  vernal  grove  decays, 
Nor  fees  the  dark  cloud  gathering  o'er  the  iky. 

Hence  fancy  conquer'd  by  the  dart  of  pain. 
And  wandering  far  from  her  Platonic  fhade, 

Mourns  o'er  the  ruins  of  her  tranlient  reign, 
Nor  unrepining  fees  her  vilions  fade. 

Their  parent  banifli'd,  hence  her  children  fly. 
Their  fairy  rac€  that  fili'd  her  ^'^flive  train  ; 

Joy  rears  his  wreath,  and  hope  inverts  her  eye, 
And  foUy  wonders  that  her  dream  was  vain. 

f$  A  POEM, 

TO  THE  MIMORV  OF  MR.  HANDEL,    I760*. 

Spirits  of  mufic,  and  ye  powers  of  fong ! 

That  wak'd  to  painful  melody  the  lyrej 

Of  young  Jeflides,  when,  in  Sion's  vale 

He  wept  o'er  bleeding  friendlhip:  ye  that  moitrn'd 

While  freedom  drooping  o'er  Euphrates'  fliream. 

Her  penfive  harp  on  the  pale  oficr  hung, 

Begin  once  more  the  forrow-foothing  lay. 

Ah  !  where  fliall  now  the  mufe  fit  numbers  find? 
"What  accents  pure  to  greet  thy  tuneful  fliade, 

*  JI,-di;dlitb  Afril  1759, 


Sweet  harmonift;  ?  'twas  thine,  the  tender  fa!U 

Of  pity's  plaintive  lay  ;  for  thee  the  fl;ream 

Of  filver-winding  mufic  fweeter  play'd, 

And  purer  flow'd  for  thee, — all  lilent  now 

*  Thofe  airs  that,  breathing  o'er  the  bread  of 

Thames, 
Led  amorous  echo  down  the  long,  long  vale. 
Delighted  :  ftudious  from  thy  fweeter  ftrain 
To  melodize  her  own  ;  when  fancy-lorn. 
She  mourns  in  anguilh  o'er  the  drooping  breafb 
Of  young  Narciffus.  From  their  amber  urns, 
f  Parting  their  green  locks  ftreaming  in  the  fun, 
The  naiads  rofe  and  fmil'd  :  nor  fince  the  day, 
When  firft  by  mufic,  and  by  freedom  led 
From  Grecian  Acidale  ;  nor  fince  the  day. 
When  laft  from  Arno's  weepiiig  fount  they  came. 
To  fmooth  the  ringlets  of  Sabrina's  hair, 
Heard  they  like  minftrelfy — fountains  and  fliades 
Of  Twit'nam,  and  of  Windfor  fam'd  in  fong  ! 
Ye  heights  of  Clermont,  and  ye  bowers  of  Ham ! 
That  heard  the  fine  ftrain  vibrate  through  your 

groves. 
Ah  !  where  were  then  your  long-lov'd  mufes  fled. 
When  Handel  breath'd  no  more  i". — and  thou,  fweet; 

queen, 
That  nightly  wrapt  thy  Milton's  hallow'd  ear 
In  the  foft  ecftafics  of  Lydian  airs'i 
\  That  fince  attun'd  to  Handel's  high-wound  lyre 
The  lay  by  thee  fuggefted  ;  could'ft  not  thou 
Sooth   with   thy  fweet   fong  the  grim  §  fury's 
breaft  ? 
Cold-hearted  death  !  his  wanly-glaring  eye 
Nor  virtue's  fmile  attradis,  nor  fame's  loud  trump 
Can  pierce  his  iron  ear,  for  ever  barr'd 
To  gentle  founds :  the  golden  voice  of  fong. 
That  charms  the  gloomy  partner  of  his  birth. 
That  fooths  defpair  and  pain,  he  hears  no  more, 
Than  rude  winds,  bluft'ring  from  the  Cambriaa 

cliff's, 
The  traveller's  feeble  lay.  To  court  fair  fame. 
To  toil  with  flow  fteps  up  the  ftar-crown'd  hill, 
Where  fcience,  leaning  on  her  fculptur'd  urn. 
Looks  confcious  on  the  fecret-working  hand 
Of  nature  ;  on  the  wings  of  genius  borne. 
To  foar  above  the  beaten  walks  of  life. 
Is  like  the  paintings  of  an  evening  cloud, 
Th'  amafement  of  an  hour.  Night,  gloomy  night 
Spreads  her  black  wings,  and  all  the  vifion  dies. 

Ere  long,  the  heart,  that  heaves  this  fighto  thee. 
Shall  beat  no  more  !  ere  long,  on  this  fond  lay 
Which  mourns  at  Handel's  tomb,  infuking  time 
Shall  ftrew  his  cankering  ruft.     Thy  ftrain,  per- 
chance. 
Thy  facred  ftrain  fliall  the  hoar  warrior  fparc ; 
For  founds  like  thine,  at  nature's  early  birth, 
Arous'd  him  fiumberingon  the  dead  profound 
Of  dufity  Chaos ;  by  the  golden  harps 
Of  choral  angels  fummon'd  to  his  race  : 
And  founds  like  thine,  when  nature  is  no  more. 
Shall  call  him  weary  from  the  lengthen 'd  toils 
Of  twice  ten  thoufand  years. — O  would  his  hand 

*   TIj!  luater-mujtc . 

\  Roraiitefq.  comas  a  fronte  rcmovit  ad  aures. 

Ovid.  Met, 
\  U Allegro  and  II  Pertferofo,  fct  It  mufic  by  Mr. 
Ilandil.        ■ 

§   Sic  MUUns  -Lyddss. 
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Yet  fpare  fome  portion  of  this  vital  llamr , 
The  trembling  mule  that  now  faint  cfturt  makes 
On  young  and  artlefs  wing,  fhoulcl  bear  tiiy  praife 
Sublime,  above  the  mortal  bounds  of  earth, 
With  heavenly  fire  relume  her  feeble  ray, 
And,  taught  by  leraiihs,  frame  her  fong  for  thee. 

I  feel,  I  feel  the  faired  impulfe — hark  '. 
Wak'd  from  according  lyres  the  fweet  ftrains  flow 
In  fyinijhony  divine  ;  from  air  to  air 
The  trembling  numbers  fly  :  fvvift  burfls  away 
The  flow  of  joy^now  fwells  the  flight  of  ])rairc. 
Sprin;;s  the  fhnll  trump  aloft  ;  the  toilmg  chords 
Melodious  labour  through  the  flying  maze  ; 
And  the  dctp  bafs  his  flrong  found  rolls  away, 
Majeilically  fweet — Yet,  Hrmdcl,  raife, 
Yet  wake  to  higher  Itrains  ihy  facrcd  lyre  : 
The  name  of  ages,  the  fupreme  of  things, 
The  great  Mefliah  alks  it ;  he  whole  hand 
Led  into  form  yon  everlafting  orbs. 
The  harmony  of  nature — He  whofe  hand 
Stretch'd  o'er  the  wilds  of  fpace  thisbeauteous  ball, 
Whofe  fpirit  breathes  through  all  his  fmiling  works 
Mullc  and  love — ytt  Handel  raife  the  Ifrain. 

Hark  I  what  angelic  founds,  what  voice  divine 
Breathes  through  the  ravifh'd  air !    my  rapt  ear 

feels 
The  harmony  of  heaven.     Hail  facrtd  choir  ! 
Immortal  fpirits,  hail  '.  If  haply  thole 
That  erft  in  favour'd  Paleftine  proclaim'd 
Glory  and  peace  ;   lic-r  angel-hauntcd  groves, 
Her  i)iny  mountnins,  aud  her  golden  vales, 
Re-eclio'd  ])eace.   But,  oh  !   fufpcnd  the  (trairs— 
The  fwclling  joy's  too  much  for  mortal  bounds  ! 
Tis  traiUport  even  to  pain. 

Yet,  haikl  what  pleafing  founds  invite  mine  ear 
So  veierably  fwtet  ?     'Tis  Sioii's  lute. 
UehoM  her  *  hero  ?  from  his  valiant  brow 
l,ooks  Judah's  lion,  cm  his  thigh  the  fword 
Of  v.inqunh'd  Ai.>o!]oniu' — The  (lirill  trump 
Throu,;h  llcthoron  prcciaiinsth'  apiiroaching fight. 
1  fee  the  brave  youth  lead  his  litr'e  band, 
With  toil  and  liunger  faint ;  yt-t  from  his  arm 
'J"he  rapid  Syrian  Hie?.     Thus  Henry  or.ce, 
Th(;  Britilli  Henry,  with  his  wny-worn  troop, 
Subdu'd  the  pride  (^f  France — No'.v  louder  blows 
The  martial  cfangor ;   lo,  Nicanor's  holt  ! 
With  threat'ning  turrets  crown'd,  flowly  advance 

The  pondt-rcus  eiejdisnts 

Ihi;  blazing  fun,  ironi  many  a  pqlden  fliield 
Reflected,  pleanis  alar.     Judtaii  chief. 
How  fliali  thy  force,  thy  little  force  fultain 
The  dreadful  flto.k  '. 

"j-  The  hero  como« — 'Tis  boundkfs  mirth  and  fong, 
And  dance  and  trir.mph  ;  every  labouring  ftring, 
And  voice,  ard  breathing  Ihell,  in  concert  drain, 
To  fweil  the  raptures  of  tumultuous  joy. 
O  mader  of  the  |)airions  and  the  foul, 
S'-raphic  Handel '.   how  ihall  v.  .>:  Ji  dcfcribc 
Thy  miific'b  countlcfs  grace,  iiamelcts  powers  I 
V\  ben  \  lie  of  Ga»;a,  blind,  and  funk  in  chains. 
On  female  trc.iilieiy  looks  greatly  down, 
How  the  brcaft  buiu-!  indignant  I  in  thy  ftiain. 
When  fwfet-vi)lc'i'-!)iety  r<.lij;i;s  to  lu-.ivcn, 
(vlows  nut  ea(.li  buiuin  uith  the  liaiiic  ut  virti.e  .' 


+  Chorus  '/ yoid^Ji  in  jMiias  i^Lucabtus. 
\.  i\e  tie  Or.ilcrio  of  Sai/ifon. 
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O'er  Jtphtha's  votive  maid,  when  tlic  fbft  lutA 
Sounds  the  How  fymphony  of  funeral  grief, 
What  youthful  breall  but  melts  with  tender  pity  J 
What  parent  bleeds  not  with  a  parent's  woe  I 

O,  longer  than  this  worthy  lay  can  live  ! 
While  tame  andmufic  footh  the  human  ear  '. 
Be  this  thy  praife  :  to  lead  the  polilli'd  mind 
To  virtues  noblcft  heights;  to  light  the  flame 
Of  Britilh  freedom,  roufe  the  generous  thought, 
Refine  the  palfions,  and  exalt  the  foul 
To  love,  to  heaven,  to  harmony,  and  thee. 

THE  ENLARGEMENT  OF  THE  MIND. 

EPISTLE  I. 

ToGenniil  Craiifurd.  H'tittenat  BdviJere,  i^Cy, 

Where  is  the  man,  who,  prodigal  of  mind, 
In  one  wild  wifh  embraces  humankind  ? 
All  pride  of  fe(ft5,  all  party  zeal  above, 
Whofe  pricft  is  realon,  and  whofe  god  is  love  ; 
Fair  nature's  friend,  a  foe  to  fraud  and  art— 
Where  is  the  man  fo  welcome  to  my  heart  ? 

The  fij^htlefs  herd  fequacious,  who  purfue 
Dull  folly's  path,  and  do  as  others  do. 
Who  look  with  purblind  prejudice  and  fcom 
On  different  lecls,  in  dilTereut  nations  born, 
Let  us,  my  Craufurd,  with  compaflion  view, 
Pity  their  pride,  but  fluin  their  error  too. 

From  Belvidere's   fair  groves,  and  mountains' 
green, 
Which  nature  rals'd,  rejoicing  to  be  feen. 
Let  us,  while  raptur'd  on  her  works  we  gaze, 
And  the  heart  riots  on  luxurious  pralle, 
Th'  expanded  thought,  the  boundlefs  wifli  retain. 
And  let  not  nature  moralize  in  vain. 

O  facred  guide  I  preceptrefs  more  fublime 
Than  f.igesboalting  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time  ! 
See  on  each  page  her  beauteous  volume  bear 
The  golden  characters  of  good  and  fair. 
All  human  knowledge  (blufli  collegiate  pride)  I 
Flows  from  her  works,  to  none  that  reads  denied; 

Shrill  the  dull  inmate  of  pedantic  walls, 
On  whofe  old  walk  the  funbeam  feldom  falls. 
Who  knows  of  nature,  and  of  man  no  more 

Than  tills  fome  page  of  antiquated  lore 

Shall  he,  in  words  and  terms  profoundly  wife. 
The  better  knowled^je  of  the  world  dcfpiie, 
Thirk  wifdom  center'd  in  a  falie  degree, 
And  fcom  the  fcholar  of  humanity  ?  [knoif| 

Sonictliing  of   men   thele  I'apient  drones  may 
Of  men  that  liv'd  two  thoufand  years  ago. 
Such  human  monfters  if  the  world  e'er  knew. 
As  ancient  vcrfe  and  ancient  (lory  drew  1 

If  to  one  object,  fyftem,  fcene  confin'd. 
The  I'uro  elTeift  is  narrowneis  of  mind. 

'Twas  thus  St.  Robert,  in  his  lonely  wood, 
Forfook  each  ibcial  duty— -to  be  good. 
Thus  Hoi)hes  on  one  dear  fyftem  hx'd  his  eyes. 
And  [irov'd  his  nature  wretched---to  be  wile. 
Each  zealot  thus,  elate  with  ghoftly  pride. 
Adores  his  Ciod,  and  hates  the  world  befide. 

Though  form'd  with  powers  to  grafp  this  VB 
nous  ball, 
Gods !   to  «  hat  mcannefj  may  the  fpirit  fall  ? 
Powers  that  Il.oald  fj)re<id  inreafon's  orient  ray,' 
How  arc  ihty  lUrkei.'J,  and  debarr'd  the  tiay  ? 

When  late  where  Tajo  rolls  his  ancien:  tide/ 
R^tieCling  clear  the  mouotaiD*»  purple  Ude, 


P     O     E 

Thy  genius,  Craufurd,  Britain's  legions  led, 
And  fear's  chill  cloud forfookeuclihright'ning  head, 
By  nature  brave,  and  generous  as  thou  art, 
Say  did  not  human  follies  vex  thy  heart  ? 
Glow'dnot  thy  breaft  indignant,  when  you  favv 
The  dome  of  murder  conftcrate  by  law  ? 
Where  fiends.  commilFion'd  with  the  legal  rod, 
In  pure  devotion,  burn  the  works  of  God. 

O  change  me,  powers  of  nature,  if  yc  can. 
Transform  me,  make  me  any  tiling  but  man. 
Yet  why  ?  This  heart  all  human  kind  forgives, 
While   Gillnian  loves  me,  and   while   Craufurd 

lives.  y 

Is  nature,  all-benevolcnt,  to  blame, 
That  half  her  offspring  are  their  mother's  Ihame  ? 
Did  (he  ordain  o'er  this  fair  fcene  of  things 
The  cruelty  of  prieAs,  or  pride  of  kings  ?      [fame. 
Though  worlds  lie  murder 'd  for  then-  wealth  or 
Is  nature,  all-benevolent,  to  blame  ? 

"  Yet  furely  once,  my  frv.nd,  Cue  feem'd  to  err  ; 
«<  For  W — ch — t  was" — Ke  w  as  not  made  by  her. 
Sure,  forni'd  of  clay  that  nature  held  in  fcorn. 
By  fiends  conllrudhed,  and  in  daiknefs  born, 
Rofe  the  low  wretch,  wlio,  defpicably  viie. 
Would  fell  his  country  for  a  courtier's  fmile ;  ; 

V/ould  give  up  all  to  truth  and  freedom  dca.r, 
To  dine  with  **'  *  or  fome  idiot  peer, 
Whofe  mean  malevolence,  in  dark  difguife 
The  man  that  never  injur'd  him  belies. 
Whole  afftions  bad  and  good  two  motives  guide. 
The  lerpent's  malice,  and  the  coxcomb's'pride. 
"  Is  there  a  wretch  fo  mean,  fo  bafe,  fo  low  ?" 
1  know  there  is — aflc  W — ch — t  if  lie  know. 

O  that  the  world  were  emptied  of  its  ilaves  I 
'That  all  the  fools  were  gone,  and  all  the  knaves  ! 
Then  might  we,  Craufurd,  with  delight  embrace, 
Inboandlefs  love  the  refl  of  human  race. 

But  let  not  knaves  mifantliropy  create. 
Nor  feel  the  gali  of  univtrfal  hate. 
Wherever  genius,  truth,  and  virtue  dwell, 
Polifli'd  in  courts,  or  finiple  in  a  cell. 
All  views  of  country,  fedfs,  and  creeds  apart, 
Thefe,  thefe  1  love    and  hold  them  to  my  heart. 

Vain  of  our  beauteous  iHe,  and  juftly  vain, 
For  freedom  here,  and  hccdth,  and  plenty  reign, 
V/e  different  lots  conteniptaouily  compare, 
And  boall,  like  children,  of  a  favourite's  fhare. 

Yet  though  each  vale  a  deeper  verdure  yields. 
Than  Arno's  banks,  or  Andalufia's  fields. 
Though  many  a   tree-crown'd   mountain    teems 

with  ore. 
Though  flocks  innumeroiis  whiten  every  fhore, 
Why  Ihould  we,  thus  witii  nature's  wealth  elate. 
Behold  lier  different  families  with  hate  ? 
Look  on  her  works— on  every  page  you'll  find 
Infcrib'd  the  doftrine  of  the  fociai  mind. 

See  countlefs  worlds  of  infeCl  b  jing  fhare 
Th'  unenvied  regions  of  the  liberal  air  ! 
In  the  fame  grove  what  mufic  void  of  Rrifc  ! 
Heirs  of  one  flream  v^hat  tribes  of  fcaly  life  ! 
See  earth,  and  air,  and  fire,  and  flood  combine 
Of  general  good  to  aid  the  great  defign  ! 

Where  Ancon  drags  o'er  Linooln's  lurid  plain, 
Like  a  flow  fnakc ,  his  dirty  winding  train, 
\Vhere  fogs  eternal  blot  the  face  of  day, 
Aad  the  iofc  bittern  moans  his  gloomy  way; 
As  well  we  might,  for  iinpropitio  ji  Ik  es. 
The  blamelefs  native  with  his  clijiie  defpife, 
Vol.  XI. 
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As  him  who  ftill  the  poorer  lot  partakes 
Of  Bifcay's  mountaiiis,  or  Batavia's  lakes. 

Yet  look  once  more  on  nature's  various  plan  ! 
Behold,  and  love  her  nobleft  creature,  ;  lan! 
She,  never  partial,  on  each  various  zone, 
Beftow'd  forae  portion  to  the  rell  unknown. 
By  mutual  interefl  meaning  thence  to  bind 
In  one  vail  chain  the  commerce  of  mankind. 

Behold,  ye  vain  diiUirbers  of  an  hour  ! 
Ye  dupes  of  fadtion  !  and  yc  ton's  6f  power  ! 
Poor  rioter's  on  life's  contradled  lls^e  ! 
Behold,  and  lofe  your  littknefs  o^iiigc  ! 
Throw  envy,  folly,  prejudice,  b-'hipd  f 
And  yield  to  truth  the  empire  of  the  mind. 

Immortal  truth  I  O  from  thy  ra&iaH  .cuine, . 
Where  light  created  firft  effay'd  to  fliine; 
Where  cluil'ringfl:ar=;  eternal. beams  difplay,.    ' 
And  gems  ethereal  drink  the  golden  day  ; 
To  chafe  this  moral,  clear  tnis  (enl-.i.-l  nigiit,    . 
O  filed  one  ray  of  thy  celeftial  light ! 
Teach  us,  while  wandering  tlnough  the  vale  be- 
low, 
We  know  but  little,  that  we  little  know. 
On;;  baani  to  mole-ey'd  prejudice  cinvey, 
Let  pride  perceive  one  mortifying  ray; 
Thy  glals  to  fools,  to  iniidels  appry. 
And  all  the  dimnefs  of  the  mental  eye. 

Flac'don  this  fhorc  of  time's  f-Ar-flretching  bourn, 
V/it'n  leave  to  look  on  nature  and,return  ; 
While  v/ave  on  wave  iinve'.;  the  human -tide. 
And  ages  fink,  forgotten  as  they  glide ; 
Can  life's  fhort  duties  better  be  diiciiarg'd, 
Than  when  we  leave  it  with  a  mind  enlarg'd  ?' 

Judg'd  not  the  old  philofopher  aright,  .  ■ 

\\'iien  thus  ye  preach,  his  pupils  in  his  fight  ?     .■    ■ 
"   It  matters  not,  my  friends,  how  low  or  high. 
Your  little  walk  of  traniient  life  m'-y  li-: 
Soon  will  the  reign  of  hope  and  fear  be  o'er, 
And  warring  pafllons  militate  no  more  : 
And  trull  me.  he  who  having  once  f'lrvey'd 
The  good  and  lair,  which  nature's  w-fdiunmade, 
The  foouefl:  to  his  former  fl;ate  retires, 
And  feels  the  peace  of  l^tislied  del;  .cs, 
(Let  others  deem  more  wifely  if  tiiey  can) 
I  look  on  h;m  to  be  the  happiefl:  man." 

So  though:  the  facred  fage,  in  v;hom  I  trnft, 
Becaufe  I  feel  his  fentiments  are  jufl:; 
'Tvvas-not  in  iuflrums  of  long  counted  years 
That  fv/eli'd  th'  alternate  reign  of  hopt  s  and  fears ; 
Not  in  the  fplendid  fcenes  of  pain  and  fl.rife, 
1  hat  wifdom  plac'd  the  dignity  of  life  ; 
To  lludy  nature  was  the  taflt  defign'd, 
And  learn  from  her  th'  enlargem  nt  of  the  niind ; 
I, earn  from  her  works  v.-hntever  truth  aam.ires, 
And  fleep  in  death  with  fatisfied  delires. 

THE  ENLARGEMENT  OF  THE   MIND. 

EPISTLE    II. 

To  WiTiam  Laughorne'M  A.    I-65. 
r.iGHT  jieard  his  voice,  and,  'qag<er  to  ■. 
Frcra  all  her  orient  founains  buifl  av 
At  nature's  birth,  O  !  n,.d  the  po<- •, 
Ccramanded  ^hus  the  inovai  fua  to  fit; 
Beam'd  on  the  nind  all  reafon's  infi...  . 
And  the  full  dav  ot  inttdoiflual  li  \'-- 
i  Ji.en  the  Tree  foul,  o!i  cr utu's  lh>   e- 
Had  never  languilh'd  m  this  ihi'do  .  ..i  e  .  1. 
P 
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Vf  t  thus  imperft;<5i  form'd,  thus  bHnd  and  vain, 
Doom'd  by  long  toil  a  {^linipfc  of  truth  to  gain  ; 
Lcyond  its  Iphcrc  fhall  human  wifdonigo, 
And  boldly  ccnfuic  what  i-  cannot  know  ? 
*  ris  Oi.r's  to  chcriflj  what  Htav'n  dcign'd  to  give, 
And  thankful  for  ilu  ^;ift  of  being  live. 

Progrcirivc  powers,  and  faculties  that  rife 
From  earth's  low  vale,  to  grafp  the  golden  flcics, 
'I'hough  dilhmt  far  from  perieiil  good  or  fair, 
Claim  the  due  thought,  and  afk  the  grateful  care. 

Come,  thin,  ihou  jiartnerof  my  liieand  name. 
From  one  dear  fource,  whom  nature  forni'd  the 

lame, 
Ally'd  more  nearlj-  in  each  nobler  part, 
And  more  the  friend  than  broth.er  ot  my  heart ! 
Let  us,  T  niikc  the  lucid  twins  that  rife 
At  diff.rent  times,  and  (hinc  in  diOant  (kies, 
With  mutual  eye  this  mental  world  iiuvey, 
3\Tark  the  fldw  rife  of  inielledual  day, 
View  reafon's  fourc.-,  if  man  the  I'ourcc  may  find, 
And  trace  each  fcicnce  that  exalts  the  mind. 

"  '1  hou  I'elf-api  ointed  lord  of  all  below  ! 
«'  Ambifious  man,  how  little  doft  thou  know  .> 
"  P'or  once  let  fancys  towering  thoughts  fubfide  ; 
"  Look  on  thy  birth,  and  mortify  thv  pride  ! 
"  A  p  aintivt  wretch,  fo  blind,  fo  holi^lefs  born, 
"  The  brute  lagacious  might  behold  with  Icorn. 
"  How  loon,  when  nature  gives  him  to  the  day, 
"   In  flrength  exulting,  does  he  bound  away  ! 
«  By  inlUnd  led,  the  foflering  trat  he  finds, 
"  Sports  in  the  ray,  and  flnins  the  fcurching  winds. 
"  No  grief  he  knows,  he  feels  no  groundlefs  fear, 
"  Feeds  without  cries,  and  flecps  without  a  tear. 
"  Did  he  but  know  to  reafon  and  compare, 
"  See  here  the  vaflal,  and  the  mailer  there, 
"   What  il  range  rcfledions  muR  the  fcene  afford, 
"  That  (how'd  the  weaknels  of  his  puling  lord." 

Thus  fophiflry  unfolds  her  fpacioui;  plan, 
Foim'd  not  to  huinble,  but  depreciate  man, 
Unjuft;  the  ccpfure,  if  unjull  to  rate 
His  pow'rs  and  merits  from  his  infant  flate. 
For,  gram  the  children  cf  the  flowery  vale 
By  inflinrt  wifer,  and  of  limbs  more  hale. 
With  equal  eye  their  perfed  ftate  exjilorc. 
And  all  the  vain  conipp.rifon's  no  more. 

"  But  why  fhouid  hfe,  fo  fhort  by  Hcav'n  or- 
"   duin'd, 
"  Ee  long  to  thoughtlcfs  infancy  confin'd — 
"  'l"o  thoughtlcfs  infancy,  or  vainly  fage, 
♦'  Mourn  through  the  languors  of  declining  age?" 

O  blind  to  truth  I  to  nature's  wifdom  blind  I 
And  all  that  fhe  dircds,  or  Heav'n  dthgn'd  ! 
J^thold  her  works  in  cities,  plains,  and  groves, 
All  life  that  vegetates,  and  life  that  moves! 
In  due  proportion,  as  each  being  (lays 
In  perfefh  life,  it  rills  and  decays. 

Is  man  long  helplcfs  ?  Through  each  tender  hour, 
See  love  parental  watch  the  blooming  flow'r  1 
Byop'ning  charms,  by  beauties  frefh  dilplay'd, 
And  fweets  unfolding  fee  that  love  repaid  1 

Has  age  its  pains.'  For  luxury  it  may — 
The  tcmp'ratc  wear  infenfibly  away, 
While  fage  experience,  and  tcflctflion  clear 
Beam  a  gay  fiinfliine  on  life's  lading  year. 

■  But  fee  fiom  age,  from  infant  weaknels  f«c, 
That  man  was  dellin'd  for  fociety  ? 
There  from  thole  ills  a  fafe  retreat  behold, 
Which  young  might  vanfjuiih,  or  afili(^  him  old. 


"  That  in  proportion  as  each  being  (lays 

In  perfect  life,  it  rifcs  and  decays 

Is  nature's  law — to  forms  alone  confin'd, 
I'hc  laws  of  matter  act  not  on  the  mind. 
I'oo  feebly,  fure,  its  faculties  muft  grow,    • 
An<l  reafon  brings  her  borrow'd  light  too  flow.' 

O!  dill  cenforious?  art  thou  rhtn  pofftls'd 
■  )f  reafon's  power,  and  does  fhe  rule  thy  breaft  ? 
.Say  what  th.-  ufe— had  I'rovidencc  afligii'd 

o  infant  yars  maturity  cf  mind  .' 
Th.it  thy  pert  ofispring,  as  their  father  wife. 
Might  Icon)  thy  jirccepts,  and  thy  pow'r  defpifc  ? 
Or  juourn,  with  ill-match'd  faculties  at  llrile, 
'.)'er  limbs  uncqeal  to  the  talk  rf  iif'.- .' 
I  o  feel  moic  feiifibly  the  woes  that  wait 
On  every  period,  as  on  every  (late  ; 
.And  flight,  fad  ronvids  of  the  painful  truth, 
'I'he  happier  trifles  of  unthinking  youth  .' 

Conclude  we-  then  the  progrels  of  tlie  mind, 
Ordain'd  by  wifdom  infinitely  k.nd  : 
No  innate  knowledge  on  the  foul  imprcft. 
No  birthright  inftindl  acting  on  the  bread. 
No  natal  light,  no  beams  from  heaven  d'fplay'd. 
Dart  through  the  darkncfs  of  the  mental  (hade. 
Perceptive  powers  we  hold  from  Heaven's  decree 
Alike  to  knou ledge  as  to  virtue  free, 
In  both  a  liberal  agency  we  bear, 
I'he  m.oral  here,  the  intelle<ftual  there  ; 
And  hence  in  b(>th  an  cqi;al  joy  is  known, 
1  he  confcious  plcafure  of  an  acl  our  o\\  n. 

When  firfl  the  trembling  eye  perceives  the  day, 
Extern-.d  form.s  on  young  percept itin  play  ; 
Exremal  forms  affcift  the  mind  alone, 
Their  diff'rent  pow'rs  and  properties  unknown, 
.''ee  the  pleas'd  infant  court  the  flaming  brand, 
Kag?r  to  grafp  the  glory  in  its  hand  ! 
I'hc  cryflil  wave  as  eager  to  pervade 
Stretch  its  fond  arms  to  meet  the  fmiling  (hade! 
When  memory's  call  the  mimic  words  obey. 
And  v;ing  the  fhought  that  i'aulters  en  its  way; 
When  wife  exjicrieiice  her  (low  verdicft  draws. 
The  fure  effedt  exploring  in  her  caufe, 
In  nature's  rude,  but  not  unfrnitful  wild, 
Reflee^Jon  fprings,  and  reafon  is  her  child: 
On  htj-  f.iir  (lock  the  blooming  cicn  grows, 
And  brighter  through  revolving  I'eaions  blows. 

All-beauteous  flow'r  I  immortal  (halt  thou  (hine, 
When  dim  with  age  yon  golden  orbs  decline; 
I'hy  orient  bloom,  unccnfcious  of  decay, 
."^hall  i'pread  and  fluurifh  in  eternal  day. 

O  !  with  what  art,  my  friend,  what  early  care, 
Should  wifdom  cultivate  a  plant  fo  i.iir! 
How  (hould  her  eye  the  rip'ningmind  revifc, 
.And  bl:ift  the  buds  of  folly  as  tlicy  rife  ! 
How  fliould  her  hand  with  induftry  reftrain. 
The  thriving  growth  of  pafllon's  fruitful  train, 
Afpiring  weeds,  whofe  lofty  arms  would  tow'r 
Willi  fatal  Ihade  o'er  reafon's  tender  flow'r. 

From  low  purfuits  the  ductile  raii-.d  to  iavc, 
Creeds  that  contra<fl,and  vices  thateiifiavc; 
O'er  liie's  rough  feas  its  doubtful  courfe  to  (leer, 
Unbroke  by  av'rice,  bigot'ry,  or  fear! 
lor  this  fdlrfciencc  fpreads  her  light  afar. 
And  fills  the  bright  urn  of  her  eadern  liar, 
liie  lilKT.il  pov/er  in  no  fequcller'd  cells, 
No  moonlhinecourt  of  dreaming  fchoolmcn  dwells; 
Diltinguilh'd  far  her  lofty  temple  Hands, 
Whcru  th'.;  tuU  mountain  looks  o'sr  diftant  lands; 
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All  round  her  throne  the  graceful  arts  appear. 
That  boaft  the  empire  of  the  eye  or  ear. 

See  favour'd  firft,  and  nearelt  to  the  throne 
By  the  rapt  mien  of  mufing  filence  known, 
Fled  from  herfelf,  the  pow'r  of  numbers  plac'd, 
Her  wild  thoughts  watch'd  by  harmony  and  tafte. 

There  (but  at  diltance  never  meant  to  vie) 
The  fuU-form'd  image  glancing  on  her  eye. 
See  lively  painting  1  on  her  various  face, 
Quick-gliding  forms  a  moment  find  a  place  ; 
She  looks,  fhe  a6ls  the  charatfler  flje  gives. 
And  a  new  feature  in  each  feature  lives. 

See  Attic  eafe  in  fculptiire's  graceful  air. 
Half  loofe  her  robe,  and  half  unbound  her  hair^ 
I'o  life,  to  life,  fhe  frailing  fecms  to  call. 
And  down  her  fair  hands  negligently  fall. 

I.aft,  but  not  meaneft  of  the  glorious  choir, 
See  mufic,  lift'ning  to  an  angel's  lyre. 

Simplicity,  their  beauteous  handmaid  dreft 
By  nature,  bears  a  field-flower  on  her  breaft. 

O  arts  divine  1   O  magic  powers  that  move 
The  fprings  of  truth,  enlarging  truth,  and  love  ! 
Loft  in  ther  charms  e  ich  mean  attachment  end«. 
And  tafte  and  knowledge  thus  are  virtue's  friends. 

Thus  nature  deigns  to  fympathife  with  art. 
And  leads  the  moral  beauty  to  the  heart  ; 
There,  only  there,  that  ftrong  attradlion  lies, 
Which  wakes  the  foul,  and  bids  her  graces  rife  ; 
Lives  in  thofe  powers  of  harmony  that  bind 
Congenial  heaits,  and  ftretch  from  mind  to  mind  : 
Glow'd  in  that  warmth,  that  fecial  kindnefsgave, 
Which  once— the  reft  is  filence  and  the  grave. 

O  tears,  that  warm  from  wounded  friendfliip 
flow  ! 
O  thoughts  that  wake  to  monuments  of  Woe ! 
Refledtion  keen,  that  points  the  painful  dait; 
Mem'ry,  that  fpeeds  its  paliage  to  the  heart ; 
Sad  monitors,  your  cruel  power  fufpend, 
And  hide,  for  ever  hide,  the  buried  friend: 
—In  vain — confeft  I  fee  my  Craufurd  ftand, 
And  the  pen  falls — fails  from  my  trembling  hand, 
E'en  death's  dim  fliadow  leeks  to  hide  in  vain. 
That  lib'ral  afpecfl,  and  that  Unile  humane  ; 
E'en  death's  dim  fliadow  wears  a  languid  light. 
And  his  eye  beams  through  everlafting  night. 

Till  the  laft  (igh  of  genius  fliall  expire, 
His  keen  eye  faded,  and  extimft  his  fire. 
Till  time,  in  league  with  envy  and  with  death, 
31aft  the  (kiU'd  hand,  and  ftop  the  tuneful  breath, 
My  Craufurd  ftill  (hall  claim  the  rriournful  fong. 
So  long  remember'd,  aiul  bewaii'd  folong. 

ODE 

TO  THE  RIVER  EDEN*.     t'JS9' 

Delightful  Eden  !  parent  ftream. 

Yet  fliail  the  maids  of  memory  fay, 
(When,  led  by  fancy's  fairy  dream, 

My  young  rteps  trac'd  thy  winding  way) 
Kow  oft  along  thy  mazy  Ihore, 
That  many  a  gloomy  alder  bore. 

In  penfive  thought  their  poet  ftray'd ; 
Or,  carelefs  thrown  thy  bank  befide. 
Beheld  thy  dimly  waters  glide, 

Bright  through  the  trembling  fhade, 

*  Ja  the  (ounty  of  JVeJlmorelmd^ 


Yet  fhall  they  paint  thofe  fcenes  again, 

Where  once  with  infant-joy  he  play'd 
And  bending  o'er  thy  liqu.d  plain, 

The  azure  worlds  bel jw  furvey'd  : 
Led  by  the  rofy  handed  hours, 
When  time  trijjp'd  o'er  yon  bank  of  floweri. 

Which  in  thy  cryftai  bofom  fmil'd  ; 
Though  old  the  god,  yet  light  and  gay. 
He  flung  his  glals  and  fcythe  away, 

And  feem'd  hinifelf  a  ch.ld. 

The  poplar  tall,  thit  waving  near 

Would  whifper  to  thy  murmurs  free; 
Yet  ruftling  fcems  to  footh  mme  ear. 

And  trembles  when  1  figh  for  thee. 
Yet  feated  on  thy  flielving  brim, 
Can  fancy  fee  the  naiads  trim 

Burnifti  their  green  locks  in  the  fun  ; 
Or  at  the  laft  lone  hour  of  day, 
To  chafe  the  lightly  glancing  fay. 

In  airy  circles  run. 

But,  fancy,  can  thy  mimic  power 

Again  thofe  happy  moments  bring? 
Canrt  thou  reftoie  that  golden  hour. 

When  young  joy  wav'd  his  laughing  wingi? 
When  firft  in  Eden  s  rofy  vale. 
My  full  heart  pour'd  the  lover's  tale. 

The  vow  fincere,  devoid  of  guile  ! 
While  Delia  in  her  panting  breaft. 
With  fighs  the  tender  thought  fuppreft, 

And  look'd  as  angels  fmile. 

O  goddefs  of  the  cryftai  bow. 

That  dwell'ft  the  golden  meads  among  j 
Whofe  ftreams  ftill  fair  in  memory  flow, 

VVhofe  murmurs  melodif?  my  fongl 
Oh  '.  yet  thofe  gleams  of  joy  difpiay. 
Which  brightening  glow'd  infancy's  ray. 

When  near  the  lucid  urn  rcclin'd. 
The  dryad,  nature,  bar'd  her  breaft. 
And  left,  in  naked  charms  impreft, 

Her  image  on  my  mind. 

In  vain— the  maids  of  memory  fair 

No  more  in  golden  vifions  play; 
No  friendftiip  fmooths  the  brow  of  care, 

No  Delia's  fmile  approves  my  lay. 
Yet,  love  and  friendftiip  loft  to  me, 
'  f  is  yet  fome  joy  to  think  of  the6. 

And  in  thy  breaft  this  moral  find- 
That  life,  though  ftain'd  with  forrow's  (howeis. 
Shall  flow  ferene,  while  virtue  pours 

Her  funfliine  on  the  mind. 

AUTUMNAL  ELEGY. 

While  yet  my  poplar  yields  a  doubtful  fhai^. 
Its  lalt  leaves  trembling  to  the  zephyr's  ftgh. 

On  this  fair  plain,  ere  every  verdure  fade, 
Or  the  lalt  fmiles  of  golden  autumn  die  ; 

Wilt  thou,  my ,  at  this  penfive  hour. 

O'er  nature's  rllin^  hear  thy  friend  complain ; 

While  his  heart  labours  with  th'  infpiring  power. 
And  from  his  pen  fpontaneous  flows  the  ftrain  i 

Thy  gentle  breaft  ftiall  melt  with  kindred  fighj, 
Yet  haply  grieving  o'er  a  parent's  bier  j 
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Poets  are  nature's  children :  when  flic  dies 
Aflcdlion  mouins,  and  duty  drops  a  tear. 

Why  are  ye  filent,  brethren  of  the  grove, 
Fond  Philomel,  thy  many-chorded  lyre 

So  Uveetly  tun'd  to  tendernefs  and  love, 
Shall  love  no  more,  or  tcndernels  infpire  ? 

O,  mix  once  more  thy  gentle  lays  with  mine  I 
For  well  our  paffion^,  well  our  notes  agree  : 

An  abfei't  love,  fivcet  bird,  may  foften  thine  ; 
An  abfent  love  demands  a  tear  from  me. 

Yet,  ere  we  (lumber,  !'or.g(lers  of  the  (ky. 

Through  the  lung   night  of  winter,  wild  and 
(liear : 

O,  let  us  tune,  ere  love  an4  fancy  die. 
One  tender  farewell  to  the  fading  year'. 

Farewell  ye  wild  hills,  fcattcr'd  o'er  with  fpring  '. 

Sweet  finiiiidc,  where  Flora  ('mild  unfcen  1 
Farewell  each  lireeze  of  balmyburden'd  wing  1 

The  violet's  blue  bank,  and  the  tall  wood  green  I 

Y.e  timeful  groves  of  Delvidere  adieu  !  [reft  I 

Kind  fliades,  that  wlii(|.cr  o'er  my  Craufurd's 
From  courts,  from  ("enates,  and  from  camps  to  you, 
'  ^When  fancy  leads  him,  no  inglorious  gucft. 

Dear  fliade«,  adieu  !  where  late  th"  moral  mufe, 
Led  by  the  diyad,  fil-nce,  oft  reolinM, 

Taught  meanneis  to  extend  her  little  views, 
And  look  on  nature  to  enlarge  her  mind. 

Farewell  the  walk  alo«g  the  woodland  vale  I 
Flower-feeding  rills  in  murmurs  drawn  awayl 

Farewell  the  fweet  breath  of  the  early  gale, 
And  the  dear  glories  of  the  doling  day  1 

The  n^raele(s  charms  of  hifih,  poetic  thought, 

That  fpriiig's  green  hours  to  fancy's  children 
bore  ; 
I'he  words  divine,  in1af,ination  wrote 

On  (lumber's  light  leaf,  by  the  murmuring  fliore. 
Ail,  all  adieu  '.  from  autumn's  fober  power 

Fly  the  dear  dreams  of  fprins^'?  delightful  reign; 
Cay  nunmer  Itripi  her  roiy-mantlcd  bower. 

And  rude  winds  waftc  the  glories  of  her  train, 

Yet  autumn  yields  her  joys  of  humbler  kind  ; 

Sad  o'er  her  golden  ruins  2s  wc  firay. 
Sweet  melancholy  fooths  the  mulmg  miiid. 

And  nature's  charm?,  delightfCil  in  decay. 

Ajl-bouoteous  Pov/er,  whom  hnppy  worlds  adore. 
With  every    Icene   fome   grateful   change   Ihe 
brings—    .1,.    -..,,;    . 

In  winter's  wild  fnows,  autumn's  golden  flore, 
III  glowing  funimei's,  and  in  blooming  fpringsl  i 

O  mofl  bclov'd  !  the  fairrft  and  the  bell 
Of  ;tll  her  works  I   may  frill  thy  lover  find 

Fair  nature's  franknefs  in  thy  gentle  breaft; 

Like  her  be  various,  but  like  her  be  kind. 

'  I 

Then,  when  the  fpring  of  fmiling  youth  is  o'er; 

When  filmnu'r's  glories  yields  to  autumn's  fway ; 
Wlien  golden  auturnn  finks  in  winter's  hoar  ; 

And  life  declining  yields  its  lafl  weak  ray ; 

In  thy  lov'd  arms  my  fainting  age  fliall  clofe. 
On  thee  my  f>nd  eye  bend  its  trembling  light: 

RftTiembranc-e  fweet  flialt  footh  my  laft  repofe. 
And 'my  foul  blefs  thee  in  ets:rnal  night. 


TO  THE  SAME.    1763. 

When  pale  beneath  the  frowning  fhade  of  death, 
No  focrthing  voice  of  love  or  friendfhip  nigh; 

While  ftrong  eonvulfions  feiz'd  the  lab'ring  breath. 
And  life  fufpcndcd  left  each  vacant  eye  ; 

Where,  in  that  moment,  fled  th'  immortal  mind  > 
To  what  new  region  did  the  fpirit  ftray  ? 

Found  It  fome  bo(om  holpitably  kind, 

Some  breait  that  took  the  wanderer  in  its  way? 

To  thee  my ,  in  that  deathful  hour. 

To  thy  dear  bo(bm  it  once  more  rcturr.'d  ; 

And  wrapt  in 's  folitary  bower, 

Ihe  luins  of  its  former  manlion  moum'd. 

But  didft  thou,  kind  and  gentle  as  thou  art, 
O'er  lliy  pale  lover  ihcd  the  generous  tear  ? 

From  thole  Iweet  eyes  did  pity's  foftnefs  dart. 
When  fancy  laid  him  on  the  lowiy  bier  ? 

Didft  thou  to  Heav'n  addrefs  the  forceful  prayer, 
Fold  thy  fair  hands,  and  raife  the  mournful  eye, 

Implore  each  power  benevolent  to  fpare, 
And  call  down  pity  from  the  golden  fky  ? 

O,  born  at  once  to  blefs  rae  and  to  fave. 

Exalt  my  life,  and  dignify  my  lay  1 
Thou  too  fhak  triumph  o'er  the  mouldering  grave. 

And  cA  thy  brow  ilmli  bloom  the  deathjefs  bay. 

Dear  (hades  of  genius !  heirs  of  endlefs  fanne  I 
That  in  ycur  laureat  crowns  the  myrtle  wove, 

Snatch'd  from  oblivion  beauty's  facre»l  name. 
And  grew  immojtai  in  the  arms  of  love  ! 

O,  may  we  meet  you  in  fome  hap])ier  clime  I 
S'Miie  lafer  vaL-  beneath  a  genial  Iky  I 

Whence  all  the  woes  that  load  the  wing  of  time, 
Difeafe,  and  death,  and  fear,  and  fiailty  fly  '. 

TO  THE  SAME. 
The  Complaint  bfher  Ring-Loie. 

Far  from  the  fmilesofblue  hefperian  Ikies, 
Far  from  thoie  vales,  where  flowery  pleafures 
dwell, 

(Dear  fcenes  of  freedom  loft  to  thefe  fad  eyes)! 
How  hard  to  languilh  in  this  lonely  cell  I 

W' hen  genial  gales  relume  the  fires  of  love; 

When  laughing  fpring  leads  round  the  jocund 
year ; 
Ah.  view  with  pity,  gentle  maid,  your  dove, 

From  every  heart-felt  jcy  fecluded  here  '. 

To  me  no  more  the  laughing  fpring  looks  gay  ; 

Nor  annual  loves  rcliime  iny  languid  breaft  j 
Time  ilowly  drags  the  long,  dclightlefs  day, 

7'hrough  one  dull  I'ccne  of  (ohtary  reft. 

Ah  I  what  avails  that  dreaming  fancy  roves 
Through  the  wild  beauties  of  her  native  reign  ! 

Breathes  in  green  fields,  and  feeds  in  frcflieuing' 
groves. 
To  wake  lo  anguifB  in  this  hopelefs  chain  ? 

Tiiough  fondly  footh'd  with  pity's  tendered  care, 
Though  ftill  by "s  gentle  hand  careft, 

For  the  free  forelt,  and  the  boundkM's  air. 
The  rebel,  nature,  murmurs  in  my  breaft. 
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Ah,  let  not  nature, ,  plead  in  vain  1 

For  kiiidneis,  fure,  fhould  grace  a  ftrm  fo  fair  ! 

Reftore  me  to  my  native  wilds  again, 
To  the  free  foreft,  and  the  boundlefs  aii^. 

TO  THE  SAME.    ' 

SONNET. 

Iti  the  Manner  of  Petrarch.    ly^S^ 
On  thy  fair  morn>  O  hope-infpirin^  May  I 
The  fvveeteft  twins  that  ever  nature  bore, 

Where vale  her  field-flower  garland 

wove, 
Young  love  and  fancy  met  the  genial  day. 
And,  as  on  the  thyme-green  bank  I  lay, 

A  nymph  of  gentleft  mien  their  train  before, 
Came  with  a,  fmile  ;  and   fwain,  fhe  cried,  no 
more 
To  penfive  ibrrow  tune  thy  hopelefs  lay. 

Friends  of  thy  heart,  fee  love  and  fancy  bring 
Each  joy  that  youth's  enchanted  bofom  warms  ! 

Delight,  that  rifles  all  the  fragrant  fpring  1 
Fair-lianded  hope,  that  paints  unfading  charms ! 
And    dove-like    faith,    that    waves    her  filver 

wing. 

Thefe,  fwain,  are  thine  ;  for  meets  thy 

arms. 

TO  THE  SAME. 
Wrapped  round  a  Nofegay  of  Violets.     17.61. 
Dear  ohie(n:  of  my  late  and  early  prayer  ! 
Source  of  my  joy,  and  folace  of  my  care  \ 
Whofe  gentle  friendlliip  fiich  a  charm  can  give, 
As  makes  me  wifh,  and  tells  me  how  to  live ! 
To  thee  the  mufe  with  grateful  hand  would  bring 
Thefe  firfl;  fair  children  of  the  doubtful  fpring. 
O  may  they,  fearlefs  of  a  varying  fky. 
Bloom  on  thy  breaft,  and  fmile  beneath  thine  eye  I 
In  fairer  lights  their  vivid  blue  difplay. 
And  fweeter  breathe  their  little  lives  away  1 

TO  THE  SAME. 

Q?i  the  Moral  RefeBions  contained  in  her  An- 
fivcrto  the  above  Vcrfes.    i-jSi. 
SwiET  moralift  I  whofe  moving  truths  impart 
At  once  delight  and  anguifli  to  my  heart ! 
Though  human  joys  their  fliort-liv'dfweets  exhale, 
Like  the  wan  beauties  of  the  w.aifed  vale  ; 
Yet  trull  the  mufe,  fair  friendftiip's  flower  fhall 

laft. 
When  life's  fliort  funfliine,  like  its  ftorms,  is  paft  ; 
Bloom  in  the  iields  of  fome  ambrofial  fhore, 
Where  time,  and  death,  and  fickneis,  are  no  more. 

WRITTEN  IN  A  COLLECTION  OF  MAPS. 

Realms  of  this  globe,  that  ever-circling  run, 
And  rife  alternate  to  embrace  the  fun  ; 
Shall  I  with  envy  at  my  lot  repine, 
Becaufe  I  boaft  fofmall  a  portion  mine  ? 
If  e'er  in  thought  of  Andalufiaf's  vines, 
Golconda's  jewels,  or  Potofi's  mines ; 
If  thefe,  or  thofe,  if  vanity  forgot 
The  humbler  bleffin^s  of  my  little  lot ; 


Then  may  the  ftreani  that  murmurs  n^af  my  door, 
The  waving  grove  that  loves  its  mazy  fliore, 
vVithhold  each  foothing  pleafure  that  they  gave, ^ 
No  longer  murmur,  and  no  longer  wave  1 

■  — -f 
THEODOSIUS  TO  CONST ANTlA.i76»: 

Let  others  feek  the  lying  aids  of  art. 
And  bribe  the  paliions  to  betray  the  heart; 
Truth,  facred  truth,  and  faith  unfkill'd  to  feign. 
Fill  my  fond  breaft,  and  prompt  my  artlefs  ftrain. 

Say,  did  thy  lover,  in  fome  happier  hour. 
Each  ardent  thought  in  wild  profufion  pour ; 
With  eager  fondnefs  on  thy  beauty  gaze, 
And  talk  with  all  the  ecilafy  of  praife  ? 
The  heart  fincere  its  pleafing  tumult  prov'd ; 
All,  all  declar'd  that  Theodofius  lov'd. 

Let  raptur'd  fancy  on  that  moment  dwell. 
When  thy  dear  vov/s  in  trembling  accents  fell ; 
■When  love  acknowledg'd  wak'd  the  tender  figh, 
SwcU'd  thy  full  breaft,  and  fiU'd  .thy  melting  eye. 

O  1  bleft  for  ever  be  th'  aufpicious  day. 
Dance  all  its  hours  in  pleafure's  golden  ray  I 
Pale  furrow's  gloom  from  every  eye  depart  ! 
And  laughing  joy  glide  lightly  through  the  heart  1 
Let  village-maids  their  feilive  brows  adorn, 
And  with  frefli  garlands  meet  the  fmiling  morn; 
Each  happy  fwain,  Ijy  faithful  love  repaid. 
Pour  his  warm  vows,  and  court  his  village  maid. 

Yet  fliall  the  fcene  to  ravifti'd  memory  rife  : 
Coiiftantia  prefent,  yet  fliall  meet  thefe  eyes  ; 
On  her  fair  arm  her  beauteous  head  reclin'd. 
Her  locks  flung  carelefs  to  the  fportful  wind. 
While  love  a^d  fear  contending  in  her  face, 
Flufli  every  rofe,  and  heighten  every  grace. 

0  never,  while  of  life  and  hope  poffeft. 
May  this  dear  image  quit  my  faithful  breaft  '. 
The  painful  hours  of  ablence  to  beguile. 
May  thus  Conftantia  look,  Conitantia  fmile  I 

ELEGY.    1760. 

The  eye  of  nature  never  refts  from  care; 

She  guards  her  children  with  a  parent's  love  ; 
And  not  a  mifchief  reigns  in  earth  or  air, 

But  time  deftioys,  or  remedies  remove. 
In  vain  no  ill  flrall  haunt  the  walks  of  life. 

No  vice  in  vain  the  human  heart  deprave, 
The  pois'nous  flower,  the  tempeft's  raging  ftrife, 

From  greater  pain,  from  greater  ruin  fave. 
Lavinia,  form'd  with  every  powerful  grace. 

With  all  that  lights  the  flame  of  young  defire  ; 
Pure  eafe  of  wit,  and  elegance  of  face, 

A  foul  of  fancy,  and  an  eye  all  fire. 
Lavinia  I — Peace,  my  bufy  fluttering  breaft  '. 

Nor  fear  to  languifli  in  thy  former  pain  : 
At  length  flie  yields— Ihe  yields  the  needful  reft  ; 

And  frees  her  lover  from  his  galling  chain. 
The  golden  ftar,  that  leads  the  radiant  morn. 

Looks  not  fo  fair,  frelTi  rifi-gfiam  tiie  main; 
But  her  bent  eyebrow  bears  torbuiding  fcorn,. — 

But  pride's  fell  iunes  every  heart-firing  ftrain. 

Lavinia,  than.ks  to  thy  ungentle  mind  ; 

1  now  behold  thee  with  indifferent  eyes  ; 
And  reafondarss,  thou  love  as  death  be  blind, 

Thy  gay,  thy  worthlefs  beiiig'to  defpife. 
Piii 
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Jcauty  tniy  cTjann  without  one  inward  grace, 
And  fair  proportions  win  »he  captive  htirt ; 

But  let  rank  priile  the  plcnfnig  form  dcbafe. 
And  love  dilgiilled  bic.ik>  luscrnn;;  dart. 

The  youth  th»t  once  ilie  fcuiptur'd  nymph  ad- 
mir'd, 
« Had  luok'd  with  fcornful  laupliter  on  hT  charmj, 
If  the  vain  form,  with  rc>ent  iit'e  infpir'd. 
Had  turtiM  difdainful  from  his  offcr'd  arms. 

C^o.  thou^iitlersmaid  I  of  tranfieiit  beauty  vain, 
Feed  the  high  thought,  the  towering  hope  ex- 
tend ; 

Still  may'ft  thou  dream  of  fplendour  in  thy  train, 
And  I'mileiupetb,  wlulc  love  and  flattery  bend. 

For  me,  fweet  peace  (liall  footk  my  troubled  mind, 
And  ealy  flmnbers  cluU-  my  weary  eyes; 

Since  rehfondarcf,  tboujjh  love  as  death  be  blind, 
Thy  gay,  thy  worthlels  being  to  defpifc. 

INSCRIPTION  OS  THE  DOOR  OF  A 
STUDY. 
O  THuti  that  llialt  prcfiime  tft  tread 
Tliis  manlion  of  the  mi;^hty  de:id, 
Com-  with  the  free,  untaiiircd  mind  ; 
The  nurle,  the  pedant  leave  behind; 
And  all  tliHt  fupcrltitioii   fraii;;ht 
"VVjth  folly's  lore,  thy  youth  has  taught— 
!Each  thought  that  reafon  can't  retairi— » 
leave  it,  and  learn  to  ihinl:  again. 
Yet,  while  thy  (tudious  o>(s  explore. 
And  range  thcfe  various  volumes  o'er, 
Trud  blindly  to  no  fav'rite  pen,         » 
Kemembering  authors  are  but  men. 
TIas  fair  philofoijhy  thy  love  ? 
Awiiv!    fhc  lives  ill  yonder  grove. 
If  the  fwctt  mule  thy  plenfurc  givet, 
"With  hT,  in  yonder  grnvc,  ilie  lives: 
And  if  religion  claims  thy  care, 
jleligion,  lied  from  books,  is  there. 
J'or  tuil  from  nature's  works  we  drew 
Our  knowledge,  and  our  virtue  too. 

TO  LORD  GRANBY. 

In  fpite  of  ail  the  ruily  fools 

That  glean  old  nonfenfe  in  the  fchools ; 

INature,  a  miitrcfs,  never  coy, 

3Ias  wrote  on  all  her  works — er.joy. 

Shall  we  then  ttarvc.  like  C.leon'.s  wife. 

And  die  to  f;ive  a  makewi-ight'-  l.te  ? 

!N'o,  friend  of  nature,  yau  difdain. 

So  fair  a  hand  llio'ild  work  In  Vain. 

But,  good  my  lord,  make  her  your  guide. 
And  err  n  t  on  the  otlicr  lidc  : 
I. ike  her,  in  ail  >ou  dei<^n  to  do, 
'he  liberal,  but  be  fparmg  too. 

\\'lien  fly  Sir  looy,  night  by  night, 
"V^'ith  his  dear  V>ags  repa  es  his  Gifht; 
And  con.rirnce,  realon,  p  ty,  fleep. 
Though  virtue  pine,  though  merit  weep; 
I  fee  thf  keen  reproaches  flv 
Indignant  from  your  hoiiell  eye; 
lucli  bounteous  >v  ;;h  glow  s  unconfin'd, 
And  your  brcall  labours  to  be  kind. 

At  this  w.ii'm  hour,  my  lord,  beware 
The  fervile  flallercr's  fpecious  Inare, 
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The  fawning  fycophant,  whofe  art 
Marks  the  kmd  motions  of  the  heart; 
Each  idle,  each  infldious  knave, 
That  a(5^«  the  graceful,  wife,  or  brave. 

With  icilivc  beard,  and  focial  eye, 
You've  fecn  old  holpitaliry  ; 
Mounted  aftride  the  mol'«-grown  wall. 
The  gennis  of  the  ancirnt  hall. 
So  rcvrrend,  with  fuch  couftly  glee. 
He  fei  v'd  your  noble  anccflry  ; 
And  turn'd  the  liinge  of  many  a  gate, 
For  RutTel.  Rous,  Plantagenet. 
No  lying  porti  r  levied  there 
His  due»  on  all  imported  ware ; 
There,  rai^g'd  in  row^,  nolivery'd  train 
L'er  hegji'd  their  iiia'ler's  bf  et  agam; 
No  flatterer's  planetary  f.ue 
'Plied  for  a  bottle,  or  a  ;j!ace. 

Toad-eating  France,  and  tiddling  Rome, 
Kept  their  lean  rafcals  itarv'd  ai  home. 
"  Thrice  happy  days  1'' 

In  this,  'tis  true. 

Old  times  were  btttir  than  the  new; 

Yet  feme  egregious  faults  you'll  fee 

In  ancient  hoi'pitality. 

See  motley  crowds,  his  roof heneath. 

Hut  poor  ibcicty  to  death  I 

Priclts,  knighis,  and  'fquircs,  debating  wiU, 

On  themes  unworthy  of  a  child  ; 

Till  the  ftrange  compliment  commences. 

To  ijraife  their  \.o'\,  and  lofe  their  lenfes. 
Go  then,  my  lord  1  keep  open  hall ; 

Proclaim  your  table  free  for  all  ; 

Go,  farrifice  your  time,  your  wealth. 

Your  patience,  liberty,  and  health. 

To  Inch  a  thought-renouncing  crew. 

Such  foes  to  care — ev'n  care  for  you. 

"  Heav'ns  1  and  are  thefe  the  plagues  that  wail 

"  Around  tha  hofpitable  gate — 

"   Let  tenfold  iron  bolt  my  door, 

"   And  the  gaunt  muflifli"  growl  before  ; 

*'    rherc,  not  one  hamati  creature  ^ligh, 

"  Save,  dear  Sir  Toby,  you  and  I, 

"  In  c)nic  fllcnce  let  us  dwell ; 

"   Yc  plagues  of  focial  life  farewell  I" 
Diipleafes  this?  Tlie  modern  way, 

Perhaps,  may  pleafe — a  public  da/. 

"   A  public  dav  1  detefted  name  1 

."  The  farce  of  fiiendlhip,  and  the  fhame. 

"  Did  ever  focial  freedom  come 

"   Within  the  pale  of  drawing-room  ? 

"  See  pi(ftur'd  round  the  formal  crowd  '. 

"  How  nice,  how  jult  each  attitude  ! 

"  My  lord  approaches— what  furprife  I 

"    The  pi<f\ures  fpcak,  the  pictures  rife  '. 

"  Thrice  ten  times  told  the  lame  falute, 

"  Once  more  the  mimic  forms  the  mute. 

"   Meanwhile  the  envious  rows  between, 

"  Dillrurt  and  fcandal  walk  unfeen  ; 

"  Their  poifons  filently  infufe, 

♦•   Till  thefe  Uifpeft,  and  thofc  ahufe.   . 
"  Far,  far  from  thefe,  in  fnmc  lone  (liade, 

"  Let  me,  in  e.u'y  filence  laid, 

"  Where  never  fools,  or  Haves  intrude, 

*'  Knjoy  the  fw^ets  of  folilude  1" 

What,  quit  the  commerce  of  mankind  I 
Leave  virtue,  fame,  and  worth  behind  1 
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Who  fly  to  folitary  reft, 
Are  reafon's  favages  at  beft. 

Though  human  life's  extenfive  fi'^'l 
Wild  weeds,  and  vexing  brambles  yield  j 
Behold  her  fmiling  vallies  bear 
MelliflLioiis  fruits,  and  flowers  fair  1 
The  crowds  of  folly  you  delpife--- 
Affociate  with  the  good  and  wife  ; 
For  virtue,  rightly  underitood. 
Is  to  be  wife,  and  to  be  good. 

MONODY.    1759. 

Ah,  fcenes  belov'd  !   ah,  confcious  fhades, 
That  wave  thefe  parent-vales  alung  '. 

Ye  bbwers,  where  fancy  met  the  tuneful  maids, 

Ye  mountains  vocal  with  my  Doric  fong, 

Teach  your  wild  echoes  to  complain 

In  fighs  of  folemn  woe,  in  broken  founds  of  pain. 

For  her  I  mourn, 
Now  the  coM  tenant  of  the  thoughtlefs  urn— 

For  her  bewail  thefe  (treams  of  woe, 

For  her  thefe  filial  forrowsflow; 
Source  of  my  life,  that  led  my  tender  years 

With  all  a  parent's  pious  fears ; 
That  nurs'd  my   infant   thought,  and  taught  my 
mi  ad  to  grow. 

Careful  flie  intrk'd  each  dangerous  way, 

Where  youth's  unwary  footlteps  Itray: 
She  taught  the  ftrugglingpafliuns  to  fubfide  ; 

Where  facred  truth  and  reafon  guide, 
In  virtue's  glorious  path  to  feek  the  realms  of  day. 

Lamented  goodnefs  1  yet  I  fee 
The  fond  affedtion  melting  in  her  eye  : 
She  bends  its  tearful  orb  on  me. 
And  heaves  the  tender  ligh  ; 
As  thoughtful,  fhe  the  toils  furveys. 
That  crowd  in  life's  perplexing  maze, 
And  for  her  children  leels  again 
All,  all  that  love  can  fear,  and  all  that  fear  can 
feign. 
O  beft  of  parents  I  let  me  pour 
My  forrows  o'er  thy  filent  bed  : 

There  early  Itreiv  the  vernal  flower. 
The  parting  tear  at  evening  Ibed — 
Alas !  are  thefe  the  only  meed 
Ot  each  kind  thought,  each  virtuous  deed, 
Thefe  fruitlefs  offerings  that  embalm  the  dead  ? 

Then,  fairy-feated  hope,  forbear--- 

No  more  thy  fond  illulions  fpread  ; 
Thy  fliadowy  fcenes  difiolv'd  in  air, 
Thy  vifionary  profpecfts  fled  ; 
With  her  they  fled,  ;it  whore  lamented  flirine. 

Love,  gratitude,  and  duty,  mingled  tears, 
Condemn'd  each  filial  office  to  refign,  [years. 

Nor  hopeful  more  to  footh  her  lojng-declining 

TO  MRS 

In  Tears  for  the  Death  of  a  Friend.    ijCz. 

So  feeble  nature  weeps  o'er  friendfliip's  grave, 
And  mourns  the  rigour  of  that  law  flie  gave  : 
Yet,  (vhy  not  weep?    VVhen  in  that  grave  expire 
All  Pembroke's  elegance,  all  Waldegrave's  fire. 
No  mure  thofe  eyes  in  foft  effulgence  move, 
No  mcxc  that  bofom  fesis  the  fnark  of  love. 
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O'er  thofe  pale  cheeks  the  drooping  graces  mourn, 
\jid  fancy  tears  her  wild  wreath  o'er  that  urn. 
There  hope  at  heav'n  once  caft  a  doubtful  eye, 
Content  repin'd,  and  patience  Hole  a  figh. 
Fair  frienJlliip  griev'd  o'er  — — 's  facred  bier, 
And  virtue  wept,  for dropt  a  tear. 

TO  MRS.  GILLM.^N. 

With  fenfc  enough  for  half  your  fexbefide, 

With  jult  no  more  than  necefl'ary  pride  ; 

With  knowledge  caught  from  nature's  living  page, 

Politely  Icarn'd,  and  elegantly  fage— 

Alas !  how  piteous,  that  in  fuch  a  mind 

So  many  foibles  free  reception  find  1 

Can  fuch  a  mind,  ye  gods  1   admit  difdain  ? 

Be  partial,  envious,  covetous,  and  vain  .' 

Unwelcome  truth  !   to  love,  to  blindnefs  clear  I 

Yet  Gillman,  hear  it; — while  you  blufli  to  hear. 

That  in  your  gentle  breaft  difdain  can  dwell. 
Let  knavery,  meannefs,  pride  that  feel  it,  tell '. 
Witli  partial  eye  a  friend's  defeats  you  fee. 
And  look  with  kindnefs  on  my  faults  and  me. 
And  does  no  envy  that  fair  mind  o'erfliade  ? 
Does  no  Ihort  figh  for  greater  wealth  invade  ; 
When  file  lit  merit  wants  the  foftering  meed. 
And  the  warm  willi  fuggefls  the  virtuous  deed? 
Fairly  the  charge  of  vanity  you  prove. 
Vain  of  each  virtue  of  the  friends  you  love. 

What  charms,  what  arts  of  magic  have  confpir'4 
Ot  power  to  make  fo  many  faults  admir'd  .'' 

FRAGMENT  OF  A  POEM, 

IVritten  at  Clart-Hall,   on  the  Kind's  ActeJJton, 
1760. 


While  every  gale  the  voice  of  triumph  brings. 
And  fmiliiig  vidlory  waves  her  purple  wings; 
While  earth  and  ocean  yield  their  ful  jeer  powers, 
Neptune  his  waves  and  Cybele  her  towers  ; 
Yet  will  you  deign  the  mufe's  voice    o  liear. 
And  let  her  welcome  greet  a  monarch's  ear  ? 
Yes  ;   'midft  the  toils  of  glory  ill-repaid, 
.  U't  has  the  monarch  fought  her  toothing  aid. 
See  Frederic  court  her  in  tlie  rage  of  war. 
Though  lapid  vengeance  urge  his  hoitile  car: 
V^'ith  her  repos'd  m  philofophic  reft. 
The  fage's  lunlbine  fmootiis  the  warrior's  breaft. 

Whate'cr  Arcadian  fancy  feign'd  of  old 
Of  halcyon  days,  and  minutes  plum'd  with  gold; 
Whate'er  adorn'd  the  wifeft.  genrleft  reijn. 
From  you  flie  hopes — let  not  her  hopes  be  vain  ', 
Rile  ancient  funs  '.  advance  Pierian  days '. 
FlowAttic  ftreams  I  and  fpring  Aonian  baysl 
Cam,  down  thy  -wave  in  bnfker  mazes  g'Ule, 
And  lee  new  honours  crown  thy  hoary  fule  '. 
Thy  ofiers  old  fee  myrtle  groves  lucceed  ! 
And  the  green  laurel  meet  the  waving  reed  I 


CESAR'S  DREAM. 

BEFORE  HIS  INVASION  OT  BRITAIN.   1758" 

Whe:j  roug'    He'vetia's  ha-dy  fons  oney. 
And  vant^uifli'd  Belgia  bows  to  Cafar's  (way; 
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^Vberl  fcarce-hehoM,  embrittled  nations  M\, 
The  fierce  Sicanibrian,  ami  tlie  fiiithlefs  Gml: 
Tir'd  freedom  Icuils  her  favai^e  f  n<;  no  more, 
But  fli^s,  fubdued,  to  Albion's  utmofl  fliore. 
'Twas  then,  while  rtillnefi  grafjj'd  the  flt-eping 
air. 
And  df  vvv  flurobcrs  fc:il'd  the  eye  of  care  ; 
Divin'  ambition  to  her  votary  came; 
Hfr  left  hand  wavin^^,  bore  the  trump  of  fame; 
Her  rijrht  a  re??.l  Iceptre  feeni'd  to  hold, 
M'ith  pcms  f'.rbiazitiiT  from  the  burnifli'd  gold. 
And  thus,  '■  My  fon,"  the  queen  of  clory  faid  ; 
k  '  Immorfal  Caefar,  raife  thy  languid  head. 
"  Shall   night's  dull  chains  the  man  of  counfels 

"  bind  ? 
''  Or  Morpheus  rule  the  monarch  of  mankind  ? 
"  See  worlds  unvanquilli'd  yet  await  thy  fword  I 
"  Barbaric  land<,  that  fcirn  a  Latian  lord  1 
*'  See  yon  proud   ifle,  uhofe  mountains  meet  the 

*'  Thy  foes  encourajre,  and  tliy  power  defy  1 
"  Vhat,  though  by  nature's  lirmcft  bars  fecur'd, 
"   By  feas  cncircleJ,  and  with  rocl:s  inimur'd, 
"  Shall  Caefar  flirink  the  j^reateft  toils  to  brave, 
"  Scale  the  hi^h   roek,  or   beat  the  maddening 
"  wave  ?" 
She  fpoke — her  words  the  warrior's  breall  in- 
flame 
With  rage  indignant,  and  with  confcious  fliame  ; 
Already  beat,  the  fu'clling  floods  give  way, 
And  the  fell  gen-i  of  the  rocks  obey. 
Already  Hiouts  of  triumph  rend  the  ikies, 
And  the  thin  rear  of  barbarous  nations  fties. 

(ihiick  round  their  chief  his  aiflive  legions  fland, 
Dwell  on  his  eye,  and  wait  the  waving  hand  : 
The  heio  rofc,  majeftically  flow. 
And  iiiok'd  attention  to  tl-.c  crowds  below. 

'  Romans  and  friends  1  is  there  whofeeksfor 
'  reft, 

*  By  labours  Tancjuiili'd,  and  with  wounds  opprefl  ? 
'  That  refpite  Cxfar  (liall  with  pleafure  yield, 

'  Due  to  the  toils  of  many  a  well  fought  lield. 

'  Is  there,  whoflirinks  at  thought  of  dr^ngers  paft, 

'  The  ragged  mountain,  or  the  |?athlcfs  wafte — 

'  While  favage  hofts,  or  favage  floods  oppofe, 

'  Or  fliivering  fancy  pines  in  Alpine  fnows? 

*  Let  him  retire  to  Latiuni's  peaceful  (bore  ; 
'  He  once  has  toil'd,  and  Ciefar  alks  no  more. 

*  Is  there  a  K.oman,  whole  unfliakcn  breaft 

*  No  paint  have  conquer'd,  and  no  fears  depreft  ? 

'  Who,   dbom'd  through  death's  dread  miniilers 
'  'o  ffo, 

*  Dares  to  chaftife  the  infults  of  a  foe; 

'  Let  him,  his  country's  glory  and  her  (lay, 

'  With  reverence  hear  her,  and  with  i)ride  obey. 

'   A  form  divine,  in  heavenly  fplendour  bright, 

*  Whole  lool:  threw  radiance  round  the  pall  of 

'  night, 

*  With  calm  feverity  approach'd  and  faid, 

"  Wake  thy  dull  ear,  and  lift  thy  languid  head. 
«'  What !  fliall  a  Roman  link  in  foft  repofe,- 
"  And  tamely  fee  the  Britons  aid  his  foes? 
"  See  them  feSure  the  rebel  Gaul  fupply  ; 
•<  Spurn  his  vain  eagles  and  his  poxver  defy  ? 
*'  Go  !  burft  their  barriers  obftinately  brave; 
•'  Scale  the  wild  rock,  and  beat  the  maddening 
"  wave." 


Here  paus'd  the  chief,  but  waited  no  reply. 
The  voice  ad'entin^  fpok^  from  every  eye  j 
Nor,  a"i  the  klnlncfs  that  reproarh'd  with  fesr. 
Were  dangers  dreadful,  or  were  toils  fevere. 

INSCRIPTION 

IV  A  TEMPLE    O?  SOClETST. 

Sacred  rife  thefe  wall?  to  thee, 
Blithe-ey'd  nj  m])!!,  fociety  ! 
In  whofe  dwelling,  free  and  fair, 
Converfc  fmooths  the  brow  of  care. 
Who,  when  waggifli  wit  betray'd 
To  his  arms  a  fylvan  maid, 
All  beneath  a  myrtle  tree. 
In  fome  vale  of  A  ready, 
Sijrung,  I  ween,  from  fuch  embrace. 
The  lovely  contrafl:  in  h.er  face. 

l*erchance,  the  mufus  as  they  ftray'd, 
Seeking  other  fpring,  or  fliade. 
On  the  fweet  child  cad  an  eye 
In  fome  vale  of  Arcady  ; 
And  blicheft  of  the  fiflers  three, 
Gave  her  to  Euphrcfyne. 

The  grace,  delighted,  taught  her  care 
The  cordial  fmile  the  placid  air  ; 
How  to  chafe,  and  how  reflrain 
All  the  fleet,  ideal  train  ; 
How  with  apt  words  well  combin'd. 

To  drefs  each  image  of  the  mind 

Taught  her  how  they  difagree,  "J 

Awkward  fear  and  modefty,  > 

And  freedom  and  rufticity.  J 

True  politenefs  how  to  know 

From  the  fuper^cial  fiiow  ; 

From  ;he  coxcomb's  lliallow  grace, 

And  the  many  modell'd  face  : 

That  nature's  unafte<fled  eafe 

More  than  ftudied  forms  would  pleafe   ■  ■  ■ 

When  to  check  the  fportivc  vein: 

When  io  fancy  yield  the  rein, 

On  the  fu'.ijeft  when  to  be 

Grave  or  gay,  referv'd  or  free  : 

The  fpeaking  air,  th'  impalllon'd  eye, 

The  living  foul  of  fymmetry; 

And  tiiat  ibft  fymjiathy  which  binds 

In  magic  chains  congenial  minds. 

INSCRIPTION 

IN  A  SEQUESTERED  GROTTO.       I763. 

Sweet  peace,  that  lov'il  the  filent  hour, 

The  (1111  retreat  of  leifure  free  ; 
Aflociate  of  each  gentle  power, 

And  eldeft  born  of  harmony  1 

O,  if  thou  own'ft  this  moffy  cell, 

If  thine  this  manilon  of  repofe  ; 
Permit  me,  nymph,  with  thee  to  dwell. 

With  thee  my  wakeful  eye  to  clofe. 

And  though  thofe  glittering  fcenes  fhould  fade. 
That  pleafure's  rofy  train  prepares  ; 

What  vot'ry  have  they  not  betray'd .' 
What  arc  they  more  than  fplcudld  cares  ? 
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But  fmiliiig  days  exempt  from  care, 

But  nights,  when  fleep,  and  filence  reign ; 

Serenity  with  afpedt  fair. 

And  love  and  joy  are  in  thy  train. 

ANOTHER  INSCRIPTION, 


IN    THE    SAME    GROTTO. 


1756. 


O  FAIREST  of  the  village  bom, 

Content,  infpire  my  carelefs  lay  ! 
Let  no  vain  wifh,  no  thought  forlorn 

Throw  darknefs  o'er  the  fmiling  day. 
Forjjett'fl  thou,  when  we  wander'd  o'er 
The  fylvan  Belau's  *  fedgy  fhore, 

Or  rang'd  the  woodland  wilds  along; 
How  oft  on  Herclay's  f  mountains  high 
We've  met  the  morning's  purple  eye, 

Delay'd  by  many  a  fong  ? 
From  thee,  from  thofe  by  fortune  led; 

To  all  the  farce  of  life  confin'd  ; 
At  once  each  native  pleafure  fled, 

For  thou,  fweet  nymph,  was  left  behind. 
Yet  could  I  once,  once  mort  furvey 
Thy  comely  form  in  mantle  gray. 

Thy  polifh'd  brow,  thy  peaceful  eye ; 
"Where'er,  forfaken  fair,  you  dwell, 
Though  in  thi-i  dim  fequefter'd  cell, 

With  thee  I'd  live  and  die. 

LEFT  WITH  THE  MINISTER  OF  RIPON- 
DEN, 
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Thrice  happy  you,'' whoe'er  you  are, 
From  life's  low  cares  fecluded»far, 

In  this  fequefter'd  vale—  ' 
Ye  rocks  on  precipices  pij'd  ! 
Ye  ragged  deferts,  wafte  and  wild ! 

Delightful  horrors  hail  1 

What  joy  within  thefe  funlefs  groves, 
Where  lonely  contemplation  roves. 

To  reft  in  fcarlefs  eafe  ! 
Save  weeping  rilJs,  to  fee  no  tear, 
Save  dying  gales  no  Cgh.to  hear, 

No  murmur  but  the  breeze. 

Say,  would  you  change  that  peaceful  cell 
Where  fandlity  and  filence  dwell. 

For  fplendour's  dazzling  blaze  ? 
For  all  thofe  gilded  toys  that  glare 
Round  high-born  power's  imperial  chair. 

Inviting  fools  to  gaze  ? 

Ah  friend  !  ambition's  profpeft?  clofe, 
And,  ftudious  of  your  own  repofe, 

Be  thankful  here  to  live  ; 
For.  truft  me,  one  proteAmg  flied 
And  nightly  peace,  and  daily  bread   • 

Is  all  that  life  can  give. 


*   Afmall  river  in  tVifimoreland. 
f  A  'ominiic  ■villacrc   ;'..'   the  aboverrentiorreJ  county, 
formerly  the  feat  of  thi  Herdays,  Earls  of  Carl'Jlc. 


WRITTEN  .IMONGST  THE  RUINS  OF 


PONTECRAFT  CASTLE. 


1756. 


Right  fung  the  bard,  that  all-involving  age, 
With  hand  impartial  deals  the  ruthlefs  blow; 

That  war^  wide-wafting,  with  impetuous  rage. 
Lays  the  tall  fpirc,  and  iky-crown'd  turret  low. 

A  pile  ftupendous,  once  of  fair  renown, 
This  mould'ring  mafs  of  Ihapelefs  ruin  rofe, 

Where  nodding    heights    of    fraftur'd    columBS 
frown, 
And  birds  obfcene  in  ivy  bovv'rs  repofe 

Oft  the  pale  matron  from  the  threat'ning  wall, 
Sufpicious,  bids  her  heedlrfs  children  fly  ; 

Oft,  as  he  views  the  meditated  fall, 

Full  fwiftly  fteps  the  frighted  peafant  by. 

But  more  refpedful  views  th'  hiftoric  fage, 
Mufing,  thefe  awful  relicks  of  decay. 

That  once  a  refuge  form'd  from  hoftile  rage. 
In  Henry's  and  in  Edward's  dubious  day. 

He  penfive  oft  reviews  the  mighty  dead, 
That  erft  have  trod  this  d  ^folated  ground ; 

Refled:s  how  here  unhappy  Salifbury  bled. 

When  fa(Stion  aim'dthe  death-difpenfmg  wound. 

Reft,  gentle  rivers  !  and  ill-fated  Gray  ! 

A  flow'r  or  tear  oft  ftrews  your  fiumble  gravc^ 
Whom  envy  flew,  to  pave  ambition's  way. 

And  whom  a  monarch  wept  in  vain  to  fave. 

Ah  1  what  avail'd  th'  alliance  of  a  throne  ? 

The  pomp  of  titles  what,  or  pow'r  rever'd ! 
Happier  !  to  thefe  the  humble  life  unknown. 

With  virtue  honour'd,  and  by  peace  endear 'd. 

Had  thus  the  fons  of  bleeding  Britain  thought, 

When  haplefs  here  inglorious  Richard  lay. 
Yet  many  a  prince,  whofe  blood  full  dearly  bought 
--  The  fliameful  triumph  of  the  long-fought  day . 

Yet  many  a  hero  whofe  defeated  hand 
In  death  refign'd  the  well-contefted  field, 

Had  in  his  offspring  fav'd  a  finking  land, 
The  tyrant's  terror,  and  the  nation's  ftiield. 

Ill  could  the  mufe  indignant  grief  forbear. 

Should   mem'ry    trace  her   bleeding  country's 
woes ; 

111  could  ftie  count,  without  a  burfting  tear, 
Th'  inglorious  triumphs  of  the  vary'd  rofe ! 

While  York,  with  conqueft  and  revenge  elate, 
Infulting  triumphs  on  St.  Alban's  plain. 

Who  views,  nor  pities  Henry's  hapiels  fate, 
Himfclf  a  captive,  and  his  leaders  flain  I 

Ah  prince  !  unequal  to  the  toils  of  war, 
To  ftem  ambition,  faction's  rage  to  quell; 

Happier  !*from  thefe  had  fortune  plac'd  thee  far. 
In  fome  lone  convent,  or  fome  peaceful  cell. 

For  what  avail'd  that  thy  vitftorioijs  queen 
Repair'd  the  ruins  of  that  dreadful  day  ? 

That  vanquifti'd    York,    on  Wakefield's  purple 
green, 
Proftrate  amidft  the  common  flaughter  lay : 
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In  vain  fair  viift'ry  bcam'd  the  glad'ning  eye. 
And,  waving  oft,  her  golden  pinionk,  fin i I'd  : 

Full  foon  the  Uatt'ririiJ  gcvld-fs  meant  to  Hy, 
i*'ull  rightly  dccm'd  unlUady  fortune's  child. 

Let  Towton's  field bur  ceafe  the  difmal  talc  : 

For  mufli  its  horrors  would  the  mufc  appal, 

la  foficr  ilraiiis  fiifficc  it  to  bewail 
The  patriot's  exile,  or  llic  hero's  fall. 

Tlius  filvtr  Wharf  *,  whofc  cryftal-fparkling  urn 
Rcfltdts  the  brilliance  of  his  blooming  fhore, 

Still,  melancholy-mazing.  Icfms  to  innmn, 
i(ut  rolls,  confus'd,  a  crimloD  wave  bo  more. 

FRAGMENT.     1762. 

'TwAS  on  time's  birth-day,  when   the  voice  di- 
vine 
^ak'd  flccping  nature,  while  her  infant  eye. 
Yet  trcmWliiig,  ftrujrv;led  with  crc-atcd  li;;ht ; 
The  heavn-horn  mufc,  fprung  from  the  fource 

fublimc 
Of  harmony  immortal,  firft  recciv'd 
Her  facred  mandate.     "  CJo,  feraphic maid, 
"  Companion  dill  to  nature!  from  her  v.-orks 
•'  Derive  thy  lay  melodious;  great  like  thofe, 
•'  And  elegantly  fimplt.     In  thy  train, 
"  Glory,  and  dcathlcfs  fninc  and  fair  renown 
*'  Attendant  ever,  each  immortal  name, 
•'  By  thcc  decin'd  facred,  to  yon  ilany  vault 
"  Shall  bear,  aiyi  tlamp  in  characters  of  gold. 
"  Be  thine  the  care,  alone  where  truth  direds 
*'  The  firm  heart,  where  the  love  of  human  kind 
•*  Inflames  the  patriot  fpirit,  theic  to  footh 
"  The  toils  of  virtue  wiih  melodious  praife  : 
"  For  thofe,  that  fmiling  fcr;iph  bids  thee  wake 
*•  His  golden  lyre ;  for  thofe,  ilie  youiig-ey'd  I'un 
•*  Gilds  this  fair-formed  world  ;  and  genial  fpring 
"  Throws  many  a  green  wreath,  liberal,  from  his 

"  bofom." 
So  fpakc  the  voice  divine  ;  the  raptur'd  mufe 
In  ftrains  lilce  thefe,  but  nobler,  fram'd  her  lay. 

Spirits  of  ancient  time,  to  high  renown 
By  martial  glory  rais'd.  and  deeds  augufi, 
Atchiev'd  for  Britain's  freedom  i  patriot  hearts, 
That,  fearlcfs  of  a  tyrant's  threatening  arm, 
Embrac'd  your  bleeding  country  !  o'er  the  page, 
Where  hiftory  triumphs  in  your  holy  namt  s 
O'er  tlie  dim  monuments  that  mark  your  graves, 
"U'hy  ftreams  my  eye  with  pleafure  +  ?  'tis  the  joy 
The  Colt  delighi  that    hrouj/h  the  full  bread  flows, 
From  fweet  rLmembrance  of  departed  virtue! 

O  Britain,  parent  of  ilhiftriou.s  names, 
"While  o'er  thy  annals  memory  Ihoot.s  hct  eye. 
How  the  heart  glows,  rapt  with  high-wondcHng 

love, 
And  emulous  eftcem  !  hail,  Sydney  hail ! 
Whether  Arcadian  blithe,  by  fountain  clear, 
Piping  thy  love- lays  wild    or  .Spartan  boKl, 
In  frc(.don)'s  van  dillinguilh'd,  .Sydney,  hail  I 
Oft  o'er  thy  laurell'd  iinib  from  hands  Uhfetn 


'    A  rivrr  near  the  fane  of  battle,  in   "U'bkh  -wfre 
f.iiii  35,000  mtn. 

I  Lxultat  Animus  Alaxlmorum  Virorum  Me- 
•*  pioriam  prrcutrcns."  Val.  Max. 


I- all  flowers    oft  in  thy  vale  of  Fenfhurft  fair 
The  Iheplierd  wandering  from  hi^nighily  fgldj 
Liten-.-th  ilrangc  mufic.  by  tJie  tiny  breath 
Of  fairy  minftrcls  warbled. 

On  Raleigh's  grave,  O  llrtw  the  fiircft  flowers. 
That  on  the  bulom  of  the  green  vale  blow  ! 
There    hang    your    vernal    wreaths,  yc  village- 
maids  ! 
Yc  moiinuin  nymphs,  your  crowns  of  wild  thyme 

bring 
To  Raltign's  honour'd  grave!  There  bloom  t^c 

bay, 
The  virg.n  rofe,  that    blufhing  to  be  fccn, 
Folds  ill  fai.-  leaver;  for  modell  worth  was  his: 
A  mind  where  truth  philolophy's  firll  born, 
HjU  her  harmonious  reign  ;  a  Briton's  breaft, 
That,  careful  ftill  of  freedom's  holy  ph  Jge, 
Difd.iin'd  the  mean  arts  of  a  tyrant's  court, 
Dildain'd  and  dy'd!    Where  was  thy  fpirit  then. 
Queen  of  fea-cro\\n:ng  ifles,  when  Raleigh  bled? 
How  well  he  fcrv'd  thee,  let  Iberia  tell ! 
A(k  prollratc  Cales,  yet  trembling  at  his  name. 
How  well  he  icrv'd  thcc ;  when  her  vanquilh'd 

hand 
Held  forth  the  bafe  bribe,  how  he  fpurn'd  it  from 

him. 
And  cried,  I  fight  for  Britain  !  Hiflory  rife, 
.-^nd  blalt  the  reigns  that  redden  with  the  blood 
Of  thofe  that  gave  them  glory  ! 

TUB  DEATH  OF  ADONIS. 

TR.ANSLATED  FROM  THE  GREEK  OF  BION  *.   1759' 

AnoNis  dead,  the  mufe  of  woe  fhall  mourn; 
Adonis  dead,  the  weeping  loves  return. 
The  queen  of  beauty  o'er  his  tomb  fliall  flied 
Her  flowing  forrows  for  Adonis  dead  ; 
lor  tarth  s  cold  lap  her  velvet  couch  forego, 
And  robes  of  pi:rpie  for  the  weeds  of  woe. 

Adonis  dead,  the  mufe  of  woe  fliall  ihoum  ; 

Adonis  dead,  the  weeping  loves  return. 


•  Eion  the  paftoral  poet,  lived  in  t!-.c  time  of 
Ptolemy  PhilaJelphus.  By  the  epithet  Ifiufruufi 
every  where  applied  to  him,  it  is  probable  that 
he  was  born  at  Smyrna.  Mofchus  confirms  this, 
when  he  fays  to  the  river  Mcles,  which  had  be- 
fore wept  for  Homer, 


— —  Nfv  sraXit  ecX>.0¥ 

'T(I<X  CXKfUlll 

It  is  evid'/nt,  howrver.  that  he  fpent  mtich  of 
his  time  in  Sicily.  Mofchus,  as  he  tells  us,  was 
his  fcholar ;  and  by  him  wc  arc  informed  that  his 
madcr  uas  not  a  poor  poet.  "  '1  hou  haft  left  to 
others  thy  riches.'  fays  he,  '«  but  to  me  thy  po- 
etry."' It  rppears  fiom  the  fame  author  that  he 
died  by  poifon.  'I'he  bed  edition  of  his  works  is 
that  of  Paris,  by  M.  de  Longuc-Picrrc,  with  a 
French  tranflation. 

Ver.  I.  Adonis,  the  favourite  of  Venus,  was 
the  fon  of  Cynaras,  king  of  Cyprus.  Hs  chief 
employment  was  hunting,  though  he  is  rcprefcut- 
cd  by  \'irgil  as  a  ftiepherd. 

Ovis  ad  flDmina  pavit  Adonis, 
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Stretch'd  on  this  mnuntam  thy  torn  lover  lies, 
Weep,  queen  of  beauty!  for  he  bleeds — he  dies. 
Ah!  yet  behold  life's  laft  drops  faintly  flow,    ii 
In  ftreams  of  purple,  o'er  thofe  limbs  of  fnow  ! 
From  the  pale  cheek  the  perifh'd  rofes  fly, 
And  death  dims  flow  the  ghallly  gazing  eye. 
Kifs,  kifs  thofe  fading  lips,  ere  chili'd  in  death; 
With  foothing  fondnefs  flay  the  fleeting  breath. 
'Tis  vain! — an  I  give  the  Toothing  fondnefs  o'er! 
Adonis  feels  the  warm  falute  no  more. 
Adonis  dead,  the  mufe  of  woe  Ihall  mourn; 
Adonis  dead,  the  weeping  loves  return.  20 

His  faithful  dogs  bewail  their  mafier  flain, 
And  mourning  dryads  pour  the  plaintive  flrain. 
Not  the  fair  youth  alone  the  wound  oppreft, 
The  queen  of  beauty  bears  it  in  her  breafl. 
Her  feet  unfandal'd  floating  wild  her  hair, 
Her  afpe<ft  woeful,  and  her  bofom  bare, 
Diflrell,  fhe  wanders  the  wild  waft.es  forlorn, 
Her  facred  limbs  by  ruthlefs  brambles  torn. 
Loud  aslhe  grieves,  furrounding  rocks  complain, 
And  echo  through  the  long  vales  calls  her  abfent 
fwain.  30 

Adonis  hears  not :  Life's  laft  drops  fall  flow 
In  ftrcams  of  purple,  down  his  limbs  of  fnow. 
The  weeping  Cupids  round  their  queen  deplore, 
And  mourn  her  beauty  and  her  love  no  more. 


He  was  killed  by  a  wild  boar,  if  we  may  believe 
Propertius,  in  Cyprus. 

Percuffit  Adonim 

Venantcm  Idaho  vertice  durus  Aper. 

The  anniverfary  of  his  death  was  celebrated 
through  the  whole  Pagan  world.  Ariflophanes, 
in  hi.s  Comedy  of  Peace,  reckons  the  feaft  of  Ado- 
nis among  the  chief  feflivals  of  the  Athenians. 
The  Syrians  obferved  it  with  all  the  violence  of 
grief,  and  the  greateft  cruelty  of  felf-caftigation. 
It  was  celebrated  at  Alexandria  in  St.  Cyril's  time ; 
and  when  Julian  the  Apoliate  made  his  entry  at 
Antioch,  in  the  year  363,  they  were  celebrating 
the  feaft  of  Adonis. 

The  ancients  differ  greatly  in  their  accounts  of 
this  divinity.  Athensus  fays  that  he  was  the  fa- 
vourite of  Bacchus :  Plutarch  maintains  that  he 
and  Bacchus  are  the  fame ;  and  that  the  Jews  ab- 
flained  from  fwines  flelh  becaufe  Adonis,  was  killed 
by  a  boar.  Aufonius,  £pig.  30.  affirms  that  Bac- 
chus, Ofirls,  and  Adonis,  are  one  and  the  fame. 

Ver.  ai,  24.  The  lines  in  the  original  run  thus: 

KlTvav  filv  (4i^l   "zZiha,  (piXct  HUtiS  dl^UffSt,VTOf 

Ke'  tiufi<^sii  nXaiVcriv  o^iia.^tf. 

The  tv;o  firft  of  thcfe  lines  contain  a  kind  of 
■witticifm,  which  it  vv^s  better  to  avoid.  This  au- 
thor had,  however,  too  much  true  genius  to  be 
fond  of  thefe  little  affedied  turns  of  expicifion, 
which  Muf^eus  and  others  have  been  induftrious 
to  ftrike  out. 

Thefe  four  verfes  are  tranfpofed  in  the  tranfla- 
tion  for  the  fake  of  the  connection. 

Ver.  2  7.  This  image  of  the  forrow  of  Veiius  is 
very  affeftinjjand  is  introduced  in  this  place  with 


Each  rival  grace  that  glowM  with  confclous  pride. 
Each  charm  of  Venus  with  Adonis  dy'd. 
Adonis  dead,  the  vocal  hills  bemoan. 

And  ho'low  groves  return  the  faddening  groan. 
The  fweUing  floods  with  fea-born  Venus  weep. 
And  roll  in  mournful  murmu'-s  to  the  deep  :        40 
In  melting  tears  the  mountain-fprings  comply  ; 
The  flow'rs,  low-drooping,  blufh  with  giicf,  and 

die. 
Cythera's  graves  with  ftrains  of  forrow  ring ; 
The  dirge  funereal  her  fad  cities  fing. 
Haik  !  pitying  echoes  Venus'  fighs  return; 
When  Venus  iighs,  can  aught  forbear  to  mourn? 
But  when  fhe  faw  her  fainting  lover  lie 

The  wide  wound  gaping  on  the  withering  thigh; 

But  ftreaming  when  Ihe  faw  life's  purple  tide, 

Stretch'd  her  fair  arms,  with  trembling  voice 
fhe  cry'd  :  'ro 

Yet  ftay,  lov'd  youth!  a  moment  ere  we  part, 
O  let  me  kifs  thee  !— hold  thee  to  my  heart ! 
A  little  moment,  dear  Adonis  !  flay, 
And  kifs  thy  Venus,  ere  thofe  lips  are  clay. 
Let  thofe  dear  lips  by  mine  once  more  be  preft. 
Till  thy  laft  breathe  expire  into  my  breaft  ; 
Then  when  life's  ebbing  pulfc  fcarce  fcarce  can 

move, 
I'll  catch  thy  foul,  and  drink  thy  dying  love. 
That  laft-left  pledge  ftiall  footh  my  tortur'd  breaft. 

When  thou  art  gone. go 

When,  far  from  me,  thy  gentle  ghoft  explores 
Infernal  Pluto's  grimly-glooming  fhores. 

Wretch  that  I  am  !  immortal  and  divine. 
In  life  imprifon'd  whom  the  fates  confine. 
He  comes  !  receive  him  to  thine  iron  arms ; 
Bleft  queen  of  death  !  receive  the  prince  of  charms: 
For  happier  thou,  to  whofe  wide  realms  repair 
Whatever  lovely,  and  whatever  fair. 


great  beauty  and  propriety.  Indeed,  moft  modern 
poets  feem  to  have  obferved  it,  and  have  profited  by 
it  in  their  fcenes  of  elegiac  woe. 

Ver.  3g.  When  the  poet  makes  the  rivers  moura 
for  Venus,  he  very  properly  calls  her  Af^oHrmi 
but  this  propriety  perhaps  was  merely  accidental, 
as  he  has  given  her  the  fame  appellation  when  Ihc 
wanders  the  defert. 

Ver.  42. 
AvS-««  S'  f|  eJi/yjsj  l^v^^etm-rci. 

Palenefs  being  the  known  effed:  of  grief,  we 
do  not  at  firft  fight  accept  this  expreflion ;  but 
v.'hen  we  confider  that  the  firft  emotions  of  it  are 
attended  with  blufties,  we  are  pleafed  with  the 
obfervation. 

Ver.  43. 

a  So  KvSn^ 
TlavTet;  Kta  xitifix;  xa)  avet  rrjoXiv  oi*]pov  aiiiit. 

This  pafiage  the  fcholi::fts  have  entirely  mifun- 
derftood.  They  make  Kye'r:^),  Fenus,  for  which 
they  have  neither  any  amhonty,  the  Doric  name 
(he  borrows  from  tTiat  ifland  being  always  Ku3*' 
^i'ix,  nor  in  the  leaft  probability  from  the  connection. 

This  proves  that  the  .iflund  Cythera  was  the 
place  where  Adc.nis  periflied,  notwithftanding  iA\^ 
opinion  of  Propertius  and  others  to  the  contiury. 
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T^e  fioiIc9  of  joy,  the  "olden  hours  arc  lied ; 
Grid',  only  grkf,  I'urvivc*  Adonis  ilcad  70 

The  loves  arouml  in  itUt  loriow  Itiiiid, 
Aud  tiic  dim  torch  Idlis  iri>m  tJic  \uc  iit  hand. 
lUnvt  thr  vaiji  zom. !   tiic  myi tic's  flow'ry  pride  I 
DcL>,ht  and  bi-aury  w  itJi  Adonis  dy'd. 

Why  tlidlt  thou,  vtnt'ious,  ilic  wild  chafe  ex- 
plore, 
From  his  d.i;k  l.i.r  to  roiifi  the  tufky  boar? 
Far  other  l}>"rt  mij^iit  thole  lair  hinbs  cflay, 
7'hjn  the  rude  combat,  or  the  lavage  fray. 

liius  Venus  gtiev'd — tlic  Cujuds  round  dtplore 
And  jnourn  her  beauty  and  her  love  no  niorit.      80 
Now  How  in-i  tears  in  liknt  grief  coniplaii;, 
Mix  with  the  purple  llrcanis,  and  flood  the  plain. 
Yet  nut  in  vain  thole  lacred  drops  fliall  flow. 
The  purpk  llreanis  in  blufliiiiK  roles  glow  ; 
And  c.itehin-;  life  ^pm  ev'ry  falling,'  tear, 
Their  azure  Juadb  aneiiionies  Ihall  rear. 

But  c<-afc  in  vain  to  cherilh  dire  delpair, 
Nor  mourn  un]>ttied  to  the  nionntain  air. 
The  lall  lad  ollico  let  thy  hand  lupply,  89 

Stretch  the  ItifT  limbs,  and  dole  the  glari;ig  eye. 
That  form  rtpos'd  beneath  the  bridal  vefl, 
May  cheat  thy  foi  rows  with  tlie  feint  of  reft. 
For  lovely  fniili-  thofc  lips  though  void  of  breath,  . 
And  fair  thole  features  in  the  Ihade  of  death. 
Hafte,  6L1  with  llow'rs,  with  rofy  wreaths  his  bed  ; 
Pcrifli  the  flow'rs  !  the  prince  of  beauty's  dead. 
Round  the  pak  coi  fe  each  brcathincr  ellencc  ftrew, 
L.ct  weeping  myrtles  pour  their  balmy  dew; 
Perifii  the  balms,  unable  to  rellore  99 

Thofc  vital  fwccts  of  love  that  charm  no  more  ! 

'Tis  done — Behold,  with  purj>lc  robes  array'd, 
In  mournful  ftate  the  clay-cold  limbs  ore  laid. 
The  loves  lament  with  ail  the  rage  of  woe. 
Stamp  on  the  dart,  and  break  the  ufelel's  bow. 
Officious  thcfe  the  wat'ry  um  fupply. 
Unbind  the  bufkin'd  leg,  and  walh  the  bleeding 

thigh. 
O'er  the  pale  body  thofc  their  light  wings  wave, 
As  yet,  though  vain,  folicitous  to  favc. 

All  wild  with  grief,  their  haplcfs  queen  deplore, 
Aad  mourn  her  beauty  and  her  love  no  ihore.    1 10 
Dcjccbed  Hymen  droops  his  head  forlorn. 
His  torch  extindt,  and  fiow'ry  treflls  torn  : 
For  nuptial  airs  and  fongs  of  joy,  remain 
The  fad,  flow  dirge,  the  forrow-breathing  llrain, 
A\'ho  would  not,  when  Adonis  dies,  deplore  ? 
Who  would   not  weep  when   Hymen  fmiles  no 

more  .' 
The  graces  mourn  the  prince  of  beauty  flain, 
I.oud  as  Dionc  on  her  native  main  : 
The  fates  relenting  join  the  general  woe, 
And  call  the  lover  from  the  realms  below.  I20 

Vain  hopclcfs grief!  can  living  founds  pervade 
The  dark,  dead  regions  of  eternal  fliade  ? 
Snare,  Venus,  fpare  that  too  luxuriant  tear 
For  the  long  forrows  of  the  mournful  year. 


Vcr.  124.  Numa  fcems  to  have  borrowed  the 
cuflom  he  inftitutrd  of  mourning  a  year  for  the 
deceafed  from  tlie  Greeks.  For  tlu.ugh  it  is  faid 
only  ten  months  were  let  apart,  yet  ten  months 
^Verc  the  year  of  Romulus  till  regulated  Ly  his 
f-jcccffor. 


HAPPINF.S.S  OP  A  MODRR.VrE  FORTUNE 
AND  MODERA  1  F  DESIRES. 

FRO.M  TIIC   KRENCll   OF   MR.  CRESSET,       1 760. 

O  noon  NESS  of  the  golden  mean, 

Whom  fliil  misjudging  folly  flits, 
Scduc'd  by  each  delufive  llcne  ; 

Thy  only  fubjeds  are  the  wife. 
Thefe  feel:  tliy  patlis  with  nobler  aim. 
And  trace  Uiem  to  the  gates  of  fame. 

See  fofter'd  in  thyfav'ring  fhadc 

Each  tender  bard  of  verfe  divine  ! 
Who,  hir'd  by  fortime's  vain  paradr, 

Had  never  form'd  the  tuneful  line  ; 
Bv  fortime  lur'd,  or  want  confin'd, 
Whofe  cold  hand  chills  the  genial  mind. 

In  vain  you  flight  the  flowery  crown 

That  fame  wreathes  round  the  favour'd  head  ! 

WhiUl  laurell'd  vidory  and  renown 

Their  heroes  from  thy  lliadcs  have  led ;    ' 

There  form'd  from  courtly  foftncfs  free, 

By  rigid  virtue  and  by  thee. 

By  thee  were  form'd,  from  cities  far, 

Fabricius  juft,  Camillus  wife, 
Thofe  phiiolbphic  fons  of  war. 

That  from  imperial  dignities 
Returning,  plough'd  their  natrive  plain, 
And  plac'd  tlicir  laureloin  thy  fane. 

Thrice  happy  he,  on  whofe  calm  breall 
The  fmiles  of  peace  ful  wifdom  play. 

With  all  thy  fobtr  ciiarms  polTeft, 
Whofe  wilhes  never  iearnt  to  ftray. 

Whom  truth,  of  pleafures  pure  but  grave, 

And  penfive  thoughts  fron>  folly  fave. 

Far  from  the  crowd's  Inw-thoughted  ftrife, 
From  all  that  bomids  fair  freedom's  aim, 

He  envies  not  the  pomp  of  life, 
A  length  of  rent-roil,  or  of  name  : 

For  fafe  he  views  the  vale-grown  elm, 

W'hile  thunder-founding  ftorms  the  mountain  pine 
o'crwhehii. 

Of  ccr.furc's  frown  he  feds  tio  dread, 

No  fear  he  knows  of  vulgar  eyes, 
Wliofe  f  houglit,  to  nobler  objods  L'd, 

Far,  far  o'er  their  horizon  flics  I 
With  reaion's  faflVage  at  iiis  fide, 
\\  hole  firm  heart  rclts  felf-fatislied. 

And  while  alternate  conqueft  fway* 
The  northern  or  the  fouthcrii  fliore, 

He  fmiles  at  fortune's  giddy  maze, 
And  calmly  hears  the  wild  llorm  roar. 

Ev'n  nature's  groans,  unmov'd  with  fear, 

And  bunling  world.?  he'd  cahnly  hear. 

Such  arc  the  faithful  hearts  you  love, 

O  friendlliip  fair,  immortal  maid; 
The  few  caprice  coidd  never  move, 

'Fhc  few  whom  interdl  never  fway'd ; 
Nor  filed  unfeen,  witli  hate  refin'd, 
The  pale  carci  o'er  tlic  gloomy  mind. 
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Soft  deep,  that  lov'ft  tlie  peaceful  cell. 
On  thefe  deicends  thy  balmy  power; 

While  no  terrific  dreams  difpel 
The  {lumbers  of  the  fober  hour  ; 

Which  oft,  array'd  in  darknefs  drear. 

Wake  the  wild  eye  of  pride  to  fear. 

Content  with  all  a  farm  would  yield. 

Thus  Sidon's  monarch  liv'd  unknown, 
And  (igh'd  to  leave  his  little  field 

For  the  long  glories  of  a  throne 

There  once  more  happy  and  more  free 
Than  rank'd  with  Dido's  ancellry. 
With  thefe  pacific  virtues  bleft, 

Thefe  charms  of  philofopl:ic  eafe. 
Wrapt  in  your  Richmond's  tranquil  reft, 

You  pafs,  dear  C ,  your  ufeful  days. 

Where  Thames  your  filent  vallies  laves, 
Proud  of  his  yet  untainted  waves.  . 

Should  life's  more  public  fcenes  engage 

Your  time  that  thus  conliftedt  flows, 
And  following  ftill  thefe  maxims  fagc 

For  ever  brings  the  fame  repofej 
Your  worth  may  greater  fame  prbcure»   •'    .' 
But  hope  not  happinefs  fo  fure. 

SONNET  CLXXIX. 

TRANSLATED  FROM  PETRARCH.       ^T^S' 

Though  nobly  born,  to  humble  life  refign'd  ; 
The  pureft  heart,  the  moll  enlighten'd  mind  ; 
A  vernal  fiov\rer  that  bears  the  fruits  of  a^e  I 
A  cheerful  fpirit,  with  an  afpecfl:  fnge, — 
The  power  that  rules  the  planetary  train 
To  her  has  given,  nor  Ihall  his  gifts  be  vain. 
Put  on  her  worth,  her  various  praile  to  dwell. 
The  truth,  the  merits  of  her  life  to  tell, 
The  mufa  herfelf  would  own  the  tarlk  too  hard, 
Too  great  the  labour  for  the  happielt  bare!. 
Drefs  that  derives  from  native  beauty  grace. 
And  love  that  holds  with  honefty  his  place  ; 
Acftion  that  ipeaks- — and  eyes  whufe  piercing  ray 
Might  kindle  darknefs,  or  obfcure  the  day  1 


SONNET  CCLXXIX. 

tROM    THE   SAME.      I765. 

Fall'n  the  fair  column,  blafted  is  the  bay, 
That  fliaded  once  my  folitary  fhore  ! 
I've  loft  what  hope  can  never  give  me  more, 
Though  fought  from  Indus  to  the  doling  day. 
My  twofold  treafure  death  hasfnatch'd  away, 

My  pride,  my  pleafure  left  me  to  deplore  : 
What  fields  far-cultur'd,  nor  imperial  fway, 

Nor  orient  gold,  nor  jewels  can  reftore. 
O  deftiny  fevere  of  human  kind  1 

What  portion  have  we  unbedew'd  with  tears  ? 
The  downcaft  vilage,  and  the  penfive  mind 

Through  the  thin  veil  of  fmiling  life  appears  ; 
And  ill  one  moment  vanilh  into  wind 

Tlie  i'.ard-xiarn'd  fruits  of  long  laborious  years. 

sonnet;  cclvii. 

FROM  THE  SAME.       I755. 

Where  is  that  face,  whofe  flighteft  air  could  move 
My  trembling  heart,  ancj  ftrike  the  fprings  of  love  ? 


That  heaven,  where  two  fair  ftars,  with  genial 

ray- 
Shed  their  kind  influence  on  life's  dim  way? 
Where  are  that  fcience,  fenfe,  and  worth  confeft. 
That  fpeech  by  virtue,  by  the  graces  dreft  ? 
Where   are   thofe  beauties,  where    thole  charms 

combin'd. 
That  caus'd  this  long  captivity  of  n)ind  ? 
Where  the  dear  fliade  of  all  that  once  was  fair. 
The  fource,  the  folace  of  each  amorous  care  ; 
My  heart's  fole  fovereign,  nature's  only  boaU  ? 
Loft  to  the  world,  to  me  for  ever  loft  '. 

SONNET  CCXXXVIII. 

FROM    THE   SAME.      I765. 

Wail'd  the  fweet  warbler  to  .the  lenely  fhade  j 
Trembled  the  green  leaf  to'th^  I'ummer  gale; 
Fell  the  tair  (tream  in  uuirmursdown  the  dale. 

Its  bank?,    its   flowery    banks    with    verdure 
fpread,'     '      

Where,  by  the  charfti  of  penfive  fancy  led. 
All  as  I  fram'd  the  love-lamenting  tale,   ■ 
Came  the  dear  objedl  v.'hom  1  flill  bewarl. 

Came  from  the  regions  of  the  chetrlefs  dead; 
And  why,  Ihe  cry'd,  untimely  wflt  thou  die  ? 

Ah  why,  for  pity,  fliall  tnofe  mournful  fears. 
Start  in  wild  forrow  from  that  languid  eye?    :_- 

Cherifn  no  more  thofe  vinonary  tears, 
For  me,  who  range  yon  light-invefled  ficy  1 

For  me,  who  triumph  in  eternal  years  1 

TRANSLATION  FROJlil  CittflLUl  ' 

Lesbia,  Uv£  to  love  and  pleafure, 

Carelefs  what  the  grave  may  fay  i 
When  each  moment  is  a  trealure. 

Why  Hiould  lovers  loie  a  day  ? 

Setting  funs  fliall  rife  in  glory. 

But  when  little  life  is  o'er, 
There's  an  end  of  all  the  iiory  ; 

We  Ihall  fleep  and  wake  no  more. 

Give  me  then  a  thoufand  kilTes, 

Twice  ten  thoufand  more  bellow, 
Till  the  fum  of  boundlefs  blilies 

Neither  we  nor  envy  know. 

MONODY. 

SUNG  BY  A  REDBREAST. 

The  gentle  pair  that  in  thefe  lonely  fliades. 
Wandering,  at  eve  or  morn,  I  oft  iiave  feen| 
Now  all  in  vain  I  feek  at  eve  or  morn, 
With  drooping  wing,  forlorn. 
Along  the  grove,  along  the  daizied  green. 
For  them  I've  warbled  many  a  fummer's  day, 
'Till  the  light  dews  impearied  all  the  plain. 
And  the  glad  fliepherd  lliut  his  nightly  fold  ; 
Stories  of  love,  and  high  adventures  old 
Were  the  dear  fubjcfts  of  my  tuneful  ftrain. 

Ah  !  where  is  now  the  hope  of  all  my  lay  ? 
Now  they,  perchance,  that  heard  them  all  are  dead! 
With  them  the  meed  of  melody  is  fled. 
And  fled  with  them  the  liftening  ear  of  praife. 
Vainly  I  dreamt,  that  when  the  wint'ry  Iky 
Scatter'd  the  white  flood  on  the  wailed  plain. 
When  not  one  berry,  not  one  leaf  was  nigh, 
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To  footh  keen  hanger's  pain, 

Vainly  1  dreamt  my  fongs  might  not  be  vain. 

That  oft  within  the  hof,.iiab!c  hall 

Some  fcatter'd  fragments  haply  I  might  find,  ^ 

Some  friendly  cnimb  p<rchan(c  for  me  dtfign'd, 

\Vh«m  feen  defpairlng  on  the  neighbouring  wall. 

Dludcd  bird,  ihofe  hopes  are  now  no  more  ! 

Dull  lim«-  hw  hlafttd  the  defpairing  year, 

An>1  wmter  frowns  fe^•*re, 

V  raop  ng  h's  wan  limbs  in  his  mantle  hoar. 

Yft  not  wiihin  the  hofpitable  hall 

'I  he  cheerful  found  of  human  voice  I  hear ; 

l*Jo  piteous  rye  is  near. 

To  fee  mc  drooping  on  the  lonely  wall. 

TO  A  REDBREAST. 

LiTTiE  bird,  with  bofora  red, 
"Welcome  to  my  humble  Ibed  1 
Courtly  domes  of  high  degree 
Have  no  room  for  ihto  and  me  ; 
Pride  aiid  plciiUue's  tickle  throng 
Nothing  mind  an  idle  fong. 

Daily  near  my  table  Ileal, 
While  1  pick  my  fcanty  meal. 
Doubt  not,  little  thi.ugh  there  be. 
But  I'll  call  a  crumb  to  tbcc  ; 
Well  rewarded,  it  I  fpy 
Plcalure  in  thy  glancing  eye  : 
Sec  thee,  when  tbou'il  eat  thy  fill. 
Plume  thy  brealt,  and  wipe  thy  bill. 

Come,  my  feathcr'd  friend,  again 
Well  thou  knoweft  the  broken  pai)c. 
Afk  of  me  thy  daily  ftore  : 
Co  not  near  Avaro's  door  ; 
Once  within  hii  iron  hall. 
Woeful  end  fliall  thee  befall. 
Savage  '. — He  would  foon  diveft 
Of  its  rofy  plumes  thy  breaft  ; 
Then,  with  fohtary  joy, 
£al  thee,  bones  and  all,  my  boy  '. 

A  CONTEMPLATION. 

0  NATURE  '.  grateful  for  the  gifts  of  mind, 
Duteous  I  bend  bct'ore  thy  holy  flirinc  : 

To  other  hands  be  fortune's  gootls  aflign'd. 

And  thou,  more  bonnleous,  grant  me  only  thine. 

Bring  gentleft  love,  bring   fancy  to  my  breaft  ; 
And  if  wild  genius,  in  his  devious  way. 

Would  fometimes  deign  to  be  my  cv»  ninj  guelt, 
Or  near  my  lone  ihade  not  unkindly  T-ray  : 

1  alk  no  more  '.  for  hnppier  gifts  than  thcfo, 

The  lutTerer,  man,  was  never  bnrn  to  prove, 
But  may  my  foul  etcrn*!  flumbers  leize, 
If  loll  to  genius,  fancy,  and  to  love  1 

MENALCAS.     A  P.ASTORAL. 
Nowceafe  your  I weet  pipes,  fliepherds!  ceafe  your 

lays, 
Ye  warbling  train,  that  fill  the  echoing  groves 
With  your  melodious  love-notes  I   Die,  ye  winds, 
That  o'er  Arcadian  valleys  blows  '.   Yc  llreams, 
Ye  garrulous  old  llreams,  lui'pend  your  couife, 
And  Ihtcn  to  Mcnakas 

Come  fa-.-'ll  of  the  bcauicous  train  that  fport 
Gi*  Ladon's  fiowery  tide,  niy  Delia,  come  1 


For  thee  thy  Hiepherd,  filent  as  befits 

\\ithin  the  green  wood,  lighs;    for  thee  prepare* 

The  various  ureatbi  in  vain;  explores  the  fliadc 

Where  lowly  lurki  the  violet  blue,  where  droops. 

In  tender  beauty,  it»  fair  fpotted  bclib 

I'hc  cowQi;)  :   oft  with  plaintive  voice  he  calls 

The  wakeul  echv;— What  are  dreams  or  flowei^, 

Or  fongsof  blithe  birds  ?   What  the  l)lufliing  role. 

Young  hcahh,  or  mufu,  or  the  voice  of  praifc, 

The  fmile  of  vernal  funs,  the  fragrant  bteath 

Of  evening  gales,  when  Delia  dwells  afar  ? 

TO  THE  REV.  MR.  LA  .MB. 

Lamb,  could  the  irufe  that  boalls  thy  fonning  care 
Unfold  the  gr.ite'ul  feelings  of  my  heart. 

Her  hand  for  th^e  Ihould  mar.y  a  wreath  prepare, 
And  cull  the  choiceil  flowers  wi'h  Itudious  art. 

For  mark'd  by  thee  wsts  ea^h  imperfe  l  ray 
That  ha;)Iy  wander'd  o'er  my  inlant  mmd  ; 

Tht  dawn  of  genius  l;rij;hten"d  into  day, 
As  thy  (kill  open'd,  as  thy  lore  rtfin'd. 

Each  uncouth  lay  that  faulter'd  from  my  tong\ie. 
At  eve  or  morn  fiom  Eden's  murmurs  caught ; 

Whate'er  I  paintfd,  and  wbate'er  I  ling. 

Though  rude  the  Itrain,  though  artleis  was  the 
draught. 

You  wifely  prais'd,  and  fed  the  facred  fire, 

That  warmsthe breaft  withloveand  honeftfame; 

You  fwcird  to  nobler  heights  ray  infant  lyre, 
Rais'd  the  low  thought,  and  chetk'd  ih'  exube> 
rant  flame. 

O,  could  the  mufe  in  future  times  obtain 
One  humble  garland  from  th*  Aonian  tree  ! 

With  joy  I'd  hind  thy  favour'd  brows  again, 
With  joy  I'd  form  a  fairer  wreath  for  ihue. 

AN"  ODE. 

TO  THE  GENIUS  OF  WESTMORELAND. 

Haii^  hidden  power  of  thefe  wild  groves, 
Theie  uncouth  rocks,  and  mountains  gray  ; 
Where  oft,  as  fades  the  doling  day, 

The  family  of  fancy  roves. 

In  what  lone  cave,  what  facred  cell. 
Coeval  with  tin*  birth  of  time, 
Wrapt  in  high  cares,  ami  thought  fublime, 

In  awful  tilence  doft  thou  dwell  ?  , 

Oft  in  the  depth  of  winter's  reign, 

As  bitw  the  bleak  winds  o'er  the  dale  ; 
Moaning  along  the  diftant  gale, 

Has  fancy  heard  thy  voice  complain. 

Oft  In  the  dark  wood's  lonely  way, 
Swift  has  ihe  letn  thee  glancing  by; 
Or  down  the  Uimmcr  evening  fliy, 

Sporting  in  clouds  ot  glided  day. 

If  caught  from  thee  the  facred  urr. 

That  glow'd  within  my  youthful  breaft; 
Thofe  thoughts  too  high  to  be  cxprcft. 

Genius,  if  thou  diJ'lt  once  infpirc  ; 

f  O  pleas'd  accept  this  votive  lay, 
That  in  ray  native  lliades  rciir'd. 
And  once,  once  more  by  ihce  inlp'ir'di^ 
In  gratitude  I  pay. 


POEMS. 


RYMN  TO  PLUTUS. 


Creat  God  of  wealth,  before  whofe  facred  throne 
Truth,  honour,  genius,  fame  and  worth  lie  prone  1 
To  thy  throng'd  temples  take  one  votary  more  : 
To  thee  a  poet  iTever  kneel'd  before. 

Adieu  the  gods  that  caught  my  early  prayer  I 
Wildom   that    frown'd,    apd   knowledge  fraught 

with  care  ! 
Fricndlhip  that  every  veering  gale  could  move  I 
And  tantalizing  hope,  and  faithlefs  love  1 
Thefe,  thefe  are  flaves  that  in  thy  livery  (liine  I 
For  wifdom,  friendfliip,  love  hjmfelf  is  thine  ? 

For  thee  I'll  labour  down  the  mine's  dark  way, 
And  leave  the  confines  of  enlivening  day  ; 
For  thee  Alturia's  (hinmg  fands  explore, 
And  bear  the  fplendours  of  Potofi's  ore 
Scale  the  high  rock,  and  tempt  the  raging  fea, 
And  think,  and  toil,  and  wiili,  and  wake  for  thee. 

Farewell  the  fcenes  that  thoughtlefs  youth  could 
pleafe ; 
The  flowery  fcenes  of  indolence  and  eafe. 
Where  you  the  way  with  magic  power  beguile, 
Baffbra's  deep,  or  Lybia's  deferts  fmile. 

Foes  of  thy  worth,  that,  infolent  and  vain> 
Deride  thy  maxims,  and  rejttfl  thy  reigti, 
The  frantic  tribe  of  virtue  ihall  depart, 
And  make  no  more  their  ravage  in  my  heart. 
Away  ■'  The  tears  that  pity  taught  to  flow  1" 
Away  thit  anguifli  for  a  brother's  woe  ! 
Adieu  to  ihefe,  and  every  tireiome  gueft, 
That  drain'd  my  fortunes  or  deiiroy'd  my  reft  1 

Ah,  good  Avaro  !  could  I  thee  defi^ife  ? 
Thee,  good  Avaro  ;  provident  and  wife  ? 
Plutus,  forgive  the  bitter  thinos  I've  faid  I 
I  love  Avaro  ;  poor  Avaro's  dead. 

Yet,  yet  I'm  tliir.e;   for  taiiie's  unerring  tongue 
In  thy  footh'd  ear  thus  pours  her  filver  fong. 
"  Immortal  Plutus !  god  of  golden  eafe  1 
*'  Form'd  every  heart   and  every  eye  to  pleafe  I 
"  For  thee  content  her  downy  carpet  fpreads, 
"  And  rofy  pleafure  fwelis  her  genial  beds. 
*'  'T     thine  to  gild  the  manfinns  of  defpair; 
*'  And  beam  a  glory  round  the  brows  of  care; 
*'  To  cheat  the  lazy  pace  of  fleeplefs  hours, 
"  Vv  ith  marble  fountains,  and  ambrofial  bowers." 

O  grant  me,  Plutus,  fcenes  like  thofe  I  fung, 
My  youthtul  lyre  when  vernal  fancy  llrung. 
For  me  their  fliades  let  otiier  Studleys  rear, 
Though  each  tree's  water'd  with  a  widow's  tear  ! 

Deteited  god  1 — forgive  me  1  I  adore. 
Great  Plutus,  grant  me  one  petition  more. 
Should  Delia,  tender,  generous,  fair  and  free, 
Leave  love  and  truth,  and  facrifice  to  thee, 
I  charge  thee,  Plutus,  be  to  Delia  kind. 
And  make  her  fortunes  ric^ier  than  her  mind. 
Ee  hers  the  wealth  all  Heav'n's  broad  eye  can 

view ; 
Grant  her,  good  god,  Don  Philip  and  Peru. 

HYMN  TO  HUiVIANITY". 

Parent  of  virtue,  if  thine  ear 

Attend  not  now  to  forrow's  cry  ; 
If  now  the  pity-ftreaming  tear 

Should  haply  on  thy  cheeks  be  dry ; 
Indulge  my  votive  ftrain,  0  fwcet  humanity. 


Come,  ever  welcome  to  my  breaft '. 
A  tender,  bat  a  cheerful  guell ; 
Nor  always  in  the  gloomy  cell 
Of  lifc-confuming  forrow  dwell; 
For  forrow,  long-indulg'd  and  flow. 
Is  to  humanity  a  foe  ; 
And  grief,  that  mak(  s  the  heart  its  prey. 
Wears  fenfibility  away. 
Then  come,  fwect  nymph,  inftead  of  thee^ 
The  gloomy  fiend,  ftupidity. 

O  may  that  fiend  be  banifli'd  far. 
Though  pafiionshold  eternal  war  1 
Nor  ever  let  me  ceate  to  know 
The  puife  that  throbs  at  joy  or  woe. 
Nor  let  my  vacant  cheek  be  dry. 
When  lorrow  fills  a  brother's  eye  ; 
Nor  may  the  tear  that  frequent  flows 
From  private  or  from  focial  woes. 
E'er  make  this  pleafmg  fenfe  depart. 
Ye  cares,  O  harden  not  my  heart . 

If  the  fair  ftar  of  fortune  fmile. 
Let  not  Its  flattering  power  beguile: 
Nor   borne  along  the  fav'ring  tide, 
My  full  fails  fwell  with  bloating  pride. 
Let  me  from  wealth  but  hope  content, 
Rtmembering  ftiU  it  was  but  lent; 
To  moileft  merit  fpread  my  ftore. 
Unbar  my  hofpitable  door  ; 
Nor  feed,  for  pomp,  an  idle  train. 
While  want  unpitied  pines  in  vain. 

It  Heaven,  in  every  purpofe  wife. 
The  envifd  lot  of  wealth  denies; 
If  doom'd  to  drag  life's  painful  load 
Through  poverty's  uneven  road. 
And,  for  the  due  bread  of  the  day, 
Deltin'd  to  toil  as  well  as  pray; 
To  thee,  humanity,  ftill  true, 
I'll  wilh  the  good  I  cannot  do ; 
And  give  the  wretch,  that  pafles  by, 
A  foothing  word — a  tear — a  figh. 

Howe'er  exalted,  ordepreft. 
Be  ever  mine  the  feeling  breaft. 
From  me  remove  the  ftagnant  mind 
Of  languid  indolence,  reclm'd  ; 
The  foul  that  one  long  Sabbath  keeps, 
And  through  the  fun's  whole  circle  fleeps; 
Dull  peace,  that  dwells  in  folly's  eye, 
And  felf-attending  vanity. 
Alike,  the  foolifli,  and  the  vain 
Are  ftrangers  to  the  fenfe  humane. 

O  for  that  fympathetic  glow 
Which  taught  the  holy  tear  to  flow. 
When  the  prophetic  eye  furvey'd 
Sion  in  future  aflies  laid  ; 
Or,  rais'd  to  Heaven,  iiffplor'd  the  bread 
That  thoufands  in  the  defert  fed  ! 
Or,  when  the  heart  o'er  friendfliip's  grave 
Sigh'd  ; — and  forgot  its  power  to  fave 

0  for  thtt  fympathetic  glow 
Which  taught  the  holy  tear  to  flow  '. 

It  comes :  It  fills  my  labouring  breaft  I 

1  feel  my  beating  heart  oppreft. 

Oh  1  hear  that  lonely  widow's  wail ! 
See  her  dim  eye  !  her  afpedt  pale  S 
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THE   WORKS   OF  LANGHORNE, 


To  Heaven  fh?  turns  In  deep  defpair, 
Her  infants  wonder  at  her  prayer, 
And,  mingling  tears  they  know  not  why, 
Lift  up  their  little  hands,  and  cry. 

0  God  !  their  moving  forrows  (ce  ! 
Support  thera,  I'weet  humanity! 

Life,  fiil'd  with  grief's  diftrefsful  train, 
For  ever  alks  the  tear  humane. 
Behold  in  yon  uncmfcious  grove 
The  vielinu  of  ill-fated  love  I 
Heard  you  that  iigonizing  throe  ? 
Sure  this  is  not  foinantic  woe  I 
The  golden  day  ci  joy  is  o'er  j 
And  now  they  part — '■ — to  meet  no  more. 
Affift  them,  hearts  from  anguidi  free  1 
Afliil  them,  fweet  humanity  ! 

Parent  of  virtife,  if  thine  ear 

Attend  not  now  to  foi  raw's  try  ; 
If  now  the  pitj-ltreaming  tear 

Should  haply  on  rhy  check  be  dry, 
Indulge  my  votive  drain,  O  fweet  humanity  '. 

EPISTLE  TO  MR.  

From  fcenes  where  fancy  no  escurCon  tries. 
Nor  trulls  her  wing  to  fmoke-invelop'd  ikies  ; 
Far  from  the  town's  detelled  haunts  rcino*-'d. 
And  nought  but  thee  defcrted  thai  I  iov'd; 
From  noife  and  folly  ajid  the  world  got  free, 
One  truant  tiiought  yet  only  ftays  for  riite. 

What  is  that  world  which  makes  the  heart  its 
flave?    . 
A  reftlefs  Tea  revolving  wave  on  wave: 
There  rage  the  ftorms  of  each  uncertain  clime  : 
There  float  the  wrecks  of  fortune  and  of  time  : 
There  hojie's  fmooth  gales  in  foft  fucdeflion  blow, 
While  difappointmenl  hides  the  rock  below. 
The  fyren  pleafures  tune  their  faral  breath. 
And  lull  you  to  the  long  repofe  of  death. 

\\'hat  is  that  wOrld  ?  at 'tis  no  more 

Tl.an  the  vext  ocean  while  we  walk  the  fiiore. 
Loud  roar  the  windsandhvell  the  wild  «  aves  high, 
Lalli  the  rude  beach,  and  frighten  all  the  Iky  ; 
No  longer  fiialt  my  little  bark  be  rent, 
Since  hope  refign'd  her  anchor  to  content. 

Like  I'ome  poor  fiCber  that,  efcap'd  with  life, 
WH!  truft  no  more  to  elemental  Itrife  ; 
Bi-.t  lit-!  m  I'afely  on  the  green-bank  lide. 
And  lives  upon  the  leavings  of  the  tide  ; 
Like  him  contented  you  your  friend  (hall  fee. 
As  fafe,  as  happy,  and  as  poor  as  he. 

TO   A   LADY. 

ON  READING  Ail  ELEGY  WRITTEN  BV  HER, 

On  tie  Search  of  Hiipfuicfs. 

To  feek  the  lovely  nymph  you  fing, 

I've  wandcr"d  many- a  weary  mile, 
From  grove  to  grove,  from  fpring  to  fpring; 

If  here  or  there  flie  dcign'd  to  ("mile. 

Nay,  what  I  row  mud  blufli  to  fay, 
For  fure  it  hap'd  in  evil  hour  ; 

1  once  fo  far  millook  my  \\  ay. 

To  feek  her  in  the  luunts  of  power. 


How  (hould  fuccefs  my  fearch  betide, 
When  ftill  fo  far  I  wander'd  wrong? 

For  hajipinefs  on  Arrowe's  fide, 
Was  liftcning  to  Maria's  fong. 

Delighted  thus  with  you  to  (lay. 

What  hope  have  I  the  nymph  to  fee  ; 

Unlets  you  teale  your  magic  lay. 
Or  bring  her  in  your  arms  to  me  ? 

'  A  MONODY. 

INSCRIBED  TO    MY    WORTHY    FRIEND    JOHNT 
SCOTT,    ESQ; 

Being  luritten  in  his  Garden  at  Amweli,in   Hert- 
Jordjhiie,  the  beginning  of  the  year  1769. 

Friend  of  my  genius',  on  whofe  natal  hour. 
Shone  the  fame  ftar,  but  flione  with  brighter 

ray  ; 
Oft  as  amidft  thy  Amwell's  fliades  I  dray, 
And  mark  thy  true  tafte  in  each  winding  bower, 
P'rom  my  full  eye  why  falls  the  tender  fliower  ? 
While  other  thoughts  than  thefc  fair  fcenes  con- 
vey, [away. 
Bear  on  my  trembling  mind,  and  melt  its  poweis 

Ah  me  I   my  friend  !   in  happier  hours  I  fpread 
Like  thee  the  wild  walk  o'er  the  varied  plain  ; 
The  faireft  tribes  of  Flora's  painted  train, 
Each  bd<ier  flirub  that  grac'd  her  genial  bed. 
When  old  Sylvanus,  by  young  wiilies  led. 
Stole  to  her  arms,  of  fuch  fair  oflT-pring  vain. 
That  bore  their  mother's  beauties  on  their  head. 

Like  thee,  infpir'd  by  love— -'twas  Delia's  charms, 
' Twas  Delia's  tafle  the  new  creation  gave  : 
For  her  my  groves  in.plamtive  fighs  would  wave. 

And  call  her  abfent  to  their  mailer's  arms. 

She  conies — Ye  flowers  your  fairtll  blooms  unfold  I 
Ye  waving  groves,  your  plaintive  lighs  forbear  ! 
Breathe  all  your  fragrance  to  the  amorous  air. 

Ye  fmiling  flirubs  whofe  heads  are  cloth'd  wiih 
gold  1 

She  comes,  by  truth,  by  fair  affetflion  led. 

The  long  Iov'd  miftrefs  of  my  faithful  heart  1 
The  miltretsof  my  foul,  no  more  to  part, 

-And  all  my  hopes,  and  all  my  vows  are  fped. 

Vain,  vain  delufions  1  dicams  for  ever  fled  I 

Ere  twice  the  fpring  had  wak'd  ilie  genial  hour. 
The  lo\tjly  parent  bore  one  beauteous  flower. 

And  droop'd  her  gentle  head. 

And  funk,  for  ever  funk,  into  her  filent  bed. 

Friend  of  my  genius !  partner  of  my  fate  1 
To  equal  fenfe  of  painful. fufl'e ring  born  I 
From  whofe  fond  bread  a  lovely  parent  torn, 

Bcdevv'd  thy  pale  cheek  with  a  tear  lb  late  ;— 

Oh  !   let  us  mindful  of  th  •  lliort,  fliort  date. 
That  be.-rs  the  fjioil  of  hum:in  hopc>iavvav. 
Indulge  fweet  memory  of  each  happier  day  !, 

No  !  clofe,  for  ever  tlole  the  iron-gaic 
Of  e',)!d  oblivion  on  that  droary  cell, 
Where  the  pale  lliades  of  pall  enjoyments  dwell. 
And  pointing  to  their  bleed 'ng  bofonn  fsy. 

On  life's  difaltrous  hour  whr4t  varied  wocs;iwart  I 

Let  fcenes  of  fofter,  gentler  kind, 
Avvtkc  to  fancy's  Toothing  call, 
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And  milder  on  the  penfive  mind, 

The  fliadowed  thought  of  grief  ftiall  fall. 
Oft  as  the  flowly-clofing  day 

Draws  her  pale  mantle  from  the  dew-ftar's  eye, 

What  time,  the  fliepherd's  cry 
Leads  from  the  part ur'd  hills  his  flocks  away. 
Attentive  to  the  tender  lay 
7'har  Heals  from  Pliilomela's  breaft, 

Let  us  in  mafing  lilence  ftray, 

Where  Lee  beholds  in  mazes  flow 

His  uncomplaining  waters  flow,  [reft. 

And  all  his  whilpering  ftiores  invite  the  charm  ol 

IMITATIONS  OF  WALLER.. 

WALLER  TO  ST.  EVREMONO. 

O  VALES  of  Penfliurft  now  fo  lon;^  unfeen  I 
Forgot  each  fecure  (liade,  each  winding  green ; 
Thofe  lonely  paths  what  art  huve  I  to  tread. 
Where  once  young  love,  the  blind  cnthufiaft,  led? 
Yet  if  the  genius  of  your  confcious  groves 
nU  Sidney  in  mv  Sacharifla  loves  ; 
Let  him  with  pride  her  cruel  power  unfold  J 
25y  him  my  pains  let  Evremond  be  told. 

INSCRIPTIONS  ON  A  BEECH  TREE, 

IN  THE   ISLAND  OF  SICILY. 

Sweet  land  of  mufes !  o'er  whole  favour'd  plains 
Ceres  and  Flora  held  alternate  fway  ; 

By  Jove  refrelli'd  with  lif'e-diff'ufing  rains. 
By  Phoebus  bleft  with  every  kinder  ray  I 

O  with  what  pride  do  I  thofe  times  furvey, 
When  freedom,  by  her  ruftic  minftrel>  led, 

Danc'd  on  the  green  lawn  many  a  furamer's  day, 
While  paftoral  eafe  reclin'd  her  carelefs  head. 

In  thefe  foft  (liades  ;   ere  yet  tliat  (hepherd  fled, 
Whofe  mufic  pierc'd  earth,  air,  and  Heaven  and 
hell. 

And  call'd  the  ruthlefs  tyrant  of  the  dead 
From  the  dark  flumbers  of  his  iron  cell. 

His  ear  unfolding  caught  the  magic  fptil  : 

He  felt  the  founds  glide  foftly  through  his  heart  ; 
The  founds  that  deign'd  of  love's  fweet  power  to 
tell; 

And  as  they  told,  would  point  his  golden  dart. 
Fix'd  was  the  god  ;  nor  power  had  he  to  part, 

Forthe  fairdaughter  of' the  Oieaf-crown'd  queen, 
Fair  without  pridf,  and  lovely  without  art, 

Gather'd  her-wild  flowers  on  the  daified  green. 
He  faw  ;   he  figh'd  ;  and  that  unmelting  breafl:, 
Which  arms  the  hand  of  death,  the  power  of  love 
confefs'd. 

THE  DUCHESS  OF  MAZARINE, 

ON   HER  RETIRING  INTO  A  CONVENT. 

Ye  holy  cares  that  haunt  thefe  lonely  cells, 
Thefe  fcenes  where  falutary  fadnefs  dwells; 
Ye  fighs  that  minute  the  flow  wafting  day, 
Ye  pale  regrets  that  wear  my  life  away  ; 
O  bid  thefe  pafllons  for  the  world  depart, 
Thefe  wild  defires,  and  vanities  of  heart, 
Hide  every  trace  of  vice,  of  follies  paft-. 
And  yield  to  Heaven  the  vinery  at  lait. 
Vol.  XL 


To  that  the  poor  remains  of  life  are  due, 
' Tis  Heaven  that  calls,  and  I  the  call  uurfue. 
Lord  of  my  life,  my  future  cares  are  thine, 
My  love,  my  duty  greet  thy  holy  ftiruie  : 
No  more  my  heart  to  vainer  hopes  I  give. 
But  live  for  thee,  whofe  bounty  bids  me  live. 
The  power  that  gave  thefe  little  charms  their 
grace. 
His  favours  bounded,  and  confin'd  their  fpace. 
Spite  of  thofe  charms  fhall  time,  with  rude  eflTay, 
Tear  from  the  cheek  the  traniient  rofe  away. 
But  the  free  mind,  ten  thoufand  ages  paft, 
Its  Maker's  form,  fliall  with  its  Maker  laft. 
Uncertain  objedls  ftill  our  hopes  employ  ; 
Uncertain  all  that  bears  the  name  of  joy! 
Of  all  that  feels  the  injuries  of  fate 
Uncertain  is  the  fcarch,  and  Ihort  the  date. 
Yet  ev'n  that  boon  what  thoufands  vvilli  to  gain? 
That  boon  of  death,  the  fad  refource  of  pain  ! 

Once  on  my  path  all  fortune's  glory  fell, 
Her  vain  magnificence,  and  courtly  fwell : 
Love  touch'd  my  Ibul  at  leait  with  foft  defires, 
And  vanity  there  fed  her  meteor  fires. 
This  truth  at  laft  the  mighty  fcenes  let  fall. 
An  hour  of  innocence  was  worth  them  all. 

Lord  of  my  life  1   O,  let  thy  facred  ray 
Shine  oVr  my  heart,  and  break  its  clouds  away. 
Deluding,  fiattermj    faithlef^  w.    l!  adieu  ! 
Long  halt  thou  tau^;ht  me.  God  is  only  true  ! 
That  God  alone  I  trult,  alone  adpre. 
No  more  deluded,  and  mifled  no  more.       [reafe! 
Come,  facred  hour,  when  waverinj;  doubts  ftiall 
Come  holy  fcenes  ot  long  repofe  and  peace  '. 
Yet  ihall  my  heart,  to  other  intereits  true, 
A  m  >ment  balance  'twixt  the  worid  and  you  ? 
Of  penfive  nights,  of  long-refledlin"  days. 
Be  yours,  at  lafl:,  the  triumph  and  the  praife  ! 

Great,  gracious  Malter,  whofe  unbounded  fway. 
Felt  through  ten  thoufand  worlds,  thofe  worlds 
Wilt  thou  for  once  thy  awful  glories  fliade  [obey  ; 
And  deign  i'  efpoufe  the  creature  thou  haft  made  i 
All  other  ties  indignant  I  difclaim, 
Difhonour'd  thofe    and  infamous  to  name  I 

O  fatal  ties,  for  which  fuch  tears  I've  rtied. 
For  which  the  pleafures  of  the  world  lay  dead  ! 
That  world's  foft  pleafures  you  alone  difarm  ; 
That  world  uithoutyou,  ftill  nviglit  have  its'charm. 
But  now  thofe  fcenes  of  tempting  hope  I  clofe, 
.\nd  fi-ek  the  peaceful  ftudies  of  re,;ofe  ; 
Look  on  the  palt  as  time  that  Uole  away, 
And  beg  the  blefungs  of  a  happier  day. 

Ye  gay  falouns,  ye  golden-vefted  halls. 
Scenes  of  high  treats  and  lieart-bewitching  balls  I 
Drefs,  figure,  fplendour,  charmi  of  play,  farewell. 
And  all  the  toilet's  fcience  to  excel ; 
Even  love  that  ambufh'd  in  this  beauteous  hair, 
No  more  fliall  lie,  like  Indian  archers,  there. 
Go,  erring  love  I   for  nobler  objects  given  1 
Go,  beautpous  hau ,  a  facrifice  to  ricaven  ! 

Soon  fliall  the  veil  thefe  glowing  features  hide, 
At  once  tlie  period  of  tlieir  povver  and  pride  1 
The  hapkfa  lover  .hall  no  more  complain 
Of  vows  unheard,  or  uurewariied  pam  ; 
While  calmly  fleep  in  each  untortur'd  breaft 
My  fecret  forrow,  and  his  flghs  profeft.  , 

Go,  flattering  train  1  and,  flaves  to  me  no  more, 
\yi:h  tl;;'  fame  flglis  fo.ne  happier  fair  adore- 1 
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Your  .-.Iter'J  taitli,  I  lilamc  not,  nor  bcwai! — 
And  hiply  yet,  (what  womnn  is  not  fra.l.-) 
Yet,  haply,  mitrlit  I  calmer  minutes  prove, 
If  he  that  lov'd  tnc  knew  no  othtr  love  I 

Yt t  were  that  ardour,  which  li's  bnaf^  infpIr'J, 
By  cliar;n<.  of  more  thnn  mortal  beauty  li.M  ; 
What  noblt-r  pride  !  could  I  to  Heaven  rcfigii 
The  zeal,  the  fervice  th  it  I  boaflL-d  mine  1 
O,  change  your  f.ilie  di  fires   ye  (lattcrini^  train  I 
And  love  me  pious,  wiiom  ye  lov'd  profane  ! 

Tilde  long  adieus  «  ith  lovers  dooi-i'd  to  go, 
Or  prove  their  merit,  or  my  ^vciiknef^  Ihow, 
But  Heaven,  to  fuch  loft  frailties  lcf>>  feverc, 
May  fpare  the  tribuie  of  a  female  tear. 
May  yield  one  teiuhr  moment  todijjlore 
Thulc  gentle  hearts  that  I  inuft  h^id  no  more. 

THE  VICEROY: 

ADDRESSED  TO  THE  EARL  OF  HALIFAX  *. 

Tirjl  puLliJ}.'ed  in  i-]6l. 

*TwAS  on  time's  birth-day,  when  the  voice  divine 
Wak'd  fleeping  nature,  w  hile  her  infant  eye, 
Yet  tremblini;,  ftriiggl'd  with  er'.'?.ted  light; 
The  Heaven-burn  mufe,  fpruiig  from   the  fource 

fublime 
Of  harmony  immortal,  firfl  receiv'd 
Her  facred  mandate.     "  Go,  fer.ipliic  maid, 
•'  Companion  Itjl  to  nature  '.  fiom  her  noiks 
"  Derive  thy  lay  melodious,  great,  like  thoie, 
"   And  elega'-,tly  froiplc.     In  thy  train, 
"  Glory,  and  fair  rv-nown,  and  deathlefs  fame 
"  Attendant  ever,  each  immortal  name, 
"   By  thee  deem'd  facred,  to  yon  ftarry  vault 
*'  Shall  bear,  and  ftamp  in  charaifcrs  of  gold. 
"  Be  thine  the  care,  alone  where  truth  d'rccts 
*'  The  firm  heart,  where  the  love  of  human  kind 
"  Inflames  the  ])atriot  fpirit,  there  to  lo(.th 
"  The  toils  oi  virtue  with  irelodiou^  praife: 
"  For  thole,  that  fmilmg  feraph  bids  thee  wake 
''  His  golden  lyie  ;  for  tlioi'e,  the  youn;T-ey'd  fun 
"  Gilds  this  fair-formed  world  ;   and  genial  fprim 
•'  Throws  many  a  green  wreath,  libera!  from  his 

*'  bofo.iQ." 
So  fpake  the  voice  divine,  whofe  laft  fweet  found 
4jave  birth  to  echo,  tuneful  nymph,  that  loves 
The  mule's  haunt,  dim  grove,  oi  lontly  dp  If', 
Or  high  wood  old;    and,  liilening  whiii  (lie  fings, 
Dwells  in  long  rapture  on  each  falling  ftraiiii 

O  Halifax,  an  humble  mufe  that  dwells 
In  fccncs  like  thcfe,  a  faanger  to  the  world. 
To  thee  8  Itranger,  late  has  learn'd  thy  fame, 
Even  in  this  vale  of  liltn'ce  ;   from  the  voice 
Of  erho  learn'd  it,  and,  like  her,  delights. 
With  thy  lov'd  name,  to  make  thefc  wild  woods 
vocal. 

Spirits  of  ancient  time,  to  bi^'h  rcno  vn 
By  martial  glory  rais'd,  and  d'.ed>  aujiilt, 

•  The  refolul'tnn  of  the  Irijb  Hoitfe  of  Commons 
rrfpriiing  the  augmentation  if  the  revenue  ofthr 
Lord  Lieutenant,  Feb.  26.  17^2.  onA  his  iLxrel 
ienry's  fpeechjn  ronfcquence  thercoj,  Vei>.  11.  vil: 
both  ilLuJlratt  this  po-:m,  »nd  jLow  the  occnfion 
4  it. 
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Atchiev'd  for  Britain's  freedcni  I  patriot  hearts, 
i  hat,  feariefs  of  a  tyrant's  tnreatcning  arm, 
Embrat'd  your  bleeding  country  '.  oVr  tliC  page, 
^Vht•re  liillory  ii.uirphs  in  vour  holy  names. 
O'er  the  dim  monuments  that  mark  your  graves, 
''■"i  hy  ftream'.  my  f-)?  with  p!e:'.furc  !  'lis  the  joy 
The  foft    delight    tiiat   through   the    full    breaft 

flow, 
Fion  fvvect  remembrance  of  dcp.^rtcil  virtue  I 

0  I'ritain,  parent  of  illuftrious  names, 
V\'hilc  o'er  thy  annal.^  memory  (Iroots  her  eye 
How  the  heart  glows,  rapt  with  high-wondering 

lore. 
And  emulous  cft(cm  I  hail,  Sydney.,  hail  I 
W'htili.-r  Orcadian  blithe-,- by  fountaia  clear, 
Pipiiitj  thy  lov»lny5  wild,  or  Spaitan  held, 
In  freedom's  van  diilingiiilird,  Sydney,  hail  I 
Oft  o'er  thy  laurell'd  tomb  from  hai-ds  unfeen 
F.ill  flowers ;  oft  in  the  vales  of  renfiiiirft  fair 
.Mcnaica,  (lepping  from  his  evening  fold, 
Liffeneth  itraiige  nuific,  from  the  liny  breath 
Gf  fairy  minllri  Is  warbled,  whirh  of  old, 
Uanring  to  thy  fweet  lays,  they  learned  well. 
On    Raleigh's   grave,    O    drew    the    fweeteft 

flL.wcrs, 
Thit  on  th.e  bofom  of  the  green  vale  bbw  '. 
There  hang  your  vernal  wreailis,  ye  viliage  maids  1 
Ye  mountain  nymphs,  your  crowns  of  wild  thyme 

bring  [h.'y> 

To  Raleigh's  honour'd  grave  I   th(*re  bloom   the 
The  vir',Tin  role,  that,  blulliini:  to  b'^  fef-n. 
To'ds  it->  fair  leaves;  fur  modelt  veorth  u  as  his; 
-V  mind  ivhere  truth,  phiiolbphy's  ilrlt  born, 
r  el  1  her  harmonious  reign  :    A  Briton's  i>rea(l, 
1  h  It,  careful  ftill  of  ireedom's-  holy  p  edge, 
Diidain'd  the  mean  arts  or  a  tyrant's  court, 
Difdain'd  and  died  1  where  wa?  thy  fpirit  then. 
Quern  of  I'ea-vrownirg  ifles,  wlien  Ralngh  bled  ? 
How  well  he  f.^rv'd  thee,  let  Iberia  tell  1 
■\fk  piiflrate  Cales,  yet  trembling  .-it  l.is  name. 
How   wed    he  letv'd  thee;  when  her  vanquifli'd 

han  1 
f^leld  fonh  the  bafc  bribe,  how  he  fpurn'd  it  fiom 

hm, 
.\nd  cried,  I  fight  for  Britain  I   1;  ft-,ry  rife. 
And  blaff  the  reigns  that  redden  witii  the  blood 
Of  thole  that  ^ave  th  in  glory  \  happier  days. 
Gilt  with  a  Bvunfw.ck  s  partnt  fmile,  await 
TI1C  hoiioir'd  '/.ceroy.     Jvlc.ie  aufpicio;is  hours 
>hall  Halifax  behold,  nor  grieves  to  find 
A  favourM  land  ungratefut  to  Ids  care. 
()  for  the  m'lfe  of  Milton,  to  r^nrd 
rhe  lionours  of  that  day,  whrn  full  conven'd 
Hih'-rnia''-  fenate  with  one  voice  proclaim'd 
A  nati  'ti's  hi^li  ap;danfc  ;   when  long  opprrfl 
With  •.vealth-coi.fiiming  war,  ih.eir  eagei  love 
Adv.inc'd  the  prill.  <ly  dignity's  fni>port, 
'.Vhiie  Halifax  prefi.I'd  I   O.  brl-jv'd 
Bv  every  mu;e,  grace  of  the  poiiih'd  coiirt, 
)  he  pcafaiu'y  -jiiardian,  tlien  who!  pleauire  felt 
riiv  liberal  bo-'om  !  not  the  h-w  di-light 
Of  fortune's  added  gifts,  gitatiy  decli:  'd  ; 
No;  'twas  the  uiprcme  fdils  tint  fills  the  breaft, 
Of  cov.f;  ious  virtue,  haj:py  tn  behold 
Her  rare'  fucrei'sful  in  a  ti.uion's  joy. 

But  O,  ye  rill(r>  of  the  facred  Ipiing, 
To  fwcctelt  accents  tune  the  ^olifli'il  lay^ 
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*P{ie  mxiP.c  of  pert'iiafion  I  you  alone 

Can  j)a!nt  tiiat  eul'y  cicqueiicc  th  u  flow'd 

III  Attic  -'trtanis,  fVo;n  Halii'r.x  that  '.loi\ 'd, 

When  ail  li-rne  iiften'd.  Albion  iieard, 

And  ffit  a  parent's  joy  :  no  more,  flie  cried, 

Wo  more  lliall  Oveei.e  the  man  ot  Athens  boaft, 

Whole  m;is;ic  psrioiis  fmooth'd  the  liitenir.^'  wave 

Of  rapt  lijflus.    Rume  fliall  claim  no  more 

The  tiowcry  path  of  eloquence  ahine 

To  grace  her  coiiful's  brow  ;    for  nrver  fpoke 

Himeria's  viceroy  words  of  fairer  phrafe, 

Forgetful  of  Alphens'  haftening  fbeam, 

When  Arethufa  ftopp'd  her  golden  tide. 

And  call'd  her  iiymphs,  and   c.ill'd   her  fliepherd 

fwains 
To  leave  their fweet  pipes  filent.  Sileist  lay 
Your  pipes,  Hiberniai.  Ihepherds.   Liff'jy  fisil'd, 
And  on  his  fuft  hand  lean'd  his  dimply  .-heek, 
Attentive;   "  Otue  fo  \Vhurton  fpoke,"  he  cried, 
"  Unhappy  Wharton  1   whofe  younc-  eloquence 
"  Yet  vibrates  on  mine  ear."   U'ijatever  powers, 
Whatever  genii  old,  of  vale  or  grove 
The  high  inhabitants,  all  throng'd  lo  hear 
Sylvanus  came,  and  from  his  temples  gray 
His  oaken  chaptet  flung,  left  hap'lyleaf. 
Or  iaterpoling  bough,  Ihould  meet  the  found, 
And  bar  its  foft  approaches  to  Ins  ear. 
Pan  ceas'd  to  pipe — a  moment  ceas'd-— for  then 
Sufpicion  grew,  that  Phoebus  in  difguife 
His  ancient  reign  invaded  :  down  he  call, 
In  petulance,  his  reed;  but  feiz'd  it  foon. 
And  till'd  the  woods  with  claiigor.   Meafureswild 
The  wanton  fatyrs  danc'd,  then  liltening  itood. 
And  gaz'd  with  uncouth  joy. 

But  hark  !   wild  riots  fliuke  the  peaceful  plain, 
The  gathering  tumult  roars,  and  fa<fl:ion  opes 
Her  blood-requflling  eye.  The  fnglued  fwain 
AInurns  o'er  his  waited  labours,  and  implores 
His  country's  guardian.  Previous  to  his  wiih 
That  guar.uan's  care  he  found.  The  tumult  ceas'd, 
And  faiflion  cios'd  her  blood rrequeftiiig  e>e. 
Be  thefe  thy  honours,  Halifax  '.   and  chefe 
The  liberal  mufe,  that  never  flain'd  her  page 
With  flaitery,  OkJI  record  :  from  each  io>v  v;sw, 
Each  mean  cunnecftioa  free,  her  praife  is  fame. 
O,  could  her  hand  in  future  times  obtain 
One  humble  garland  frcm  th'  Aonian  tree. 
With  joy  flie'd  bind  it  on  thy  favour'd  head, 
And  greet  thy  judging  ear  with  fweeter  (bains  I 
'  Meanwhile  purfue,  in  public  virtueN  path. 
The  palm  of  glory  :  only  there  wiil  bloom 
Pierian  laurels.  Should'it  thou  deviate  thence, 
P-erijB  the  bloffoms  of  tair-foiding  fame  ! 
Kv'n  this  poor  wreath,  that  now  aifeds  thy  brow, 
VVonll  loie  Its  little  bloom,  the  mufe  repme, 
And  bku'h  that  Halifax  had  Itole  her  praife. 

UYM^  TO  THE  RISING  SUN. 

From  the  red  wave  rifing  bright. 

Lift  on  high  thy  golden  head  ; 

O'er  the  miflry  mountain,  fpread 
Thy  fmiling  rays  of  orient  light  1 
See  the  golden  god  appear  1 
Flies  the  fiend  of  darknefs  drear  ; 
Flies,  and  in  her  gloomy  train, 
Sable  grief,  aud  ca;e,  and  pain  ! 


Sec  the  golden  god  advance! 

On  Tauiui' iie;g'.t5  h  ^  ■-oaif.rs  orande  ; 

vV.th  him  halte  X.ic  v;:rnal  tK.urs. 

B/carhing.fweets,  and  drooping  dowers. 

Laugiiing  Sv.ramer  at  his  hoe, 

Waves  li-r  lock^  ii;  rofy  i^ruie; 

And  Autumn  biar.d,  with  aipecl  kindj 

Bears  hiS  goidcn  fheaf  behind. 

0  hade,  and  iprer.d  the  jiurpie  day 
O'er  all  the  wide  ethereal  way  ! 

•  Nature  mourn'^  at  thy  delay: 

God  of  glory  hafie  away  1 

From  the  red  wave  rifing  bright; 
Lift  on  high  thy  golden  head 
O'er  the  nufty  mountains, fpread 

Thy  fmiimg  rays  of  orient  light ! 

A  FAREWELL  HYMN 

TO  TEE  VALLty  Or  IRWAJT^ 

Farewell  the  fields  of  Irwan's  vale, 
ivly  iuf.mt  years  where  fancy  led  ; 

And  footh'd  me  with  the  weftern  gale, 

Her  wild  dremnj  waving  round  my  headj 

While  the  blithe  blackbird  told  his  tale. 
Farewell  the  tieids  of  Irwau's  vale  I 

The  pnmrofe  on  the  valley's  fide, 

The  green  thyme  on  the  mountain's  head, 
The  wanton  rofe,  the  daily  pied. 

The  wilding's  bloflbm  blufhirig  red; 
No  longer  I  their  i'weets  inhale. 
Farewell  the  fields  of  Irwan's  vale  ! 

How  oft.  within  yon  vacant  fliade, 

Has  ev'ning  cios'd  my  careleis  eye  I 

How  on,  al'ing  thofe  banks,  I've  Itray'd, 

And  watch'd  ihe  wave  that  wanuer'd  by  '. 

Full  Ion;'  their  lolsfhalil  bevvuil. 

Farewell  the  fields  of  Irwan's  vale  '. 

Yet  flill,  within  ynn  vac'ant  grove. 

To  mark  the  dole  of  parting  day; 

Along  yon  fiow'ry  b/inks  to  rove. 

And  vvaich  the  wave  that  winds  away  ; 

Fair  fjncy'  fure  I'lall  never  fail, 

1  hough  far  from  thefe,  and  Irwan's  vale  1 
* 

THE  HAPPY  VILLAGER. 

Virtue  dwells  in  \rden'3vale; 

'ihtTi  her  haiiow'd  tempies  nfe; 

There  her  incenfe  greets  theiliies, 
Graterul  as  the  mo  ning  gale  1 

There,  with  humble  peace,  and  her. 

Lives- the  h:i,py  villager; 

There  the  gjlden  fmiles  of  morn- 

Brghter  eve'iy  field  adorn  ; 

Thi-re  the  urn's  rteclmnig  ray 

Fairer  p.iints  the  ])arting  day  : 

["here  the  woudlark  louder  lings. 

Zephyr  moves  on  loi'ier  wings, 

Groves  in  greener  honours  rue, 

Purer  a?ure  fpreads  the  Ikies  ; 

1  here  the  fou'itauis  clearer  fio'vV", 
Flowers  in  brighte    beauty  blow; 
For.  with  peace  ar.d  virtue,  theie 
Lives  the  happy  viLar.or. 
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Diilant  (till  from  Ardcn's  vale 

Are  the  woes  the  li.id  bewail ; 

Diihiiit  fell  remorle,  and  piin, 

And  frenzy  fmiling  o'(  r  her  chain  I 

Grief's  quick  pan;;,  dtfpairN  dead  groan, 

Arc  in  Arden's  vale  unknown  : 

Vor  with  ])cacc  and  virtue,  there 

Lives  the  hapjiy  villager  1 

In  hishofpit.ibie  cell, 

Love,  ami  truth,  and  freedom  dwell; 

And.  with  afpcifV  mild  :\nd  tree, 

The  graceful  nymph,  fimplicity. 

Kail,  ye  liberal  graces,  hail  1 

Natives  all  ol  Arden's  vale  : 

£or,  with  peace  and  virtue,  there 

Lives  tlie  happy  villager  1 

TO  ALMENA. 

FROM  THE  BANKS  OF  THE  IRWAN. 

Where  trenibline  poplars  fliade  their  parent  vale 

And  tune  to  HK-lody  the  mountain  gale; 

Where  Irwan  murmurs  nnifioaUy  fl-nv, 

And  breathin;;  breezes  tlirouj^h  his  ofiers  blow  ; 

Friend  of  my  he  art,  behold  thy  poet  laid 

In  the  dear  filence  of  his  native  Ihade  ! 

Ye  facred  vale-;,  where  oft  the  mufe,  unfeen, 

Led  my  light  Heps  along  the  moon-li;;ht  green; 

Ye  fccnes,  where  peace  and  fancy  held  their  reign 

For  ever  lovM,  and  once  enjoy'd  again  I 

Ah  1  where  is,  now,  that  namelefs  blifs  refin'd  ; 

That  tranquil  hour,  that  vacancy  of  mind? 

Asfweet  the  wild  role  bears  its  bilmy  bread  ; 

As  foon,  the  breeze  with  murmurs  fooths  to  reft  ; 

As  fmooth.  the  Itream  of  fdver  Irwan  tlows; 

As  fair,  each  flower  along  his  border  blows  : 

Yet  dwells  not  here  that  nwmelefs  blifs  refin'd, 

That  tranq'ii!  hour,  that  vacancy  of  mind. 

Is  it  that  kno.vledge  is  allied  to  woe  ; 

And  are  we  hippy,  only  e'er  we  know  ? 

1?.  it  that  hopf  withholds  her  golden  ra)-, 

That  fancy '^  fairy  vi(ion<  lade  away  .' 

Or  can  I,  di:;ant  far  fri)m  all  that's  dear, 

Be  hanpy  oidy  when   '.Imena's  near  ? 

That  truth,  the  feelings  of  my  heart  difclofe  : 

Too  dear  the  friendlhip  for  the  friend's  repofe. 

Thus  mouin'd  the  mule,  when,  through  his  oilers 

wild. 
The  hill-born  Irwan  rais'd  his  bead,  and  fmil'd  : 
"  C'lil  i  of  my  hopes,"  he  fondly  cried,  "  forbear  : 
"   Nor  let  thy  Irwan  witnefs  thy  defpair. 
"  Has  peace  indeed  forfook  my  flow'ry  lliore  ? 
"  Shall   fame,    and   hope,    and    fancy,   charm  nc 

"  more  ? 
"  Thoueh  fame  and  hope  in  liindrcd  air  depart, 
"   Yet  fancy  Hill  IlinuKl  hold  thee  to  her  heart: 
"   For,  at  thybTth,  the  village  hind  has  leen 
"   Her  li:;ht  wings  waving  o'er  the  fhadowy  green  ; 
"  With  rufy  wreaths  Ihe  crown'd  the  new-born 

"  hours, 
*'   And  rival  fairies  fill'd  thy  bed  with  flowers: 
"  In  vain — if  ^rief  fliall  wafte  thy  blooming  years, 
•'  And  life  didblve  in  folitude  and  tears " 

THE  AMIABLE  KING. 

The  free-born  mufe  her  tribute  riircly  brings, 
Cr  burns  her  inctnfe  to  the  power  of  kings ; 
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But  virtue  ever  llrall  her  voice  commanc?, 
Alike  a  Ipade  or  fceptre  in  her  hand. 
Is  there  a  prince  untainted  with  a  throne. 
That  makes  the  interelt  of  mankind  his  own  ; 
Whofe  bounty  knows  no  bounds  of  time  or  place; 
Who  nobly  feeh  for  all  the  human  race  : 
A  prince  that  !»(fls  in  r<  afon's  fteady  fphere, 
No  flave  to  jjaflion,  and  no  dupe  to  fear  ; 
A  breaft  wliere  mild  humanity  refides. 
Where  virtue  dicH-Jtes.  and  where  wifdom  guides  ; 
A  mind  that,  ftrctch'd  beyond  the  years  of  youth, 
lixplores  the  fecret  fprings  of  tafte  and  truth  : 
Thcfc,  thcfc  <ire  virtues  which  tlie  mufe  iliall  fing; 
And  plant,  for  thcfe,  her  laurels  round  a  king  1 
Britannia's  monarch'.    thi«;  fliall  be  thy  praife  ; 
For  this,  be  crown'd  with  never-fading  bays  1 


HYMENEAL 

On  the  Marriage  of  his  prefent  Majejly. 

Awake,  thon  evcrlaling  lyre  ! 

That  once  the  mi^htv  I'lndar  fining, 
When  rapt  with  more  thin  mortal  fire. 
The  gods  of  Greece  he  fung  : 
Awake  ! 
Arreft  the  rapid  foot  of  time  again 
With  liquid  notes  of  joy,  and  pleafure's  melting 
flrain. 

Crown'd  with  each  beanteous  flower  that  blows 

On  Acidalia's  tuneful  fide  ; 

With  all  Aoiii.t's  rofy  pride. 
Where  numerous  Aganippe  flows; 
From  Thefpian  groves  and  fountains  wild. 

Come,  thou  yellow-vcfted  boy,  ' 

Redolent  of  youth  and  joy, 

•  Fair  Urania's  favour'd  child  '. 

George  to  thee  devotes  the  day  : 

lo  Hymen,  hafte  away  ! 

Daughter  of  the  genial  main  I 
Queen  of  youth  and  rofv  finiles, 
l^ieen  of  dimple-dwelling  wiles  ; 
Come  with  all  thy  Paphian  train  '. 
().  give  the  fair  that  blooms  for  Britain's  throne, 
Thy  melting  charms  of  love,  thy  foul-eachanting" 
zone  ! 

Daiighter  of  the  genial  main  ! 

Bring  that  hcart-dilfolving  power. 
Which  once  in  Ida's  facred  bower  • 

The  foul  of  Jove  ojjpos'd  in  vain  : 
The  fire  of  gods  thy  conquering  charms  confe^'d  ; 
And,  vanquifli'd,  funk,  lunk  down  on  Juno's  foi- 
tering  bread. 

She  comes,  the  confcious  fea  fubfides ; 

Old  ocean  curbs  his  thund'ring  tides  : 

Smooth  the  filken  furlace  lies, 

Where  Venus'  flowery  chariots  flies  : 

Paphi.in  airs  in  ambufli  flecp 

On  the  ftill  bofom  of  the  deep  ; 

Paphian  maids  around  her  move, 

Keen-ey'd  hope,  and  joy,  and  love  : 
Their  rofy  broads  a  thouland  Cupids  lave  ; 
And  dip  their  wanton  winjs,  and  beat  the  bu»» 
ora  wave. 


See  Catullus. 
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But  mark,  if  more  than  vulgar  mien, 

Wich  regal  grace  and  radiant  eye, 

A  form  in  youthful  majefty  ! 
Britain,  hail  thy  favour'd  queen  ! 

For  her  the  confcious  lea  fubfides ; 

Old  ocean  curbs  his thund'ring  tides: 

O'er  the  glafly  bofom'd  main 

Venus  leads  her  laughinp;  train  : 
The  Paphian  maids  move  graceful  by  her  fide  ; 
And  o'er  the  buxom  waves  the  rofy  Cupids  ride. 

Fly,  ye  fairy-footed  hours  ! 

Fly,  with  aromatic  flowers ! 

Such  as  bath'd  in  orient  dews, 

Beauty's  living  glow  diffufe  ; 

Such  as  in  Idalia's  grove 

Breathe  the  fweets,  the  foul  of  love  ! 
Come,  genial  god  of  chafte  delight. 

With  wreaths  of  feftive  rofes  crown'd. 
And  torch  that  burns  with  radiance  bright. 

And  liberal  robe  that  fweeps  the  ground  ! 

Bring  thy  days  of  golden  joy, 

Plealures  pure,  tliat  never  cloy  ! 

Bring  to  Britain's  happy  pair. 

All  that's  kind,  and  good,  and  fair  ! 

George  to  thee  devotes  the  day  : 

!o.  Hymen,  hafle  away  1 

Daughters  of  Jove  !  ye  virgins  fage, 

T.hat  wait  on  Camus'  hoary  age; 

That  oft  his  winding  vales  along 

Have  fmocLh'd  your  filver-wovenfong  ; 

O  wake  once  more  thofe  lays  fublime, 

'I'hat  live  beyond  the  wr«cks  of  time  ! 

To  crown  your  Albion's  boailed  pair, 

The  never-fading  wreath  prepare  ; 
While  her  rocks  echo  to  this  grateful  flrain, 
*'  'Ihe  friends  of  freedom  and  of  Britain  reign  !" 

SONG. 
'Tis  o'er,  the  pleafing  profpetSl's  o'er  ! 
My  weary  heart  can  hope  no  more — 

Then  welcome,  wan  defpair  ! 
Approach  with  all  thy  dreadful  train ; 
AV^ild  anguilh,  difcon:enc,  and  pain, 

And  thorny-pillow'd  care ! 

Gay  hope,  and  eafe,  and  joy,  and  reft. 
All,  all  that  charms  the  peaceful  breait, 

For  ev>;r  I  refign. 
I>et  pale  anxiety  niftead, 
'I'hat  has  not  where  to  lay  her  head, 

And  lalling  woe  be  mine. 

It  comes  !   I  feel  the  painful  woe — 
My  eyes  for  Solyman  will  flow 

In  filent  grief  again ; 
Who  wand'ring  o'er  fome  mountain  drear, 
Now  hap'ly  fheds  the  penfive  te?.r, 

And  calls  on  me  in  vain. 
Perhaps,  along  the  lonely  Ihcres, 
He  now  the  fea's  blue  breaft  explores, 

To  watch  the  dillant  fail ; 
Perhaps,  on  Sundah's  hiils  forlorn. 
He  famts,  with  aching  toil  o'erborne  ; 

And  life's  laft  I'pirics  fail. 
Ah,  no  ! — the  cruel  thought  forbear  ! 
Avaunt,  thou  fiend  of  fell  defpair. 

That  only  death  canll  give! 


While  Heav'n  eternal  rules  above, 
Almena  yet  may  find  her  love. 
And  Solyman  may  live  I 

HYMN  TO  THE  ETERNAL  PROVIDENCE. 

Life  of  the  world.  Immortal  Mind  ! 
Father  of  all  the  human  kind  ! 
Whofe  boundlefs  eye  that  knows  no  reft, 
Intent  on  nature's  aniple  breaft ; 
Explores  the  fpace  of  earth  and  Ikies, 
And  fees  eternal  incenfe  rife  ! 
To  thee  my  humble  voice  I  raife ; 
Forgive,  while  1  prefume  to  praife. 

Though  thou  this  tranfient  being  gave, 
That  ihortly  finks  into  the  grave; 
Yet  'twas  thy  goodnefs,  ftiil  to  give 
A  being  that  can  think  and  live  ; 
In  all  thy  works  thy  wildom  fee, 
And  ftretch  its  tow'ring  mind  to  thee  ! 
To  thee  my  humble  voice  I  raife ; 
Forgive,  while  I  prefume  to  praife.  j 

And  ftill  this  poor  contracSed  fpan, 
This  life,  that  bears  the  name  of  man  ; 
From  thee  derives  its  vital  ray, 
Eternal  Source  of  life  and  day ! 
rhy  bounty  flill  the  fuuihine  pours, 
That  gilds  its  morn  and  evening  hours. 
To  thee  my  humble  voice  I  raife ; 
Forgive,  while  I  prefume  to  praife. 

Through  error's  maze,  through  folly's  night, 
The  lamp  of  reafon  lends  me  light. 
When  item  afflidlion  waves  her  rod. 
My  heart  confides  in  thee,  my  God  ! 
When  nature  {brinks,  opprefi'd  with  woes, 
Ev'n  then  fhe  finds  in  thee  repofe. 
'I'o  thee  my  humble  voice  I  raife ; 
Forgive,  while  I  prefume  to  praife. 

Afflitftion  flies,  and  hope  returns  ; 

Her  lamp  with  brighter  fplendour  burns; 

Gay  love  with  all  his  finding  train. 

And  peace  and  joy  are  here  again. 

Thefe,  thefe,  I  know,  'twas  thine  to  give  . 

I  trufted  ;  and,  behold,  1  live  ! 

To  thee  my  humble  voice  I  raife  ; 

Forgive,  while  i  prefume  to  praife. 

O  may  I  ftill  thy  favour  prove  !  ' 

Still  grant  me  gratitude  and  love. 

Let  truth  and  virtue  guide  my  heart; 

Nor  peace,  nor  hope,  nor  joy  depart.  ^ 

But  yet,  whate'er  my  life  may  be. 

My  heart  fhail  ftill  repole  on  thee  ! 

To  thee  my  humble  voice  I  raife ; 

Forgive,  while  I  prefume  to  praife. 

TO  GEORGE  COLMAN,  ESQ^ 

Prefixed  to  the    Corref^^ondence  of  Theodojius   and  Coit- 
Jlantiu. 

To  live  beneath  the  golden  ftar  of  love. 
With  happiei  fancy,  paflions  more  refin'd  ; 

Each  fofteninj  charm  of  tendernefs  to  prove. 
And  all  the  finer  movements  of  the  mind  ^ 

From  gifts  like  thefe,  fay,  what  the  boafted  gain 
Of  thofe  who  exquifitely  feci  or  know  ? 
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'1  he  flcill  from  plrafure  to  c-'rati  its  jaii;, 
_  Auil  iijK-ii  utl  the  avenues  of  woe. 
Yet  Ck'.II  wc,  Colniitn,  at  tliclr  gifi«rtj>:nf  .' 

Inijloic  coli  apathy  to  llcti  the  hiait  f 
Voiiid  you  that  Itiilibihty  r-.fit^n, 

Aiid  \s  th  tliofc  powcib  ol   genius  would  you 
part .' 

Ah  no    aiy  friend  '  nor  dirm  the  v<rfe  divine, 
'I'hat  weaWnil's  wrote  in  t'crrarch's gentle  (train  ' 

Vhi.1;  ciiic  he  o.'. n  li  at  love'*  Ullfa^'rinjr  (brine, 
«'  A    '..Hiidaful   piealures  wcii;  not   worili  out 
"  patn.'' 

Tlic  dreaiiib  of  fancy  footh  the  penPvc  heart ; 

Ttir  I'^i'.cy's  urn  can  ntv,  dciigliLs  dilpenle  : 
1 1;    ['.•■.■•  ui  .  of  g  luub  purer  joys  impart ; 

l-'oi  genius  bri[jl.;'.iis  all  (lie  lprii;j;i  of  ienfc. 
O  c     nil  <f  cveiy  niuiVennohk'd  mind, 

Far,  far  above  the  grovrllinjj  crowd  to  rife  '— 
L-'ii'.c  tho  low  tra  n  ol  ttilliiij.'  cares  beliiiid, 

Ail'ert  its  birthright,  and  ^Ikd  the  (kics ! 
O  rftiii  Jivjne.  th>i  pride  of  power  to  fcorn; 

On  foiLi;uc'»  little  vanity  looii  down  ! 
Willi  nulu<.r  gift:?,  to  fairer  hi  nourn  born, 

'i  i..!ri  fvar,  or  folly,  l;:ijcies  in  a  cro\\n! 

As  fur  each  boon  that  nature's  hand  befows, 

.e  ■  01  fhli  fs  glure  cf  fortune's  train  exceeds, 
As  yon  a  r  oib,  whofc  beam  iievnal  gluwi, 
\'     ''  jiK  th.  tra;,ii'jnr  niecior  that  it  feeds. 

To  nat  re,  Cc.m  I'l,  Jet  thy  inc^i'Ti.- rife, 

,       ^;uc^  i^i  .'  leu.  much  haft  thou  to  pay; 
V)    r .    0  i .;  n  d    '<  r  wit  tcrrccily  v.'A'c, 

en  . ;..,  .i.nicnt's  ioul-pcrvad:i>g  ray. 

T      i:  .c!i  tl.cni.ioritrs  from  the  various  face, 
ToVa  rit  the  tii.c  JI'  eificits  of  mind, 

T  1  ;:  .  ..r  to  trace, 

:.      f  -  -•  t.  ,  ..::d  flie  tile  lafic  afllgn'd. 

fce./i     Kizcthep^nl   I  he  facred  hour  departs! 

^ior    lid  by  kiiidncls.  longct  lend  thine  c'ar: 
Th^  ien*cr  tal    of  t\>o  ir.i.'-nidus  hearts 

V'lUjd  rob  tliee  of  a  moment  and  a  tear. 
LoriMit,  No-t).  lO,  17O4. 

W'RITI  EN  IN  A  COTTAGE-GARDEN, 

Al    A  VILLAGE  IN   LORBAIN. 

Oa.tjloncd  iy  ii   Trffditicn  cr..iiii:::g  a    Tne  of  Ri^fi- 
niary, 

"  Arbuf^um  inqui'.ur." 
O  thou,  whom  iovc  anti  fantj  lead 

To  wancicr  near  this*  svocdiand  hill, 

U  evti  mt;nc  liiiooth'd  thy  quiil. 
Or  pit;  wak'd  thy  tentie  reed. 

1<  e})ofe  Jtnian  my  humble  tree. 

If  i.iou  lov'ft  funj.licit).    ' 
St  an^er  if  -hy  iot  hu  laid 

111  to  lion  e  ici  t!es  e^f  bufy  life, 

1  uU  lorely  may '11.  thou  rue  the  flrifc 
Of  wear    paflionb  ill  ^c•]^ala. 

In  a  garden  live  with  mc, 

If  cUou  lov'll  funplicicy. 

llowcrs  have  fprun;.',    i  r  many  a  year 
■".    O'er  the  vilhgc  rraid  n's  grAve, 
1  hat,  one  rricmorial-iprig  to  lavcj 
B<>Vc  it  from  a  6ft'^r'i  bier  ; 
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And  homewa.d  wilkinrj,  wept  o'er  mc" 

The  true  tears  ol  fimpiiciiy. 
And  foon,  her  cottage  window  near 

With  care  iny  llender  Item  llic  plac'd ; 

And  fondly  thu»  her  gritl  cnibrac'd, 
.Andcl'.enlh'd  l.id  1  cmeroLn ante  dear : 

Eor  love  lincere,  and  InenJiliip  fr^.c 

Arc  children  of  fitupiiciiy. 

When  pall  \sa*  many  a  pairful  day 

.-low-pacing  o'er  the  village  gree». 
In  wli.te  were  ?.ll  its  maidens  fren, 

.And  bore  my  gViardian  Iriend  away. 
Ail  death  !   what  fatri.'ice  to  the-, 
'i  he  lUiUs  of  liinpiicity. 

Une  generous  iwain  her  heart  appros-'d, 

A  youth  whofe  lond  and  fiuhfu!  bre aft 
V\  .ih  many  an  artlcfs  figh  cnnfefb'd, 

:n  r.atine's  iaii<;uage,  that  he  lov'd. 
Lut  (Irangcr,  'tis  no  tal.;  to  thee, 
Unleli  thou  lov'fl  Qmplicity. 

He  died — and  foon  her  lip  was  cold, 

A:.d  ii'on  her  roly  check  was  pule; 
1  he  vil.agc  wepi  to  hear  the  tale. 

When  lor  Liota  the  flow  be.l  toh'd 

Beneath  yon  flover  J  turf  they  iic^ 
The  lovers  ol  liaipLcity. 

Yet  one  bobp  have  1  to  crave  ; 

Stranger  if  ihy  pjty  bleed, 

V  ilt  tl'.ou  do  one  tender  deed. 
And  drew  luy  pale  llo.%er»  o'er  their  grave  I 

to  hghtly  he  the  turf  on  thee, 

LeCuUic  ihou  lov'lt  iimplicuy  ! 

THE  PAS  :  ora:-  par  r  or 
MILTON'6  EPITAfKlUM  DAMONIS. 

0  KOR  the  fof'  lays  of  Kimrria's  ma'ds  ! 
The  (Ifuinsthat  died  in  .Arethufa't  fliadrs; 

1  lin'd  to  V.  ild  forro^-  en  her  mcurnful  fliore. 
When  fjaphnis,  flylas,  liion  breath'd  no  more  ! 
riiume's  voeai  wave  (hall  every  note  ptolong, 
/vuu  ail  his  villas  1  arn  the  L'oric  fong. 

How   T  hyrfis  moum'd  his   loug-liv'd  Uamo» 
dead ; 
What  fighs  he  uttci'd  ,  and  what  tears  he  dud — 
^e  elmi  retreats,  y^'  \sanc'erii;g  fouiuains  know  ; 
"  e  iieJat  wiidbboie  \Mine!s  ;o  his  woe  : 
Where  oft  in  gr  «.!  he  pali  the  tc.iious  day, 
■  iv  lonely  Lngudh'd  the  duiln^ght  away. 

Twice   lad  the  fi..lds  their   blooming  hoQou;» 
bore, 
,  nd  Aiit.iinn  twice  refign'd  his  golden  ftorc> 

nconiciou^  of  his  lofs.  \%liile  1  hytfj.-  Itatd 
.  o  woo  the  fweet  inufc  m  the  'I  ukan  fiiade. 
rown'd   with  her  lavour,  when  he  fo'ght  agaifli 
i.--  11  Cit  forf,;kcn,  ^iOd  his  native  pjlin; 
.'■  hen  to  his  ojdcim's  wonted  fliarte  return 'd — 
.hell — I  hen,    he  mifs'd  his  parted    friend — aa4 
iTiturn'd. 
Ano  go.  He  cry'd,  my  tender  lambs  adieu  1 
\  our  wretched  mailer  has  no  time  for  you. 

V-  tare  there  pow'rs  divine  in  earth  or  (ky  ? 
Go''s  can  they  be  w  ho  deft'ii'd  thee  to  die  ? 
And  fhalt  (lion  mix  Wth  fliadcs  of  vulgar  name  i 
Loit  ihy  fflit  benotsis,  and  forgot  thy  fatqe^ 
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Not  he,  the  god  whofe  e,"olden  wand  rcftrains 
The  pale-cy'd  people  ot  the  gloomy  plains. 
Of  Damcu's  fate  fuall  thus  regurdlefs  be, 
Or  j'uffer  vulgar  lliadcs  to  herd  whh  thee. 
Then  go,  he  cry'd,  &c. 
Yet  while  cue  llraiii  my  trembling  tongue  may 

fry. 

Not  unlamcnted,  ftepherd,  Cialt  thou  die. 
Long  in  thefe  fields  tliy  fame  mail  flourifii  faiF-, 
And  Daphnis  only  greater  honours  Ihare  ; 
To  Dapliuls  only  purer  vows  be  paid. 
While  F«n  or  Pales'ioves  the  village  fhade. 
If  truth  or  fcicnce  may  furvive  tiie  grave, 
Or,  what  is  mure,  a  poet's  frieiidlhip  fave. 
Then  go,  t\c. 
Thefe,  thefe  are  thine  :    For  me  wiiat  hopes 
remain  ? 
Save  of  lung  forrow,  and  of  anguifh  vain. 
For  who,  ftiil  faithful  to  my  fide,  fnall  go,  [fnow  ? 
Like    thee,    through   regions    clad    with    dulling 
Like  thee,  the  rage  of  fiery  fummers  bear, 
When  fades  the- wan  flower  in  the  burning  air.? 
Til-;  lurk.ng  dangers  of  the  chafe  eiVay, 
Or  footh  With  long  and  various  tale  the  day  ? 
Then  go,  &c. 
To  v/hom  ftiall  I  my  hopes  and  fears  impart  ? 
Cr  trufl  the  cares  and  follies  of  my  heart .'' 
Whole  g;r,tle  couKfeis.put  tkofe  cares  to  flight .' 
Whofe  cheerfid  converfe  cheat  the  tedious  night  ? 
The  focial  licarth  v/lien  autumn's  ;reafurcs  l1:cre, 
Chill  b'ow  the  winds  without,  and  through  the 
bitak  elm  roar. 
Then  gc,  Sic. 
When  the  fierce  funs  of  fummer  noons  invade. 
And  Pan  repofes  in  the  green-wood  fliade. 
The  fliepherds  hide,  the  nymphs  plunge  down  the 
deep,  [fiecp. 

And  waves  the  hedge-row  o'er  the  ploughman's 
Ah  !  who  fhall  charm  with  fuch  addrefs  refin'd, 
Such  Attic  wit,  and  elegance  of  mind  ? 
Then  go,  &c. 
Alas !  nov/  lonely  round  my  fields  I  firay, 
And  lonely  feek  the  pafture's  wonted  way. 
Or  in  fome  dim  vale's  mournful  fhade  i-epofe — 
There  pcnfive  wait  the  weary  day's  How  clofe. 
While  Taowers  defcend,  the  gloomy  tempeft  raves, 
And  o'er  my  head  the  flruggling  twilight  waves. 
Then  go,  <Scc. 
Where  once  fair  harvell:  cloth'd  my  cultur'd 
plain. 
Now  weeds  obfcene  and  vexing  brambles  reign  ; 
The  groves  of  myrtle  and  the  cluilering  vine 
Delight  no  more,  for  joy  no  more  is  mme. 
hly  flocks  no  longer  find  a  mafter'scare, 
Jiv'n  pifeous  as  they  gaze  with  looks  of  duaib 
defpalr. 
Then  go,  &c. 
Thy  hazel,  Tyt'rus,  has  no  charms  for  me  ; 
Nor  yet  thy  wild  afh,  lov'd  Alphehbee. 
No  more  fhall  fancy  weave  her  rural  dream, 
By  i^gon's  willov^',  or  Amynta's  dream. 
The  trembling  leaves,  the  fountain's  cool  ferene. 
The  murmuring  zephyr,  and  the  mcffy  green— 
Thefe  fmile  unl'ecn,  and  thofe  unheeded  play, 
i  cut  my  fhrubs,  and  carelefs  walk'd  away. 
Then  go,  <kc. 


Mopfus,  who  knows  what  fates  the  flars  dif- 
penfe, 
And  fclves  the  grove's  wild  warbhngs  into  fcnfe, 
'ihis  Mopfus  mark'd — what  thus  thy  fpleen  can 

move  .'' 
.Some  b.dcfuf  planet,  or  fome  hopelefs  love  ? 
The  ftar  oi  Saturn  oft  annoys  the  iv/am. 
And  in  the  dull  cold  breal't  long  holds  his  leaden 
reign. 
Then  go,  Sec. 
The  nymphs  too,  piteous  of   their  fhepherd's 
woe, 
Came  the  lad  caufe  folicitous  to  know. 
Is  this  the  port  of  jocund  youth,  tliey  cry, 
That  look  difgulled,  and  that  downcall  eye  ? 
CiLy  imiles  and  love' on  that  loft  fcalbn  wait ; 
*  iie's  twice  a  v/reteh  whom  beauty  wounds  tee 
late. 
Then  go,  &c. 
One  gentle  tear  the  Britiih  Chloris  gave, 
Chloris  the  grace  of  Maldon's  purple  wave — 
in  vain—my  gri.f  no  foothing  words  difarm, 
Nor  fi'.ture  hopes,  nor  prefent  good  can  charm. 
'1  hen  go,  &.C. 

The  happier  flocks  one  focial  fpirit  moves. 
The  fame  their  fports,  ilieir  pallurcs  and  tlieir  loves; 
Their  hearts  to  no  peculiar  objedt  tend, 
None  knows  a  favourite,  or  fcletfts  a  friend. 
So  heurd  the  various  natives  of  the  main, 
And  Proteus  drives  in  crowds  his  fcaly  train. 
The  feather'd  tribes  too  find  an  eafier  fate; 
I'he  meanelt  fparrow  Hill  enjoys  his  mate  ; 
And  when  by  chance  or  wearing  age  fhe  dies. 
The  tranfient  Icfs  a  fecond  choice  fupplies. 

Man,  haplefs  man,  for  ever  doom'd.  to  know 
The  dire  vexations  that  from  difcord  fiow, 
!n  all  the  countlefs  numbers  of  his  kind, 
Can  fcarcely  meet  with  one  congenial  mind. 
!f  haply  found,  death  wings  the  fatal  dart, 
'i'he  tender  union  breaks,  and  breaks  his  heart. 
Then  go,  Sac. 

Ah  me !  what  error  temipted  me  to  go 
O'er  foreign  niountains,  and  through  Alpine  fnow? 
Too  great  the  price  to  mark  in  Tyber's  gloom 
The  mournful  image  of  departed  Rome  ! 
Nay,  yet  inimortal,  could  ihe  boafh  again 
The  glories  of  her  univerfal  reign. 
And  all  that  Maro  left  his  fields  to  fee, 
Too  great  the  purchafe  to  abandon  thee  ! 
To  leave  thee  in  a  land  no  longer  feen  !— 
Bid  mountains  rife,  and  oceans  roll  between  !— 
Ah  !  not  embrace  thee  ! — not  to  fee  thet;  die  ! 
Meet  thy  laft  looks,  or  clofe  thy  languid  eye  ! 
Not  one  fond  farewell  with  thy  fhade  to  fend, 
Nor  bid  thee  think  of  thy  fijrv-Iving  friend  I 
T'hen  go,  &.c'. 

Ye  Tufcan  fliepherds,  pardon  me  this  tear! 
Dear  to  the  mule,  to  me  for  ever  dear  ! 


*  IVLilton  fi:ems  to  have  Lot  raivcd  this  ftnihncnt  frsm 
Giiarini. 

Che  fe  t'aflale  a  la  canuta  etate 

Amorofo  talento, 

Havrai  doppio  tormento, 

E  di  quel,  che  potendo  non  volefli, 

£!  di  (juel,  che  volendo  no  potrai. 
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THE   WORKS    OF    I.  A  N  G  H  O  R  N  E. 


The  youth  I  mourn  a  Tuf.  an  title  bore. — 
Sec  •  l.ydinn  Lucca  lor  her  Ion  deplore! 

O  ciiy^  of  tcftaly  '   when  rapt  1  lay 
Whrre  Ariio  wanders  down  his  liow'ry  way, — 
Pluck'd  the  pale  violet,  prefs'd  the  velvet  n^ead, 
Or  bade  the  njyrtlc's  baltny  fraj^raiicc  bleed  1 — 
I)elij(htcd,  lieard  amid  the  rural  throng 
JVknalcas  Arive  with  l.ycidas  in  long. 

Oft  would  my  voice  the  mimic  ihain  cfTay, 
Nor  haply  all  unheeded  was  my  lay  : 
l-'or,  flieph.rJs,  yet  1  boall  y(jur  g.  nerous  meed, 
The  olier  balket,  and  compucflcd  leed. 
Francino  crown'd  me  with  a  poet's  lame, 
And  Dati  f  taught  his  becchen  groves  my  name. 

PRECEPTS  OF  CONJUGAL  HAPPINESS. 

ADDKESSi.U   TO  A    LADY   ON   HllK   .MAKRIACE. 

Firf.  fuL'IllcJ  in  176;. 

Frienk,  fil>er,  partner  of  that  gentle  heart, 
Where  n:y  foul  hves,  and  holds  her  dearcfl  part ; 
While  love's  loft  raptures  thefe  gay  hours  employ, 
And  time  puts  on  the  yellow  robe  of  joy, 
Will  you,  Maria,  mark  with  patient  ear, 
Tl'.e  moral  mufe,  nor  deem  her  fcng  feverc  ? 
Through    the  long  courfe   of  life's   unclouded 

^■>'' 
Where  Iweet  contentment  finiles  on  virtue's  way; 

Where  fancy  opes  her  ever-varying  views. 

And   ho];e   ftrews  flowers,  and  leads  you  as  fhe 

ilrews; 

May  each  fair  pleafure  court  thy  favour'd  breaft, 

By  truth  proteded,  and  by  love  caiel's'd  ! 

So  frieiidfhip  vows,  nor  fliail  her  vows  be  vain ; 
For  every  pleafure  comes  in  virtue's  train  ; 
Each  charm  that  tender  fympaihies  impart. 
The  glow  of  foul,  the  tranfports  of  the  heart, 
JSweet  meanings  that  in  filtnt  truth  convey 
Mind  into  mind,  and  flciil  the  foul  away, 
Thefe  gifts,  O  virtue,  thcfe  are  all  thy  own; 
Loft  to  the  vicious,  to  the  vain  unknown  ! 

Yet  bicft  with  thele,  and  happier  charms  than 
thefe, 
By  nature  form'd.by  genius  faiij:;ht  to  pler.fe, 
J'lv'n  you.  to  prove  that  mortal  gifts  are  vain, 
Muft  yield  your  human  facrifice  to  pain  ; 
The  wizard  care  fhall  dim  tliofe  brilliant  eyes, 
fcmite  the  fair  urns  and  bid  the  waters  rife. 

With  mind  unbroke  that  darker  hour  can  bear, 
Ncr  once  his  captive,  drag  the  chains  «)f  care, 
Hope's  radiant  funfhine  o'er  the  fcrne  to  pour, 
Nor  future  joys  in  prefent  ills  devour, 
'I'hefe  arts  your  philofophic  friend  may  fhow, 
Too  well  exptrienc'd  in  the  fchool  of  v.oc. 

When  fmks  the  heart,  by  tranllfnt  grief  opprefr, 
Seek  not  refledion,  for  itwoiinds  the  breafl, 


•    The   Tufcans   lurrc  a  branch  of  the  Peltrfi^i  ihat 
wigrattii  into  Europe  net  many  agei  aj'hr  the  J'lj^er- 

Jioii.  Some  of  them  marcLiJ  by  land  as  far  at  Lydia, 
and  from  tbir.ee  detached  m  toiony  ynder  tic  condkii  cf 
T'.rjinui  to  Italy. 

•)■    fyh.'n  AJiJion  11  as  in  Jtjly,  Carle  Doti  ii'tit  liO- 

feffor  cf  fhiUfophy  at  Florence. — A  lileral  friend  to 
men  cf  gmiiis  and  learning,  at  ivcll  foreiontrs  at  bit 
oruK  cointrymrn. — lie  •n-rcle  a  fi^neg-.ric  tnd  fum: 
f'.imi  O'l  LiV-is  Xlf.  bejidet  otler  trac.j. 


While  memory  turns,  to  happier  objcfis  blind, 
'I'hougli  once  the  friend,  the  traitor  of  the  miuJ, 
Pall  kenes  of  pain  is  ftuJious  to  explore. 
Forgets  its  joy«,  and  thinks  its  fufi  'rings  o'er. 

To  hfe's  horizon  forward  turn  your  eye, 
Pafs  the  dim  cloud,   and   view   the   height'ning 

(ky: 
On  hope'b  kind  wing  more  genial  climsn  furvcy, 
Let  fancy  join,  but  rcafon  guide  your  way, 
for  fancy,  ftiil  to  tender  woes  inclin'd, 
Alay  iooth  the  heart,  but  mifdirccfa  the  mind. 

'i  he  fource  of  half  our  anguilh,  half  our  tears. 
Is  the  v.'rong  conduct  of  our  hopes  and  fears ; 
Like  ill-train'd  children,  ftill  their  treatment  fuch, 
Keftrain'd  too  raii.ly,  or  indulg'd  too  muth. 
Hen;e  hope,  projecting  more  than  life  can  give, 
Wo. .Id  live  with  angels,  cr  refufc  to  livtf ; 
Henre  Iplecti-cy'd  feiir,  o'eradiing  caution's  part« 
Betrays  thole  luccour.s  reafon  lends  the  heart. 

Yet  thefe,  lubmitted  to  fair  tiuth's  controul, 
Thefe  tyrants  are  the  fervan.sof  the  foul : 
Through  vales  of  peace  the  dove-like  hope  fhall 

ftray, 
And  bear  at  eve  her  olive  branch  away. 
In  ev'ry  fcene  feme  d:(tant  charm  delcry. 
And  liold  it  forward  to  the  btight'ning  eye  ; 
\^'h/le  watchful  fear,  if  fortitude  main'ain 
I  ter  trembling  llei)s,  fhall  ward  the  diflant'pain. 

Should  erring  nature  cafual  faults  difciofe, 
Wourid  not  the  brcail  that  harbours  your  repofe: 
rV'r  ev'ry  {jritf  that  breafl  from  you  fhall  prove. 
Is  one  link  broken  in  t!ie  chain  of  love. 
Soon,  with  their  objects,  other  woes  arc  paft. 
But  pains  from  thofe  we  love  are  pains  that  laft. 
'i'Jiough  f;!ultb  or  foUie.'.  from  reproach  may  fly, 
Yet  ill  its  liiado  the  tender  pafllons  die. 

Love,  like  tlie  Hower  thut  courts  the  fun's  kind 
ray,  » 

Will  flourifh  only  in  the  fmiles  of  day ; 
Diflruft's  cold  air  the  generous  plant  annoys, 
And  one  chill  blijrhr  of  dire  contempt  dcflroys. 
O  liiun,  my  friend,  avoid  that  dangerous  coafl. 
Where  peace  cxi)ires,  and  fair  affcciton's  lofl ; 
Dy  wit,  by  grief,  by  anger  urg'd,  forbear 
1 1;-.'  fji^ecli  contemptuous,  and  the  fcornful  air. 

If  heart-fek  quiet,  thoughts  unmix'd  with  pain. 
While  peace  weaves  flow'rs  to  Hymen's  golden. 

chain. 
If  tranquil  day-s,  if  hours  of  finilingeafe, 
The  finfe  of  |i!e;'.fi  re.  and  the  pow'rs  to  pleafc. 
If  charms  like  thefe  dcferve  your  ferious  care. 
Of  one  dark  foe,  one  dangerous  foe  beware  ! 
Like  Heda's  mountain,  while  his  heart's  in  flame, 
Mis  afpctfl's  cold,  and  jealoufy  his  name. 
His  hide(nis  birth  his  wild  diforders  prove, 
Be^ot  '»y  hatred  on  defpairing  love  ! 
Her  throes  in  rage  the  frantic  mother  bore, 
And  the  feil  fire  wiih  ac?ry  ciirtcs  tore 
His  fable  hair — Diflruft  beholding  fmil'd. 
And  lov'd  her  image  in  her  future  child. 
With  cruel  care,  indullrious  to  impart 
F.arh  painful  fenfe.each  fi'iil-tormenting  art. 
To  doubt's  dim  Ihrine  her  h.-tplefs  charge  fhc  led, 
\\'hcre  never  fleep  rcliev'd  the  burning  head, 
Where  never  grateful  fancy  footh'd  fufpcnfe. 
Or  the  dear  charms  of  cafy  confidence. 
Hence  fears  eternal,  cver-reftlefs  care, 
And  all  ilic  dire  afft'e  tales  cf  'aefi^air. 


P    O    E 

Hence  all  t^e  ivoesKe  found  that  peace  deftroy, 
And  dalh  with  pain  the  fparkling  flream  of  joy. 

When  love's  warm  breaft,  from  rapture's  trem- 
bling height. 
Falls  to  the  temp'rate  meafures  of  delight ; 
M'^hen  calm  delight  to  eafy  friendfliip  turns, 
Grieve  not  that  Hymen's  torch  more  gently  burns. 
Unerring  nature,  in  each  pur])ole  kmii, 
Forliids  long  tranlports  to  ufurp  the  mind; 
For,  oft  dilibiv'd  in  joy's  o|>prelfive  ray, 
Soon  would  the  finer  faculties  decay. 

True  tender  luve  one  even  tenor  keeps  ; 
'Tis  reafon's  flame,  and  burns  when  pallion  fleeps. 

The  charm  connubial,  like  a  itream  that  glides 
Through  life's  fair  vale,  with  no  unequsl  tides, 
With  many  a  plant  along  its  genial  lide. 
With  many  a  flower  that  blows  in  beauteous  pride, 
With  many  a  fiiade,  where  peace  in  rapturous  reft 
Holds  fweet  affiance  to  her  feavlefs  breaft. 
Pure  in  its  fource,  and  temp'rate  iniis  way, 
Still  ilow>  the  fame,  nor  finds  its  urn  decay. 

O  blifs  beyond  what  lonely  life  can  know, 
The  foul-felt  fynipathy  of  joy  and  woe  1 
'I'he  magic  charm  which  makes  e'en  forrow  dear, 
And  turns  to  pleafure  the  partaken  tear  1 

Long,  beauteous   friend,  to   you   may    Heaven 
impart 
The  foft  endearments  of  the  focial  heart  \ 
I^ong  to  your  lot  may  cv'ry  lilefiing  flow. 
That  fenfe,  or  taile,  or  virtue  can  beitow  1 
And  O,  forgive  the  zeal  your  peace,  infpires. 
Or  teach  that  prudence  which  itleif  admires. 

VERSES  IN  MEMORY  OF  A  L-^DY  *. 

WRITTEN  AT  SANDGATE  CASTLE,  I76S. 

"  Nec  tamen  Ingenio,  quantum  fervire  dolori.'' 

Let  other";  boaft  the  falfe  and  faithlefs  pride, 
No  nui)tial  charm  to  know,  and  knov/n,  to  hide. 
With  vain  dilguile  from  nature's  didliates  part. 
For  the  poor  triumph  of  a  vacant  heart ; 
My  verfe,  the  god  of  tender  vows  infpires. 
Dwells  on  my  loul,  arju  wakens  all  her  fires. 

Dearfilent  j;artner  of  thofe  happier  hours, 
That  pafs'd   in    Hackthorn's  vales,  in  Blagdon's 

bowers  I 
If  yet  tliy  gentle  fpirit  wanders  here, 
Borne  by  its  virtues  to  no  nobler  (phere; 
If  yet  that  pity  which,  of  life  poilelt, 
Fill'd  thy  fair  eye,    and  lightened    through    thy 

breaft  ; 
If  yet  that  tender  thought,  that  generous  care. 
The  gloomy  power  of  endlefs  night  may  fpr.re  ; 
Oh  1   while  my  foul  for  thee,  for  thee  complains, 
Catch  her  warm  fighs,  andkifs  her  bleeding  (trains. 

Wild,  wretched  with  !  can  pray'r,  with  feeble 
breath. 
Pierce  the  pale  ear,  the  flatued  ear  of  death  ? 
Let  patience  pray,  let  hope  afpire  to  pray'r  I 
And  leave  me  the  Ifrong  language  of  defpair  I 

Hence,  ye  vain  painters  of  ingenious  woe, 
Ye  Lytrletons,  ye  ffiining  Fetrarchs,  go  '. 
I  hate  the  languor  of  your  lenient  ftrain, 
Yourilow'ry  grief,  your  impotence  of  pain. 

*   Wife  of  the  author.     She  ivai  daughter  to 
Mr.  Cracrojt  of  Lincoljijhhe, 


M     S.  t^ 

Oh  ;  had  ye  knoxvp,  what  I  liave  known,  to  provs 
The  feanhmg  ilame,  the  agonies  of  love  \ 
Oh  1   had  ye  known  how  fouls  to  fouls  impart 
rfieir  fire,  or  mix'd  the  life-drops  ot  the  heart '. 
Nfot  like  the  ftream  that  down  the  mountain's  fide, 
Tunefully  mourn,  and  fpaikie  as  they  glide  ; 
Not  like  the  bieezie,  that  figlis  at  evening  hour 
On  the  foft  b-fom  oi  ioine  folding  flower  ; 
Your  ftronger  grief,  in  itroni;er  accents  borne, 
Had  I'ncth'd  the  breai'f  with  burning  anguilh  torn. 
The  voice  oI  leas,  the  wind-)  that  route  the  deep, 
Par-founding  floods  that  tear  the  mountains  Heep  } 
Each  wild  and  melancholy  blalt  that  raves 
Round  thele   dim   towers,  and  fmites  the  beating 

waves— 
This  fooths  my  foul — 'tis  nature's  mournful  breath, 
'Tis  nature  Itruggling  in  the  arras  of  death  !— 

See  the  laft  aid  ot  her  expiring  ftate. 
See  love,  ev'n  love,  has  lent  his  darts  to  fate  *  1 
Oh  !   when  bi-neath  his  golden  fliafts  1  bled, 
And  va.nly  bound  his  trophies  on  my  head; 
When,  crown'd  with  flowers,  he  led  the  rofy  day, 
Liv'd  to  my  eye,  and  drew  my  foul  away — 
Could  fear,  could  fancy  at  that  tender  hour. 
See  the  dim  grave  demand  the  nuptial  flower? 

There,  there  his  wreathsdejecfled  Hymen  ftrew'd; 
And  mourn'd  their  bloom  unfaded  as  he  view'd. 
There  each  fair  hope,  each  tendernefs  of  life. 
Each  namelels  charm  of  foft  obliging  ftrife, 
Delight,  love,  fancy,  pleafure,  genius,  fled, 
And  the  belt  paffions  of  my  foul  lie  dead  ; 
All,  all  is  there  in  cold  obiivion  laid, 
fiut  pale  remembrance  bending  o'er  a  fliade. 
O  come  1  ye  iofter  forruws  to  my  breaft  \ 
Ye  lenient  lighs.  that  flumber  into  reft  ! 
Coice,  foothmg  dreams,  your  friendly  pinions  wave, 
We'll  bear  the  trelh  role  to  yon  honour'd  grave. 
For  once  this  pain,  this  frantic  pain  forego. 
And  feel  at  lealf  the  luxury  of  woe  I 

Ye  holy  fufi'rer's  that  in  iilence  wait 
The  laft  fad  refuge  of  relieving  fate  ! 
That  reft  at  eve  beneath  the  cyprelV  gloom. 
And  deep  familiar  on  your  future  tomb  ; 
With  }  ou  I'll  walte  the  flow  deiiarting  day, 
And  wear  with  you,  th'  uncolour'd  hours  away. 

Oh  lead  me  to  your  cells,  your  lonely  ailes. 
Where  reiignation  folds  her  arms,  and  fmiles  ; 
V\'here  holy  faith  unwearied  vigils  keeps, 
And  guards  the  urn  where  fair  Conftantia  f  fleeps, 
There,  let  me  there  in  fweet  oblivion  lie, 
And  calmly  feel  the  tutor'd  paffions  die. 

THE  ORIGIN  OF  THE  VEIL. 
Warm   from   this  heart  while  flows  the  faithful 
The  meaneft  friend  of  beauty  fhaii  be  mine,     [line, 
What  love,  or  fame,  or  fortune  could  beftow, 
The  charm  of  praife,  the  eafe  of  life  I  owe 
To  beauty  prefent,  or  to  beauty  fled, 
I'o  Hertford,  living,  or  Caernervon  dead, 
To  Twee  dale's  tafte,  to  Edgecumbe's  fenfe  ferene. 
And,  envy  fpare  this  boalt,  to  Britain's  queen. 
Kind  to  the  lay  that  all  unlabour'd  fiow'd, 
W hatfancy  caught,  where  nature's  pencilglow'df  j 

*   The  lady  died  in  child-bed. 
i  See  SpeBator,  No.  164. 
t  'The  Fables  of  Flora, 
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She  faw  the  patli  to  new,  though  hun  bic  hme. 
Cave  mo  her  i;raife,  and  lefi  mc  fooli  to  blarrit.'. 

Strorpintlieirweakricrsareeacli  woiiian'scharms, 
Dread  tl.ai  emlears,  nml  loftncfs  that  Hifarnis: 
•J  he  timorous  eye  retiring  from  appluire, 
AiiJ  the  rrild  air  that  iVartully  uith<'.ra\vs, 
Marks  ol  our  jiowtr  thdc  humhie  j^rnre*  prove. 
Ami,  clalhM  with  pride,  uc  il  e^jcr  liriiik  cl  love. 

Chief  "t'liole charms  t hat  hoiii  the }:eart  intlirall. 
At  thy  fair  ftrine.  O  mo.'.elly,  vvc  fall. 
Kot  Cynthia  riCiii^  o'er  the  \v:!i'ry  way. 
When  on  the  liim  wave  lalU  her  Irieiidly  ray  ; 
Not  the  pure  tlher  o:  Eoliiin  (kic«. 
That  drinks  the  day's  (\rl\  jrlories  r.s  they  rife, 
Kot  all  the  tint^  I'loni  evei  i  g-cloutis  that  break, 
Burn  in  the  beauties  ot  th;-  virgin's  cheek  ; 
AVhen  o'er  th.vt  check,  undiciplincd  by  art. 
The  fwcct  i'lifTulJin  rHlhL■^  from  the  heart. 

yet  the  ibu  tjUilh,  uniutorVl  to  tontroul, 
The  glow  that  Ipeaks  the  uifccptiUU  foul, 
Lf'.L  by  iiK-e  honour  and  liy  dect  nt  pii<k», 
7  he  voice  ol"  untient  virtue-  t  luohi  to  h  de  ; 
Tau'^lit  bv-auty*s  idoom  the  liarr'a.nir '  ye  to  ihun, 
As  early  H.)vvers  blow  le;ixlul  ot  the  !ur:. 

Fnr  as  ihc  loirg  rtcur.ls  ot  time  we  trace  *, 
5tiU  tlo'.'.ed  tiie  ve:l  o'er  mcdelty'i  fair  fnce  : 
The  guard  of  beauty,  in  whci'e  frierdJy  Ihade, 
Saf"  fiom  each  e)e  the  ft-atur'd  foul  is  iaid, — 
The  ptnfive  thinttiit  that  paler  look*;  betray. 
The  tender  ^^rit;  that  Iteah  ni  tear^  away, 
The  hopcltl^  wifti  thiit  prompts  the  frequent  figh, 
Bleeds  in  ihc  blulli,  or  mcitb  upon  the  eye. 

The  man  of  faitli  through  Gcrardoom'd  toftray, 
A  nation  waiting  hiseverittul  way. 
Hi^  fortune's  fair  co(ni)anion  at  his  fide, 
The  world  his  promiU ,  i'rovidencc  his  guide, 
Once,  morc'than  virtue  dar'cl  to  value  lite, 
Ard  calUd  a  filler  whom  he  own'd  a  wife. 
Millaken  father  of  t!ie  fiit'-.f.J  race, 
Thy  ;cai5aloi;e  could  purchafc  thy  difgrace, 
«'  Go,"  to  the  fair,  when  coidVi^tis  of  t!-.e  tale, 
Said  Gtrar's  prince,  "  thy  lui<l)?.tid  is  thy  vedf-" 

O  ancient  friith  1  O  virtue  mourn'd  in  vain  '. 
M'hen  Hymen's  altar  never  hekl  ;v  kain  ; 
^Vhenhis  pure  terch  ihed  und'niiniili'd  rays, 
And  dies  ui.holy  died  beneath  llic  blaze  I 

Tor  faith  like  thi»  fair  Greece  was  early  known, 
And  claim'd  the  veil^  firli  hoiiouri  a^  h:r  own. 

Jure  half  h^r  foos,  o'er  Af.a's  trenblinj;  coall, 
Arm'd  to  itvmgc  oi:e  womnn'i  virtue  lo!^  ; 
Ere  he,  wlioni  Circe  fouj^lit  to  thiitm  in  vain, 
lo'dow'd  wild  ioriiMie  o'er  the  v..rious  main. 
In  youth's  g-iy  bloom  he  plied  th'  exulting  oar, 
I  loiu  Ithaca's  white  r  cks  tn  Spirta'a  fliure  : 

•  P/rito  mefiti'ons  tii'o  ftoi  rtn's  >>  Per/.a,onrof 
rvhicb  was  laUcd  ^jccri's  t  utile,  thr  ctter  the 
iPuetii's  ydl,  the  revenues  of  ivhiib.  "O  doubt, 
•■ji'cre  employed  in  punhcj.iig  t.krfc  parts  of  ker 
MajeHy's  drcfs.  It  iv<is  at  out  the  mnrd'  of  the 
tliid  century,  thut  the  en.ern  ivcrie/r  on  r,jii>2i{ 
the  I'Oio  of  I'irginity,  affumed  tial  Trilmih  had 
kfforeleen ivorn/'V  tbej-agan  Pi re/it^'  s,nnd luhhh 
is  vfcdt.y  the  relifiions  aiiioi.g  tl  e  Rttt:    k  ,:'s'/iav  . 

•f  "  He  is  the  vaile  of  tliini-  eyes  to  all  that  arc 
iR-ith  thee,  and  to  ail  others." 

Gi-N.  xi.  i6.     "VtT.  Tran. 


Free  to  Nerician  *  gale;  the  vrfTel  glides. 
And  uiid  Eurotas  f  iniooth^  h.s  warrior-tides; 
For  amorous  Greece,  when  love  conducts  the  way, 
Echoldk  her  wat:-rs,  nnd  ht r  w;nd>  obey. 
No  (I'.'jeifl  her's  but  love's  inipnilion  knows. 
No  wave  that  wanders,  and  no  jreeze  that  blows  ; 
Her  groves  f.her  moii!:tainshavehi»  p'jwer  tuufell', 
And  Zej-lnr  figh'd  not  but  for  Flora's  brea'd. 

'Tw.ijv^heti  iii*<ij;Iisin  fwecteftwhifpcrsdray'd, 
Far  o'er  L:^conia's  plains  I'lom  Eva's  §  Oiade  ; 
When  fof:-f)'d  fpring  reium'd  his  mantle  gay, 
AvA  Ir.ia'd  luxurious  on  the  bread  of  May, 
Love's  ;;epia!  banners  young  Ulyflcs  bore 
p'rom  Iihsca's  white  rocks  to  Sparta's  fliore. 

With  all  thBt  focths  the  heart,  thit  win";,  or 
All  jirincdy  virtues,  and  ail  manlycharuis,  [warms, 
Ail  love  can  urge,  or  eloquence  periuade, 
TKe  future  hero  woo'd  his  S[)artan  maid. 

Yet  l-nj;  he  woo'd In  Sj'arta,  flow  to  yield, 

Beauty,  l.he  valojr,  long  niaintain'd  the  fichl. 

"  No  bloi.m  I'o  fair  ^Tel^ene■s  banks  difclofc  ; 
"  Ko  breath  lb  pure  o'er  Tcmpe's  bofora  blows; 
<<  No  finile  fo  radiant  throws  the  genial  ray 
«'  Tliro'.igh  the  fair  eye-lids  of  the  opening  day  ; 
'<   li'ii  deaf  to  vows  with  fondeil  pufl'ion  preft, 
"  Cold  is  the  wHve  of  Hebrus*  wint'ry  bread, 
«'  l-'eiulope  regrirdi  no  lover's  pr.in, 
"   And  owns  LJlyfies  eloquent  in  vain. 

'*  To  vows  that  vaiiiiy  wafte  their  warmth   in 
"  Jnfid  ions  hopes  that  lead  btit  to  dcfpiiir,       [air, 
"  AlTeCtions  loit,  defires  the  heart  tnull  rue, 
«'   And  love,  and  Sparta's  joylefs  plains  adieu  I 

"  Yet  lHU  th.s  bofom  fliali  one  paiiion  (liarc, 
<'  Silll  fhali  my  cou:itry  find  a  fatlitr  -.iierc. 
»«  Ev'n  now  the  children  of  my  litrle  rei/n 
<«  Demand  that  faih^-r,  of  the  faithlefs  mtiin; 
'<  Ev'ii  now,  their  prircc  loliciious  to  luve, 
"  CIiV'".b   the  tall  clilT,  and  walch  the  changeful 

"    f.'JVC. 

"  But  not  for  I.i.a  their  hopes,  or  fears  alone  ! 
"  They  feek  the  pro^.is'J  paitner  of  his  throne  ; 
"  For  her  their  incenfe  brcsihes,  their  altars  blaze, 
"   F'or  her  to  Heaven  the  fupidlact  c'-e  they  rait'e. 
"  Ah  !  flial!   they   know  their  prince  lo'.plor'd  in 

"  vain? 
<*  Can  my  heart  live  beneath  a  nation's  pain  :" 

Ti-.crc  fpoke  the  virtue  that  her  foul  aJunr'd, 
The  Spartan  foirl,  with  p.itriot  ardour  lir'd. 
"  Enough  1"  the  cried — "  be  minf  to  bciii^  a  part 
"  In  him,  who  holds  his  country  to  hi»  heart. 
"  Worth,  honour,  fdith,  th.it  f.iir  alViclion  qive«, 
"  And  with  that  virtue,  every  virtue  lives  jj." 

Plens'd  that  the  nobler  principles  could  move 
His  d.iughter'i  liea;  t.  and  lo.'ter.  it  to  love, 
Iiaiius  own'd  the  aul'pices  divine. 
Wove  the  fair  crown  ^,  and  blcfs'd  the  holy  ilirinc. 

*  From  the  mountain  !\eriios  in  Ithaca,  noiu 
called  Xcricia. 

t   ■'  he  Spartan  river. 

X  '   E  menire  d'  .^Iberghe  Amore."'        Tasso. 

§   A  mountain  in  PcUponneJ:.  s.  • 

\  "  Omnes  omnium  Ciruate^,"  &c.  Cic. 

^1  '/■  r  iV'incn  ofanrient  (Jrreceatthc  marriage 
crreinony  ^ujre garlands  oi'fiQxi.'(rs,prohahlyascm' 
hlems  offurity,ferlitity  and  ieauty.  Tijus  Eur  if  i* 

,   tifT.  ' 
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But  ah  1  the  circaclec!  parting  hour  to_  brave  ! 
Then  ftrung  affedion  gritv'd  toi  what  it  gave. 
Should  be  the  cuintbit  of  his  life's  decline, 
His  life's  laft  ch:irm  to  ithaca  r-'fijn  ? 
Or,  watui'ring  wiih  her  to  a  diilaut  !hore, 
Behold  ii'.irotHs'  hmg-lov'd  banks  no  more  ? 
Expole  his  gray  hairs  to  an  alien  (liy, 
Nor  on  his  covintry's  parent  bolom  die  *  ? 
'•  No,  prince,"  he  cried ;  "for  Sparta's  happier 

*'  plain, 
"   Leave  the  lov'd  honours  of  thy  little  reign, 
"    rhe  jrrr.teful  char.ge  fliall  equrj  honours  bring; 
"  — Lord  of  himfelf,  a  Spartan  is  a  king." 

V/hen  thus  the  prince,  with  obvious  grief  op- 
prelt, 
"  C.inft  thou  not  force  the  father  from  thy  bread? 
"  Nl'C  without  pam  behold  one  child  depart, 
*'   Yet  bid  me  tear  a  nation  from  my  heart  ? 
••  — Not  for  all  Sparta's,  all  Euboea's  plains'" — 
He  laid,  and  to  his  courfers  gave  the  reins. 

Still  the  fond  fire  purines  with  fuppliant  voice, 
Till  mov'd,  the  monarch  yields  her  to  her  choice. 
"   Thuu  mine  by  vows-,  by  fair  affeclion  mine, 
"    And  holy  truth,  and  aufpices  divine  ; 
"   This  fuit  let  fair  Penelope  decide, 
"  Remain  the  daughter,  or  proceed  the  bride." 

O'er  the  quick  hluflr  her  friendly  mantle  fell, 
And  told  him  ali  that  modefty  could  tell. 
No  longer  now  the  father's  fondnefs  ftrove- 
With  patriot  virtiue,  or  acknowiedg'd  love, 
B'Jt  on  the  fcene  that  parting  fijhs  eiidear'd, 
Fair  roodeily's  f  fij'it  honour'd  fane  he  rear'd. 

The  d«uoht-r'b  form  the  pictur'd  goddefs  wore, 
The  daughtirr's  veil  |  before  her  blnfues  bore. 
And  taught  the  maids  of  Greece  this  fovereign 

law— 
She  molt  Ihall  conquer,  who  Iball  moft  withdraw. 

The  modern  Greek  ladies  uear  thcfe garland  {wva 
rions  fr^rms, ivkene-ier  they ai<pear drtjfid ;and  fre- 
quently adorji  the!7ifeives  thus  jar  thei:  oiun  amuje- 
tnent,  and  tut: en  tiny  do  nut  expeS  to  be jee7i  by  any 
hut  their  domcjiics. 

Voyage  Literaire  de  la  Greece. 

*   The  ancients  efltemed  this  one  t:f  the  greatefi 
piis fortunes  that  could  befall  them.     The  Trojans 
.  th'-'ught  it  the  mcfi  iamentable  cit  cuinjiance  attend- 
ing the  lofs  of  their  pilot  Palinunis,  that  his  body 
Jljould  lie  in  a  foreign  country. 

" Igijota  Palinurejacebis  Arena.       Virg. 

\  Panfa^'ias,  'who  has  recorded thejiory  onifhiih 
this  Utile  poem  is  lo:-nded,  tells  i/s..  that  this  ivas 
the  fir jl  temple  crtBtfd  to  rnodefty  in  Greece. 

X  See  the  !  cil  of  Modcfiy  in  the  Miifxum  Capi- 
tolinui/i.  vol.  ;ii.  anifor  further  proofs  of  its  high 
antiquity, fee  Horn.  Odyff.  I.  6. 

Claud,  tpilhal.  Honor,  ivhere  he  fays, 
Et  crines  felbna  ligat  Feplumque  fluentem 

Allevat 

Iphig.  in  Taur.  aB  4.  and  Colut.  Rapt.  Helen,  'v. 
381,  /.    I.   ivhere   Hmnione   tears    her  gold-em- 
^broidered  njeil  on  the  difippearancc  of  Helen : 

"!.»\ureuip  quoque  rupit  capitis  tegmen,. 


THE  COUNTRY  JUSTICE. 

A  POEM  IN  THREE  PARTS. 

To  Richard  Burn,  LL.  D.  one  of  his  Majcjiys  Juf- 
tices  of  the  Peaca  for  the  Counties  of  JVeJimore- 
land  and  Cumberland. 

DEAR   SIR, 

A  POEM  written  profeflediy  at  your  requeft,  na- 
turally addreiies  itfclf  to  you.  The  tUiiindl-Jon  you 
have  acquired  on  the  fubjcct,  and  your  tafte  for  the 
arts  give  that  addrcfs  evi-ry  kind  of  propriety.  If 
I  li'avi;  any  particular  fatisfaclion  in  this  publica- 
tion, befide  what  arifes  from  my  compliance  with 
your  commands,  it  muft  be  in  the  idea  of  that  tef- 
tlmony  it  bears  to  our  friendOiip.  If  you  believe, 
that  I  am  more  conc-;rnsd  for  the  duration  of  that 
than  of  the  poem  itfeli,  you  wiii  not  be  miftaken; 
for  I  am, 

Dear  Sir, 

Your  truly  affltflionate  brother. 
And  faithful  humble  fervant, 
Somerfetfiire,  April  2s-^ri'\-     "^'^^E  AUTHOR.: 

PART  L 

In  Richard's  days,  when  loft  his  paftur'd  plain. 
The  wand 'ring  Briton    fought    the  wild    woods 

reign, 
With  great  difdain  beheld  the  feudal  herd 
poor  life-let  vafl'als  of  a  Norraan  lord; 
And,  what  no  brave  man  ever  loft,  poirefs'd 
Hnufelf — for  freedom  bound  him  to  her  breaft. 

Lov'll  thou  that  freedom  ?   by  her  holy  ftirine,., 
If  yet  one  drop  of  Eritifli  blood  be  thine, 
See,  I  conjure  thee,  in  the  dcfert  liiade. 
His  bow  unftrung,  his  little  houfehold  laid, 
Some  brave  forefather;  while  his  lieids  ihey  Hiare* 
By  Saxiin,  Dane,  or  Norman,  banilh'd  there  ! 
.'ind  think  he  tells  thee,  as  his  foul  withdraws. 
As  his  heart  iV'elis  againfl:  a  tyrant's  laws, 
The  war  with  fate  though  fniitk'fs  to  maintain. 
To  guard  that  liberty  he  lov'd  in  vain. 

V\  ere  thoughts  like  thefe  the  dream  of  ancient 
time  ? 
Peculiar  only  to  fome  age,  or  clime  ? 
Aud  does  not  nature  thoughts  like  thefe  impart, 
lireathe  in  the  foul,  and  write  upon  the  heart  ? 

Aik  on  their  mountains  yon  deferred  band, 
That  point  to  Paoli  with  no  plaufive  hand  ; 
Defpifing  ftiU,  their  freeborn  louls  unbroke, 
Alike  the  Gallic  and  Ligurian  yoke  \ 

Yet  while  the  patriot's  gen'rous  rage  we  fliare, 
Still  civil  fafety  calls  us  back  to  care  ; 
fo  Britain  loif  in  either  Henry's  day, 
Her  v.'oods,  her  mountains  one  wild  fcene  of  prey  1 
Fair  peace  from  allter  bounteous  vallies  fied. 
And  law  beneath  the  barbed  arrows  bled. 

In  happier  days,  with  more  aufpicious  fate, 
The  far-fam'd  Edward  heal'd  his  wounded  ftate  ; 
Diead  of  his  iof:,,  but  to  his  fubjetfls  dear, 
Thefe  learn'd  to  love,  asthofe  are  taught  to  fear, 
Their  laurell'd  prince  with  Britilh  pride  obey, 
His  glory  Ihone  their  difcontent  away. 

With  care  the  tender  flow'r  of  love  to  fave, 
And  plant  the  olive  on  diforder's  grave. 
For  civil  ftorms  frefh  barriers  to  provide, 
He^cpaight  the  fav'ring  calm  and  falling  tide. 
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The  focial  laws  from  infult  lo  protciTl, 
To  cherjfli  peace,  to  cultivate  relpecl  ; 
The  rich  frjm  wanton  cruelty  rcftrain, 
To  fmooth  the  bed  of  penury  and  pain  ; 
Ttie  haplels  vagrant  to  lii:>  rtit  reltore, 
The  maze  of  fraud,  the  haunts  of  theft  explore  ; 
1'he  ihouglitlefs  maiden,  when  fubdu'J  by  nrl, 
To  aid,   and  brin^  her  rover  to  her  he-art  ; 
WiUl  riot's  voice  with  dignity  to  quell, 
Forbid  unpeaceful  palHons  to  rebel, 
Wreft  from  u-vc-nj;c  the  meditated  harm. 
For  this  fair  judice  rais'd  her  facred  arm  ; 
For  this  the  rural  magiftraie,  of  yore, 
Thy  honours,   Edward,  to  his  manliuii  bore 

Oft,  where  old  Air  in  coiifcious  j;'"'')'  fails 
On  filver  waves  that  flow  throuj^li    fmiling  vales; 
In  Harewood's  groves,  where  long  my  youth  wai 

laid,      . 
Unfeen  beneath  their  ancient  world  of  fhade  ; 
With  many  a  group  of  antique   columns  crown'd. 
In  Gothic  guile  fuch  manfion  have  oft  found. 
Nor  lightly  deem,  ye  apts  of  mcdcni  race. 
Ye  cits  that  fore  bedizen  nature's  face, 
Of  the  more  manly  llruilurcs  here  ye  view  ; 
They  rofe  for  greatncl's  that  ye  never  knew  ! 
Ye  reptile  cits,  that  oft  have  muv'd  my  fpieen 
With  Venus  and  the  graces  on  your  green  ! 
Let  Flutus,  growling  o'er  his  ill-got  wealth, 
Let  Mercury,  the  thriving  god  of  flealth. 
The  fliop-man,  Janus,  with  his  double  looks. 
Rife  on  your  mounts,  and  petch  upon  your  books  I 
But  fpare  my  Venus,  fjjare  each  lifter  grace, 
Ye  cits,  that  fore  bedizen  natuie's  face  '. 
Ye  royal  archite(fls,  whole  antic  tafte, 
Would  lay  the  realms  of  fenfe  and  nature  wafte  ; 
Forgot,  whenever  from  her  iteps  ye  Itray, 
That  folly  only  points  each  other  way  ; 
Here,  though  your  eye  no  courtly  creature  fees, 
Snakes  on  the  ground,  or  monkits  in  the  trees  ; 
Yet  let  not  too  fevere  a  cenfure  fall. 
On  the  plain  precindts  of  the  ancient  hall. 

For  though  no  fight  your  cluldifii  fancy  meets, 
Of  Thibet's  dogs,  or  China's  perroqucts ; 
T'hinigh  apes,  a!ps,  lizards,  thingj  without  a  tail, 
And  all  the  tribes  of  foreign  monltcrs  fill  ; 
Here  Ihall  ye  lij^h  to  fee,  with  ruft  o'ergrown, 
The  iron  griffin  and  the  fphin.t  of  ftone  ; 
And  mourn,  neglected  in  their  wafte  abodes, 
Fire-breathing  drakes,  and  water-fpouting  gods. 
Long   have  theie   mighty  moniters  known  dif- 
grace. 
Yet  ftill  fome  trophies  hold  their  ancient  place  ; 
AVhere,    round  tlie   hall,    the  oaks  high  furbafe 

rears 
The  fickl-day  triumphs  of  two  hundred  years. 

Th'  enormous  anllers  here  recal  the  day 
'i'hat  faw  the  foreft  monarch  forc'd  away; 
AVho,  many  a  flood,  and  many  a  mountain  part, 
!Not  findiiig  thofe,  nor  deeming  thefe  the  lall, 
^)'cr  floods,  o'er  mountains  yet  prcpar'd  to  ily. 
Long  ere  the  death-drop  hll'd  his  failing  eye  ! 
Here  fam  d  for  cunning,  and  iu  crimes  grown 
old. 
Hangs  his  gray  brufli,  the  felon  of  the  fold. 
Oft  as  the  rent-fcalf  fwells  the  midnight  cheer, 
The  maudlin  farmer  kens  him  o'cv  his  beer. 
And  tells  his  old,  traditionary  tale. 
Though  known  to  ;v'ry  tenant  of  the  vale. 
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Here,  where  of  old  the  feftal  ox  has  fed, 
Mark'd  with  his  weight,  the  mighty  horns  are 

fpread  1 
Some  ox,  O  Marfliall,  for  a  board  like  thine. 
Where  the  vaft  malter  with  the  va(t  furloia 
Vied  in  round  magnitude — KcfpcCl  I  bear 
To  thee,  though  oft  the  ruin  ot  the  cliair. 

Theie,  and  fuch  antique  tokens  tlut  record 
The  manly  fpirit,  and  the  bounteous  board. 
Me  more  delight  than  all  the  gew-gaw  train, 
The  whims  ana  zigzags  of  a  modern  bram, 
M<jre  than  all  Afij's  marmofctt  to  view. 
Grin,  fiilk.  and  water  in  the  walks  oiJvew. 

Through  thefe  fair  valhcs,  ftranger,  haft  thou 
ftray'J, 
By  any  chance,  to  yifit  Harewood's  fhade. 
And  ieen  with  honed,  antiquated  air. 
In  the  plain  hall  the  magiiliatial  chair  ? 
rhcic  Herbert  fat-  -I  he  love  of  human  kind. 
Pure  light  ot  truth,  and  tem|icrance  of  mind. 
In  the  tree  eye  the  featur'd  foul  difplay'd. 
Honour's  llrong  beam,  and  mercy's  mclimg  fhade  : 
Jultice  that,  in  the  ligid  paths  of  law, 
Uouid  Itiiliome drops  from  pity"»  fountain  draw. 
Bend  o'er  her  urn  with  many  a  gen'rous  fear, 
Ere  his  firm  leal  Ihould  force  one  orphan's  tear ; 
Fair  equity,  and  reafon  fcorning  an. 
And  all  the  lober  virtues  of  the  heart-— 
Thefe  fat  with  Herbert,  theie  Ihall  btft  avail 
Where  ftatutes  order,  or  where  tlatutes  laii. 

Be  this,  ye  rural  magiftratcs,  your  plan  : 
Firm  be  your  juflice,  but  be  friends  to  man. 

He  whom  the  mighty  mafter  of  this  ball 
We  fondly  deem,  or  farcically  call, 
To  own  the  patriarch's  truth,  however  loth, 
HolJs  but  a  manlioii  crulh'd  before  the  moth. 

Frail  in  his  genius,  in  his  heart  too  frail, 
Born  but  to  err,  and  erring  to  bewail, 
Shalt  thou  his  faults  with  eye  fevere  explore. 
And  give  to  life  one  human  weaknefs  more  ? 

Sti'.l  mark  if  vice  or  nature  prompts  the  deed  ; 
Still  mark  the  firong  temination  and  the  need  ; 
On  preffipg  want,  on  famine's  powerful  call, 
At  Icalt  more  lenient  let  thy  juftice  fall. 

J'or  him,  who,  loft  to  ev'ry  hope  of  life. 
Has  long  with  fortune  held  unequal  ftrife, 
Know  n  to  no  human  love,  no  human  care,  ' 

The  frienrflefs,  homelefs  obje<?t  of  dclpair; 
For  the  poor  vagrant  feel,  while  he  complains, 
Nor  from  fad  freedom  f<n;l  to  ladder  chains. 
Alike,  if  folly  or  misfortune  brought 
Thofe  laft  of  woes  his  evil  days  have  wrought ; 
Believe  with  focial  mercy  and  with  me, 
Folly's  misfortune  in  the  lint  degree. 

Pel  haps  on  fome  inhofpitable  ihore 
The  houi'elefs  wretch  a  widow'd  parent  bore  ; 
Who  then,  no  more  by  golden  profpe(fls  led. 
Of  the  poor  Indian  begg'd  a  leafy  bed. 
Cold  on  Canadian  hills,  or  Mitiden's  plain. 
Perhaps  that  jiarcnt  mourn'd  her  foldicr  ilain  ; 
Bent  ci'cr  her  babe,  her  eye  dilfiiiv'd  in  dew. 
The  big  drops  mingling  with  the  uiih;  he  drew, 
Gave  the  fad  prefagc  of  his  fntnic  year*. 
The  child  of  mifery.  baptiz'd  in  tears ! 

O  hdward,  here  thy  taireit  laurels  fade  1 
And  thy  long  glories  darken  into  fliade  I 

While  yet  tlie  palms  thy  hardy  vcttr.ns  won, 
The  deeds  of  valour  that  for  ihcc  were  done. 
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While  yet  the  wreaths  for  which  they  bravely  bled, 
Fir'd  thy  high  foul,  and  flourifh'd  on  thy  head, 
Thofe  veterans  to  their  native  Ihores  retum'd, 
Like  exiles  wander'd,  and  like  exiles  mourn'd  ; 
Or,  left  at  large  no  longer  to  bewail, 
Were  vagrants  deem'd,  and  deftin'd  to  a  jail! 

Were  there  no  royal,  yet  uncultur'd  lands, 
No  waftes  that  wanted  luch  fubduing  hands  ? 
Were  Crtfly's  heroes  luch  abandon'd  things  ? 
O  fate  of  war !  and  gratitude  of  kings  ! 

The  gipfy-race  my  pity  rarely  move  ; 
Yet  their  ilrong  thirft  of  liberty  I  love. 
Not  Wilkes,  our  freedom's  holy  martyr,  more  ; 
Nor  his  firm  phalanx  of  the  common  Ihore. 

For  this  in  Norwood's  patrimonial  groves 
The  tawny  father  with  his  offspring  roves; 
When  fummer  funs  lead  flow  the  fultry  day, 
In  mofly  caves,  where  welling  waters  play, 
Fann'd  by  each  gale  that  cools  the  fervid  fky, 
With  this  in  ragged  luxury  they  lie. 
Oft  at  the  fun  the  dufky  Elfins  ftrain 
The  fable  eye,  then  fnugging,  fleep  again; 
Oft  as  the  dews  of  cooler  evening  fall. 
For  their  prophetic  mother's  mantle  call. 

Far  other  cares  that  wand'ring  mother  wait, 
The  mouth,  and  oft  the  minifter  of  fate  ! 
From  her  to  hear,  in  ev'ning's  friendly  ftiade, 
Of  future  fortune,  flics  the  village-maid. 
Draws  her  long-hoarded  copper  from  its  hold; 
And  rufty  halfpence  purchafe  hopes  of  gold. 

But,  ah  !  ye  maids,  beware  the  gipfy's  lures  ! 
She  opens  not  the  womb  of  time,  but  yours. 
Oft  has  her  hands  the  haplefs  Marian  wrung, 
Marian,  whom  Gay  in  fweetefl,  ftrains  has  fung  ! 
The  parlbn's  maid — fore  caufe  had  ihe  to  rue 
I'lie  gipfy's  tongue  ;  the  parfon's  daughter  too. 
I^ong  liad  that  anxious  daughter  figh'd  to  know 
What  Vellum's  fprucy  clerk,  the  valley's  beau, 
Meant  by  thofe  glances  which  at  church  he  ftole, 
Her  father  nodding  to  the  pfalm's  flow  drawl ; 
Long  had  ftie  figh'd ;  at  length  a  prophet  came, 
By  many  a  fure  predi6tion  known  to  fame. 
To  Marian  known,  and  all  ftie  told,  for  true  : 
She  knew  the  future,  for  the  pafl;  flie  knew. 

Where,  in  the  darkling  flied,  the  moon's  dim 

Beam'd  on  the  ruins  of  a  one-liorfe  chaife, 
Villaria  fat,  while  faithful  Marian  brought 
The  wayward  prophet  of  the  woe  flie  fought. 
Twice  did  her  hands,  the  income  of. the  week, 
On  either  fide  the  crooked  fixpence  feek ; 
Twice  were  thofe  hands  withdrawn  from  cither 

fide, 
*ro  flop  the  titt'ring  laugh,  the  blufli  to  hide. 
The  wayward  pi  ophet  made  no  long  delay, 
No  novice  flie  in  fortune's  devious  way  ! 
"  Ere  yet,"  flie  cry 'd,  "  ten  rolling  months  are  o'er, 
**  Muft  ye  be  mothers;  maids,  at  leaft,  no  more. 
"  With  you  fhall  foon,  O  lady  fair,  prevail 
•'  A  gentle  youth,  ir,e  flower  of  this  fair  vale. 
"  To  Marian,  once  of  Colin  Clout  the  fcorn, 
"  Shall  bumpkin  come,  and  bumpkinets  be  born." 
Smote  to  the  heart,  the  maidens  marvell'd  fore, 
That  ten  fiiort  months  had  fuch  events  in  ftore ; 
But  holding  firm  what  village-maids  believe, 
That  itrife  with  fate  is  milking  in  a  fieve ; 
To  prove  their  prophet  true,  though  to  their  cofl, 
Theyjuflly  thought  no  time  w&o  to  bs  loft. 


Thefe  foes  to  j'outh,  that  feek,  with  dang'roua 
To  aid  the  native  weaknefs  of  the  heart;  [art, 
Thefe  mifcreants  from  thy  harmlefs  village  drive, 
As  wafps  felonious  from  the  lab'ring  hive. 
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To  Robert  Wllfon   Cracroft,  Efq. 

Born  with  a  gentle  heart,  and  born  to  pleafc 
With  native  goodnefs,  of  no  fortune  vain. 

The  focial  afped:  of  inviting  eafe. 

The  kind  opinion,  and  the  fenfe  humane ; 

To  thee,  my  Cracroft,  whom,  in  early  youth, 
With  lenient  hand  and  anxious  love  I  led 

Through  paths  where  fcience  points  to  manly  truth. 
And  glory  gilds  the  manfions  of  the  dead. 

To  thee  this  offering  of  maturer  thought. 
That,  fince  wild  fancy  flung  the  lyre  afide, 

With  heedful  hand  the  moral  mufe  hath  wrought. 
That  mufe  devotes,  and  bears  with  honell  pride. 

Yet  not  that  period  of  the  human  year, 

When  fancy  reign'd,  fhall  we  with  pain  review. 

All  nature's  feafons  different  afpe(£ts  wear. 

And  now  her  flowers,  and  now  her  fruits  arc 
due. 

Not  that  in  youth  we  rang'd  the  fmiling  meads,    j 
On  Effex'  fhores  the  trembling  angle  play'd. 

Urging  at  noon  the  flow  boat  in  the  reeds. 
That  wav'd  their  green  uncertainty  of  fhade : 

Nor  yet  the  days  confum'd  in  Hackthorn's  vale. 
That  lonely  on  the  heath's  wild  bofom  lies, 

Should  we  with  fl;ern  feverity  bev/ail, 
And  all  the  lighter  hours  of  life  defpife. 

For  nature's  feafons  different  afpefts  wear, 
And  now  her  flowers,  and  now  her  fruits  are 
due  ; 

Awhile  fhe  freed  us  from  the  fcourge  of  care. 
But  told  us  then — for  focial  ends  we  grew. 

To  find  fome  virtue  trac'd  on  life's  fliort  page. 
Some  mark  of  fervice  paid  to  human  kind. 

Alone  can  cheer  the  wint'ry  paths  of  age, 
Alone  fupport  the  far-refledting  mind. 

Oh  !  often  thought — when  Smith's  difcerning  care 
To  further  days  prolonged  this  failing  frame  1 

To  die  was  little^ — But  what  heart  could  bear 
To  die,  and  leave  an  undiflinguifli'd  name? 

Blagdon-Honfe,  Fd,  %X.  1 775. 

PART  II. 

*  Yet,  while  thy  rod  reftrains  the  needy  crew. 
Remember  that  thou  art  their  monarch  too. 
King  of  the  beggars ! — Lov'ft  thou  not  the  name? 
O,  great  from  Ganges  to  the  golden  Thame  ! 
Far-ruling  fovereign  of  this  begging  ball. 
Low  at  thy  footilool  other  thrones  ihall  fall. 
His  alms  to  thee  the  whificer'd  Moor  convey  f. 
And  Prufiia's  fi;urdy  beggar  own  thy  fway ; 


*  Reftrs  to  the  conchifion  of  thefirji part. 
f   The  Mahometan  princes  feem  to  hai>e  a   regular 
fyjhtr,  cf  l-gg:r.g.     2\^th:r.g  Jo  comman  at  to  bear  that 
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Courls,  fcn.ifes — all  to  Baal  that  bend  tlic  kiitc  ', 
King  of  tlic  bej^^ari,  dicfe  arc  licfs  to  tlitc  I 

Buc  IHU,  fon^ot  the  graiuicur  of  thy  ri  i^ri, 
Dcfccnd  to  diitits  meaner  crowns  difilaiii ; 
That  worft  cvcrcfccncy  of  power  forc)^o, 
That  pride  of  kings,  humanity's  firft  foe. 

Let  aj^e  r.o  lonfror  toil  with  feeble  ftrifc, 
Vorn  by  long  fcrviec  in  the  war  of  life; 
Nor  leave  the  head  ilut  time  hath  whitcn'd,  bare 
To  the  rude  inlultsor  the  fearchir.g  air; 
Nor  bid  the  knee,  by  labour  hardcu'd,  bend, 
C)  thou,  the  poor  manS  liopc,  the  poor  man's  friend ! 

If,  when  from  Heav'n  Icvcrer  feafons  fall. 
Fled  from  the  frozen  roof  and  mouldering  wall, 
l-ach  faccthe  pidUirc  of  a  winter  day,  [tray; 

More    flroMjj  .than    Teniers'    pencil    could   por- 
If  then  to  thee  rcfort  thcfhivcring  train, 
Of  cruel  days,  and  cruel  man  complain, 
Say  to  thy  lieart  (rcmeml>erinj^  him  who  faid) 
"  I'hefe  people  come  from  far,  and  have  no  bread.'' 
Nor  leave  thy  venal  clerk  empowcr'd  to  hear; 
The  voice  of  want  is  facred  to  tliy  ear. 
He  where  no  fees  his  fordid  pen  invite, 
Sports  with  their  tears,  too  indolent  t-j  write  ; 
IJke  the  fed  monkey  in  the  fable,  vain 
To  hear  more  hclplefs  animals  complain. 

But  chief  thy  notice  (hall  one  monfter  claim; 
A  monfter  furnlih'd  with  a  human  franic, 
"J  he  parifli-oflicer  ! — though  verle  difdain 
Terms  that  deform  the  fplendour  of  the  flrain  ; 
It  (loops  to  bid  thee  bend  the  brow  fcvcre 
On  the  flv,  pilfering,  cruel  overfeer; 

The  fhuflling  farmer,  faiihful  to  no  trufl, 

Rutlilefs  as  rocks,  infatiatc  as  ihc  dull ! 

When  the  poor  hind,  with  length  of  years  de- 
eay'd, 

Leans  feebly  on  his  once  fubdning  fpadc, 

Forgot  the  fervice  of  his  abler  days. 

His  profitable  toil,  and  honell  praife, 

Shall  this  low  wretch  abridge  his  fcanty  bread, 

Tliis  flavc,  V.  hofe  board  his  former  labours  fpread  ? 
When  harvcfl's  burning  funs  and  ficktning  air 

FroBi  labour's  unbrac'd  hand  the  grafp'd  hook 
tear, 

Where  fliall  the  hclplefs  family  be  fed. 

That  vainly  languifli  for  a  father's  bread  ? 

Sec  the  pale  mother,  funk  v/ith  grief  and  care, 

To  the  proud  farm;-r  fearfully  repair; 

Soon  to  be  fent  with  infolence  away, 

Rcfcrr'd  to  vellries,  and  a  diftant  day  I 

P.oferr'd — to  perifli  ! — Is  my  verfc  fevere  ? 

Unfriendly  to  the  luimnn  charachor  ? 

Ah  !   to  this  figh  of  fad  experience  trufl : 

'1  he  truth  is  rigid,  but  the  tale  is  jufl. 
If  in  thy  courts  this  caitiff  wretch  appear, 

Think  not  that  patience  were  a  virtue  here. 

His  low-born  pride  with  honed  rage  controul; 

Smite  his  hard  heart,  and  fluke  his  reptile  foul. 
But,  haplefs  !  oft  through  fear  of  future  woe. 

And  certain  vengeance  of  th'  infulting  foe. 


the  Dcy  of  Alvitrs,  Isff.  IS'c.  are  dijfatiified  "with  their 
prefenlj.  It  t.nijl  lnoivncd,  it  ivould hr for  the  v.elfjr: 
•f  the  -worlds  if  prince'  in  general  ivouU  aJbcre  to  the 
tfiaxim,  that  it  is  better  to  beg  than  to  fleal. 


"  Tu  pofcis  vilia  rcrum, 

»•  Qu;jtivhifu8U  uuilius  egtntem.'' 


H«x. 


Oft,  rrc  to  ilict  til-  poor  prefer  their  prayV, 
I  he  lall  extremes  of  penury  they  bear. 

Woiildll  thou  then  raifc  thy  patiiotofilce  higher, 
To  fomething  more  than  rnagiftrate  afpire  ? 
.A.nd,  left  each  poorer,  pettier  chair  behind, 
Step  nobly  forth,  the  friend  of  humar.kind  ? 
'I'he  game  I  Hart  couiagefiufly  purfuc! 
Adieu  to  fear  !  to  infoiencc  adieu  I 
»nd  Ijrll  we'll  range  this  mountain's  ftormy  fide. 
Where  the  rude  wiuds  the  Ihcphcrd's   roof  lie- 

ric'e. 
As  meet  no  tnorc  the  wint'ry  blaft  to  bear, 
And  all  tlie  wild  liofliliiies  of  air. 
—  I'hut  roof  have  1  reiiumber'd  many  a  yiar; 
It  once  gave  refuge  tc  a  hunted  deer — 
Keie,  in  thofe  days,  we  found  an  aged  pair;— 
But  time  untenants — hah!  what  feeft  thou  there? 
"   Horror! — by  Heav'n,  extended  on  a  bed 
'•  Of  naked  fearn,  two  human  creatures  dead! 
"   Knibracirig  as  alive  I — ah,  no ;— no  life! 
"  Cold,  breathlcfs!" 

"lis  the  fhephcrdand  his  wife. 
I  knew  the  fcenc,  and  brought  thee  to  behold 
What  fji-jaks  more  llrongly  than  the  Ilory  told. 
They  died  through  want — 

"  By  every  power  I  fwcar, 
"   if  the  wretch  treads  the  earth,  or  breathes  the 

"  a.'r, 
"  Throiiu-h  %vhofe  default  of  duty,  ordcfign, 
"  Tliefe  viclim^.  fell,  he  dies." 

'1  hey  fell  by  thine 
"  Infernal!— Mine!— by— ■' 

Swear  on  no  pretence  : 
A  fwearing  jtiflice  wants  both  grace  and  fenfe. 

When  thy  good  father  held  this  wide  domai«, 
The  voice  of  Ibrrow  never  mnurn'd  in  vain. 
Sooth'd  by  his  pity,  by  his  bounty  fed. 
The  lick  found  medicine,  and  ihe  aged  bread. 
He  lei't  their  intereft  to  no  parifli-carc. 
No  bailifliirg'd  his  little  empire  there  : 
No  vill.ige-tyi-ant  ftarv'd  them,  or  opprefe'd  ; 
He  lea.-ii  d  their  wants,  and  he  thofe  wants  re-. 
drtfs'd. 
Ev'n  tliefe,  unhappy  !  who,  beheld  too  late. 
Smote  thy  young  heart  whh  horror  at  their  fate. 
His  bounty  found,  and  deftin'd  here  to  !;eep 
A  fmall  detachment  of  his  moiintain-fheep. 
S'il]  pleas'd  to  fee  them  from  the  annual  fair 
I'h'  unwritten  hiftory  of  their  promts  bear; 
More  nobly  pU'as'd  thofe  profits  to  rellorc. 
And,  if  tiieir  fortune  fail'd  them,  make  it  more. 

When  nature  gave  her  precept  to  remove 
His  kindred  fpirit  to  the  realms  of  love. 
Afar  th>ir  anguiih  from  thy  diflant  ear,  ' 

S.0  arm  to  fa.'e,  and  noprotcclion  near, 
Led  h/  the  .ure  of  unaccunted  gold. 
Thy  bailiff  feiz'd  their  little  flock,  and  foW. 
'J'heir  want  contending  parifhcs  furvcy'd, 
.^nd  this  difown'd,  and  that  refus'd  to  aid  : 
A  while,  wlio  fliould  not  fuecoar  them,  they  trioJ, 
And  in  that  while  the  wrctclied  viclims  died. 
"  I'll  fcalp  that  bailiff — facrifice." 
In  vain 
To  rave  r.t  mifchief,  if  the  caufe  remain  ! 
O  days  long  loft  to  man  in  each  degree  ! 
The  golden  days  of  hofpitality  ! 
When  liberal  fortunes  vied  with  liberal  flrife, 
T»  GU  the  Hvbkll  •thc««  wf  iit'c  ; 


?    •    I    M    S. 

handmaid,    and  her  , 


■i^i- 


"Whe«  wealth  was  virtue's 

gate 
Gave  a  free  refuge  from  the  wrongs  of  fate ; 
The  poor  at  hand  their  natural  patrons  faw, 
And  lawgivers  were  fupplements  of  law  ! 

Lofl  are  thole  days,  and  fafhion's  boundlefs  fway 
Has  borne  the  guardian  magiftratc  away. 
Save  in  Augufia's  ftrects,  or  Gailia's  fliore, 
The  rural  patron  is  beheld  no  mere. 
No  more  the  poor  his  kind  protetflion  fhare, 
Unknown  their  wants,  and  unreceiv'd  their  prayer. 

Yet  has  tliat  fafiiion,  long  fo  liglit  and  vain, 
Reform'd  at  laft,  and  led  the  moral  train, 
Have  her  gay  vot'rics  nobler  worth  to  boaft 
For  nature's  love,  for  nature's  virtue  loft  ? 
No — fled  from  thcfe,  the  fens  of  fortune  find 
What  poor  refpecS  to  wealth  remains  behind. 
The  mock  regard  alone  of  menial  flaves, 
The  worfhipp'd  calves  of  their  outwitting  knaves! 

Foregone  the  focial,  hofpitable  days, 
When  wide  vales  echoed  with  their  owner's  praife, 
Of  all  that  ancient  conllquence  bereft. 
What  has  the  modern  man  of  fafhion  left  ? 

Does  he,  perchance,  to  rural  fcenes  repair, 
And  "  wafte  his  fweetnefs"  on  the  effenc'd  air  ? 
Ah !  gently  lave  the  feeble  frame  he  brings, 
Ye  fcouring  feas!  and  ye  fulphureous  fprings! 

And  thou,  Brighthelmftone,  where  no  cits  an- 
noy, 
(All  borne  to  Margate,  in  the  Margate-hoy) 
Where,  if  the  hafty  creditor  advance, 
l.ies  the  light  fkifT,  and  ever-bailing  France, 
Do  thou  defend  him  in  the  dog-day-funs! 
Secure  in  winter  from  the  rage  of  duns ! 

While   the   grim   catchpole,    the   grim   porter 
fwear, 
One  that  he  is,  and  one,  he  is  not  there, 
The  tortur'd  us'rer,  as  he  murmurs  by, 
£yes  the  Venetian  blinds,  and  heaves  a  ligh. 

O,  from  each  title  folly  ever  took, 
Blood!   Maccaronc!   Cicifbeo  i'or  Rook! 
From  each  low  palTion,  from  each  low  refort, 
The  thieving  alley,  nay,  the  righceous  court. 
From  Bertie's,  Alraack's,  Arthur's,  and  the  neft 
Where  Judah's  ferrets  earth   with    Charles   un- 

bleft  ;— 
From  thefe  and  all  the  garbage  of  the  great. 
At  honour's,  freedom's,  virtue's  call — retreat ! 

Has   the    fair   vale,   where   reft,    conceal'd   in 
flowers. 
Lies  in  fweet  ambulh  for  thy  carelefs  hours, 
The  breeze,  that,  balmy  fragrance  to  infufe. 
Bathes  its  foft  wing  in  aromatic  dews. 
The  ftream  to  Iboth  thine  ear,  to  cool  thy  breaft, 
7'hat  mildly  murmurs  from  its  cryftal  reft; — 
Have   thefe   lefs  cllarms  to  win,   lefs  power  to 

pleafe, 
Than  haunts  of  rapine,  harbours  of  difeafe  ?    • 

Will  no  kind  flumbers  o'er  thine  eyelids  creep. 
Save  where  the  fuilen  watchman  growls  at  fleep  ? 
Does  morn  no  fweeter,  purer  breath  diffafe 
Than  fteams  through  alleys  from  the  lungs   of 

Jews? 
And  is  thy  water,  pent  in  putrid  wood, 
Bethelda-like,  wlien  troubled  only  good  ? 

Is  it  thy  paffion  Linicy's  voice  to  hear, 
And  has  no  mountain-lark  detain'd  thia;  ear  ? 


Song  maiks  alone  the  tribes  of  airy  wing ; 
For,  truft  me,  man  was  never  meant  to  ling  > 
And  all  his  mimic  organs  e'erexprtll, 
Was  but  an  imitative  howl  at  beft. 

Is  it  on  Garrick's  attitude  you  doat  ? 
See  on  the  pointed  cliff  yon  lordly  goat ! 
Like  Lear's,  his  beard  dei'cends  in  gracefiil  fnow", 
And  wild  he  looks  iipon  the  world  below. 

Superior  here  the  fccne  in  every  part ! 
Here  reigns  great  nature,  and  there  little  art! 
Here  let  thy  life  affume  a  nobler  plan. 
To  nature  faithful,  and  the  friend  of  man ! 

Unnumber'd  objedls  afk  thy  honeft  care, 
Eefide  the  orphan's  tear,  the  widow's  prayer  ; 
Fa!'  as  Uiy  power  can  lave,  thy  bounty  bids, 
Unnumber'd  evils  call  for  thy  redrefs. 

Seeft  thou  afar  yen  folitary  thorn, 
Whole  aged  limbs  the  heath's  wild  winds  hzvt 

torn  .' 
While  yet  to  cheer  the  homev.'ard  fliepheid's  eyq, 
A  few  fecni  ftraggling  in  the  evening  iky  ! 
Not  many  funs  have  haliencd  down  the  day. 
Or  blufhing  moons  immers'd  in  clouds  their  way. 
Since  there,  a  fcenc  that  ftain'd  their  facred  liglit^ 
■W^ith  horror  ftopp'd  a  felon  in  his  flight; 
A  bade  juft  born  that  iigus  of  life  expreil. 
Lay  naked  o'er  the  mother's  lifelefs  brcall. 
1  he  pitying  robber,  confcious  that,  purfu'd. 
Fie  had  no  time  to  wafte,  yet  ftood  and  view'd,;' 
I'o  the  next  cot  the  trembling  infant  bore. 
And  gave  a  part  gf  \,hat  he  ftole  before; 
Kcr  known  to  him  the  v,'retchcs  were,  nor  dear. 
Fie  fek  as  man,  and  dropp'd  a  human  tear. 

Far  other  treatment  Ihe  who  breathlefs  idy. 
Found  from  a  viler  animal  of  prey. 

Worn  with  long  toil  on  many  a  painful  roadj 
That  toll  increas'd  by  nature's  growing  load, 
Vs'lien  evening  brought  the  friendly  hourof  relt. 
And  all  the  mother  ihrong'd  about  her  brealij 
I'he  rufhan  efficer  oppos'd  her  ftay, 
And,  cruel,  bore  her  in  h:r  pangs  away, 
So  far  beyond  the  to.wn's  laft  limits  drove, 
That  to  return  v/ere  hopelefs,  had  ftie  Itrove. 
Abandon'd  the  e — with  famine,  pain  and  cold. 
And  anguifa,  ftie  txpir'd — the  reft  I've  told. 

"  Now   let  me  fwear — For  by  my  foul's  laft 
"  figh, 
"  That  thief  ftiall  live,  that  overfeer  fliall  die." 

Too  late  ! — his  life  the  generous  robber  paid, 
Left  by  that  pity  which  his'fteps  delay'd  ! 
No  foul-difcerning  Mansfield  I'at  to  hear. 
No  Hertford  bcre  his  prayer  to  mercy's  ear; 
Wo  liberal  juftice  firft  aCign  d  the  gaol, 
Or  urg'd,  as  Camplin  v^ouid  have  urg'd  his  tale. 

'Fhe  living  obje<5l  ol  thy  honeft  rage, 
Old  in  parochial  crimes,  and  fteel'd  with  age, 
'Fhe  grave  church-warden  ! — unabafti'd  he  bears 
Weekly  to  church  his  book  of  wicked  prayers; 
And  pours,  with  all  the  blaiphemy  of  praife. 
His  creeping  foul  in  Sternhold's  creeping  lays ! 

PART    III. 

O,  NO  !  Sir  John — the  mufe's  gentle  art 
Lives  not  to  blemifn,  but  to  mend  the  hearts 
V.  hile  Gay's  brave  robber  grieves  us  for  his  fate. 
We  hol4  the  harpies  of  his  life  in  hate. 
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Ingenuous  youth,  by  nature's  voice  addreft. 
Finds  not  the  harden'd,  bot  the  ftclmg  brcaft ; 
Can  form  no  wifh  tlic  dirt-  cfT-d-"  to  prove 
Of  lawlcfs  valour,  or  of  viiial  love. 
Approve*  the  fondncfn  of  the  faithful  maid, 
And  mourn*  a  gciurou*  p  ilTion  unrcpaid. 

Yet  would  I  piailc  tliL  pious  zeal  that  fives 
Imperial  London  from  her  world  of  knaves  ; 
Yet  would  1  count  it  no  in;;loriou8  ftrifc 
To  fcour^e  the  ptfts  of  property  and  life. 

Come  then,  lon^^  flcili'd  in  theft's  illulivc  ways, 
Lord  of  the  clue  that  thrids  her  mighty  mu/.e  I 
Together  let  usbeut  all  (^.ilcs's  fields. 
Try  what  the  night-houfe,  what  the  round-houfc 

yields, 
Hanp;  when  wc  muft,  be  cundid  when  we  plcafe, 
But  leave  i!o  bawd,  unlictns'd,  at  her  cafe. 

.Say  firll,  of  thieves  above,  or  thieves  below, 
"What  can  wc  order  till  their  haunts  we  know  ? 
Far  from  St  James's  let  your  Nimrodsflray, 
But  flop  and  call  at  Stephen's  in  their  way. 
That  ancient    vidualler,     we've  been   told,   of 

late, 
Has  kept  bad  hours,  encouratj'd  high  debate; 
That  tliOfc  witliout  fi.ill  pelting;  thole  within. 
Have  flrnn'd  the  peaceful  neighbours  with  tlieir 

din ; 
That  if  you  dole  his  private  walls  invert, 
'Tis  odds,  you  meet  with  Tome  unruly  gucft — 
Good  Lord,  Sir  Joliu,  how   would   the   peopled 
flare,  ( 

To  fee  the  prcfent  and  the  late  Lord-mayor  *      f 
Bow  to  the  majefty  of  Bow-ftreet  chair  !  J 

Illufkrious  cliiefj  !  can  I  your  haunts  pafs  by, 
Nor  give  my  long-lov'd  liberty  a  figh  ! 
That    heavenly    plant    which    long    unblemifh'd 

blew, 
Di/honoiir'd  only,  only  hurt  by  you  ! 
Difhonour'd,    when    with    harden'd    front    you 

claim 
To  deeds  of  darknefs  her  diviner  name ! 
For  you  grim  licence  rtrove  with  Hydra  breath 
To  fprcad  the  blafts  of  petVdencc  and  death  : 
Here  for  poor  virc,  for  d:irk  ambition  thero 
She  Icatter'd  poifciii  through  tlie  focial  air. 

Yet  here,  in  vain — Oh,  had  her  toil  been  vain, 
"When  with  blarl:   wing  Ihe  fwcpt  the   weflcrn 

main  ! 
When  with  low  labour,  and  infidious  art. 
She  tore  a  daughter  fi  om  her  parent's  heart ! 

Oh,  patr'ots,  ever  patriots  out  of  place, 
Fair  honour's  foil,  and  liberty's  difgrace  ! 
With  fpleen  I  fte  your  wild  illufions  fpread 
Through  the  long  region  of  a  land  mifled  ; 
See  commerce  fmk,  fee  cultivation's  charms 
Lotl  in  the  rage  of  annrchy  and  arms! 

And  thou,  O  Ch — m,  once  a  nation's  ))ridc, 
Borne  oil  the  brightell  wave  of  glory's  tide  ! 
Haft  thou  the  p.irent  fpurn'd,  the  erring  child 
Wih  profpecls  vain  to  ruin's  arms  beguil'd  .' 
Hafl  thou  the  plans  of  ilire  drfc(flion  prais'd 
For  the  poor  pleafurc  of  a  (latue  raii'd  ? 

Oh,  patriots,  ever  patriots  out  of  place, 
From  Charles  ijuitc   gracclef»,    up    to    Grafton's 
grace  ! 
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Where  forty-five  once  mark'd  the  dirty  door. 
And  the  chain'd  l:nifc  •  invite>  tlie  paltry  whore; 
I  hough  far,  mctbirdt«,  the  choiceft  gucfts  are  fled, 
And   V^ilkcs  and   Humphrey  numbcr'd  with  the 

dead, 
Wilkes,  who  in   death   would  fricndflup's  vowt 

fulfd. 
True  to  hiscaufe,and  dines  with  Humphrey  dill— 
Where  (VuI'ls  each  dark,  where  roams  each  def- 

prrate  wight. 
Owls  of  the  day,  and  vultures  of  the  night- 
Shall  we,  O  Knight !  w  ith  cru  I  pains  explore, 
Clear  tluTe  low  walks,  and  think  the  bufinefso'cr? 
No— mcch,  alas!  for  you,  for  mc  remains, 
Wlieic  iullice  flecps,  and  depredation  reign^. 

Wrajit  in  kind  darknefs,  you  no  fpleen  betray. 
When  the  gilt  nabob  lacqueys  all  the  way  : 
H.iimlefs  to  you  his  towers,  his  forefls  rife, 
Tliat  fwell  with  anguilh  my  indignant  eyes; 
While  in  thofe  towers  raz'd  villages  I  fee, 
And  tears  of  orphans  v^atering  every  tree. 
Are  ihcfe  mook-ruins  that  invade  my  view  ? 
'I'iiefe  are  the  entrails  of  the  poor  Genioo. 
That  column's  trophicd  bafe  his  bones  fupply; 
That  lake  the  tears  that  fwell'd  hii  fable  eye  ! 
Let  here,  O  Knight !  their  fleps  terrific  fteer 
Thy   hue   and   cry,    and  Icofe    thy   bloodliounds 
here. 
Oh  mercy  '  thron'd  on  his  eternal  brcaft, 
Who  b'.eath'd  the  favage  waters  into  refl ; 
Ry  each  foft  plcafure  that  thy  bofom  fniotc, 
Wlun  firfl  creation  flarted  from  his  thought ; 
By  each  warm  tear  that  melted  o'er  thine  eye  ; 
When  on  his  works  w  as  w  ritten — Thcfc  muft  die ! 
If  fecret  (laughter  yet,  nor  cruel  war 
H;ive  from  thcfc  mortal  regions  forc'tl  thee  far, 
Still  to  our  follies,  to  our  frailties  blind, 
Oh,  (Iretch  thy  healing  wings  o'er  human  kind! 
— l-nr  them  I  afs  not,  hoftile  to  thy  fway, 
Who  calmly  on  a  brother's  vitals  prey  : 
I   I'or  them  I  jilead  not,  who,  in  blood  cmbrucd, 
Have  every  fofter  fcntiment  fubdued. 

Yet,  gciilk  power,  thy  abfence  I  bewail. 
When  feen  the  dark,  dark  regions  of  a  gaol; 
\\  hen  found  alike  in  chairis  and  night  ciTtlos'J, 
'I'he  thief  detected,  and  the  thief  fuppos'd  ! 
Sure,  the  fair  light,  and  ilie  falubrious  air, 
Each  yet-fufpeJtcd  prifoncr  might  fliarc. 
— To  lie,  to  languifli  in  fome  dreary  cell, 
Some  lothed  hold,  where  guilt  and  horror  dwell. 
Ere  yet  the  trutli  of  feeming  fadlsbe  tried, 
Ere  yet  thcT  cotmtry's  facred  voice  decide, 
Erit.iln,  behold  thy  citizens  txpos'd, 
And  b'.vfh  to  think  the  Gothic  age  imclos'd! 

Oh,  more  than  Goths,  who  yet  decline  to  raze 
'I  lir.r  pefl  of  Janus's  puritanic  days, 
T  he  lavagelaw  \  that  barb'roufly  ordains, 
For  female  virtue  loft  a  felon's  pains' — 
Doons  the  poor  maiden,  as  her  fate  fevere, 
To  toil  and  chains  a  long-enduring  year. 

lb'  unnatural  ntonarch,  to  the  fex  unkind. 
An  owl  dbfcene.  in  learning's  funf!-iie  blind! 
Conrcils  of  ,'athics,  cabinets  of  tools. 
Benches  of  knaves,  and  parliaments  of  fools! 
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Fanatic  fools,  that,  in  thofe  twilight  times, 
With  wild  religion  cloak'd  the  worfl  of  crimes! — 
Hope  we  from  fuch  a  crew,  in  fuch  a  reign, 
Por  equal  law?,  or  policy  humane  ? 

Here  then,  O  Jullice,  thy  own  power  forbear; 
The  fi^V  protcdtor  of  th'  unpitied  fair. 
Though  loi;^;  entreat  the  r u chiefs  overfeer; 
Thoi;fh  the  loud  veftry  toaze  thy  tortnr'd  ear  ; 
Though  all  to  afts,  to  precedents  appeal. 
Mute  he  thy  pen,  and  vacant  reft  thy  feal. 

Yet  flialt  thou  know,  nor  is  the  difference  nice, 
The  cafual  fall,  from  impudence  of  vice. 
Abandon'd  guilt  by  aftive  laws  reftrain, 

But  paufe if  virtue's  flighteft  fpark  remain. 

Left  to  the  fhamelefs  lafh,  the  hard'ning  goal. 
The  faireft  thoughts  of  modelfy  would  fail. 

The  downcaft  eye,  the  tear  that  flows  amain, 
As  if  to  aflc  her  innocence  again  ; 
The  plaintive  babe,  tliat  flumh'ring  feem'd  to  lie 
On  her  foft  hreafl:,  and  wtikes  at  the  heav'd  figh ; 
The  cheek  that  wears  the  beauteous  robe  of  ihame  ; 
How  loth  they  leave  a  gentle  brcaft  to  blame  ! 

Hear  then,  O  Juflice!    thy  own  power   for- 
bear ; — 
The  fole  protedlor  of  th'  unpitied  fair  1 

MILTON'S  ITALIAN  POEMS, 

TRANSLATED  ; 

And  Addrejftd  to  a  Gentleman  of  Italy. 
ADDRESS  : 

-TO   SIG.  MOZZl,  OF  MACERATA. 

To  thee,  the  child  of  claflic  plains, 

The  happier  hand  of  nature  gave 
Each  grace  of  fancy's  finer  (trains, 
■  Each  mufe  that  mourn'd  o'er  Marc's  grave. 

Nor  yet  the  harp  that  Horace  ftrung, 

With  many  a  charm  of  eafy  art ; 
Nor  yet  what  fweet  TibuUus  fung. 

When  beauty  bound  him  to  her  heart ; 

Nor  all  the  gc'tle  Provence  knew, 

MHiere  each  breeze  bore  a  laver's  figh, 

When  Peti  arch's  fweet  peifuafion  drew 
The  tender  woe  from  Laura's  eye  ; 

Nor  aught  that  nobler  fcience  feeks, 
What  truth,  what  virtue  muft  avoid  ; 

Nor  aught  the  voice  of  nature  fpeaks, 
To  thee  unknown,  or  unenjoy'd. 

O  wife  beyond  each  weaker  aim. 

That  weds  the  foul  to  this  low  fphcre, 

Fond  to  indulge  the  feeble  frame,      ' 
That  holds  a  while  her  prifoner  here  ! 

Truft  me,  my  friend,  that  foal  furvives 

(If  e'er  had  mufe  prophetic  feill), 
And  when  the  fated  hour  arrives, 

That  all  her  faculties  fliall  fill. 

Fit  for  fome  nobler  frame  fhe  flies. 

Afar  to  find  a  ftcond  birth  ; 
And,  flourifhing  in  fairer  fkie?, 

Forfakesher  nurfery  of  earth. 

Oh  !  there,-  my  Mozzi,  to  behold 
The  man  that  mourn'd  his  country's  wrong, 
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When  tlie  poor  exile  left  his  {q\A, 
*  And  feebly  dragg'd  his  goat  along ! 

On  Plato's  hallow  d  breaft  to  lean. 

And  catch  that  ray  of  heavenly  fire. 
Which  fmooth'd  a  tyrant's  Allien  mien. 

And  bade  the  cruel  thought  retire  1 

Amid  thofe  fairy-fields  to  dwell, 

M''here  Taflo's  lavour'd  fpirit  faw 
Whir — numbers  none  but  his  could  tell, 

What-^pencilsnone  but  his  could  draw! 

And  oft  at  eve,  if  eve  can  be 

Beneath  the  fource  of  glory's  ftnile. 

To  rafige  Elyfian  groves,  and  fee 
That  nightly  vifitant — ere  while,  .• 

■Who,  when  he  left  im.mortal  choirs, 
To  mix  with  Milton's  kindred  foul, 

The  labours  of  their  golden  lyres 

Would  flcal,  and  whifper  whence  he  (lole.^ 

Aufonian  bard,  from  my  fond  ear 
By  feas  and  mountains  fever'd  Ibng, 

If,  chance,  thefe  humble  firains  to  hear. 
You  leave  your  more  melodious  fong, 

V»''hether,  advent'rous,  you  explore 

The  wilds  of  Apennihus'  brow, 
Or,  mufing  near  Loretto's  f  fhore, 

Smile  piteous  on  the  pilgrim's  vow ; 

The  mufes'  gentle  offering  ftill 

Your  ear  ihall  win,  your  love  fhall  woo. 

And  thefe  fprJng-flowcrs  of  A-lilton  fill 
The  favour'd  vales  where  firft  they  grew. 

For  me,  depriv'd  of  all  that's  dear. 
Each  fair,  fond  paJt'ner  of  my  life, 

Left  with  a  lonely  oar  to  fteer. 

Through  the  rude  ilorms  of  mortal  ftrlfe  ^ 

When  care,  the  felon  of  my  days. 
Expands  his  cold  and  gloomy  wing, 

His  Ibad  when  ftrong  affliftion  lays 
On  hope,  the  heart's  elaftic  fpring. 

For  me  what  folace  yet  remains. 

Save  the  fweet  mufe's  tender  lyre  ;  ^ 

Sooth'd  by  the  magic  of  her  ftrains. 

If,  chance,  the  felon,  care,  retire  ? 

Save  the  fweet  mufe's  tender  lyre. 

For  me  no  folace  now  remains ! 
Yet  fhall  the  feloh,  care,  retire  ; 

Sooth'd  by  the  magic  of  her  itralns. 
Btagd-in-houfe,   'June  26.  1776. 

SONNET  I. 

O  lADY  fair,  whofe  hononr'd  ilame  is  horni; 
By  that  foft  vale,  where  Rhyne  fo  loves  to  ftray. 
And  fees  the  tall  arch  crown  his  wat'ry  way  i 

Sure  :  appy  he,  though  much  the  mufe's  fcorn. 
Too  dull  to  die  beneath  thy  h^^tity's^ray. 
Whenever  felt  that  fpirit's  charmed  fvvay. 

Which  gentle  fmUes,  and  gentle  deds  ador^, 

Though  in  thofe  fmiles  are  all  love's  arrows  worn, 
Each  radiont  virtue  though  thofe  deeds  difplay  1 

Sure  happy  he,  who  tliat  fweet  voice  ihould  hear 


*  Hanc^tiam  vix  Tityre  duce. 
f   JVithiml^e'w  miles  cf  J[Ia errata. 
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Mould  the  foft  fpccch,  or  fwcll  the  tuneful 

it  rain, 
Anil,  confcioui  that  his  humble  vows  were  vuiii, 
Shut  fond  artcntion  from  hij  clofcdear; 

Who,  j)lteous  of  hlinfclf,  (liould  timi-ly  part, 
Ere  love  had  held  lonj;  enijiirc  in  his  heart ! 

SONNET  II. 

As  o'er  yfiii  wild  hill,  when  the  browner  light 
Of  cVcjiing  falls,  the  village  maiden  hies 
To  fofl-r  j'omc  fair  v  -"t  with  kind  fupplits  ; 

Some  ftr;iiijrer  plant,  that  yet  i:i  tender  plight. 

Hut  fcelily  buds,  ere  fprin^jhis  open'd  quite 
The  '"olt  aff;  (f>ionb  of  ft-rener  flcies  : 

So  I,  with  f'.ich  like  pentle  thought  dcvifc 
This  ftranger  tongne  to  cultivate  with  care, 
All  for  the  fake  of  lovely  lady  fair, 

And  tunc  my  lays,  in  language  little  tried 
By  fuch  as  wont  to  Tamis'  banks  repair, 
Tamis  forfook  for  Arno's  flowery  fide, 

So  wrought  love's  will  that  ever  ruleth  wide! 

SONNET  III. 

Charles,  mod  I  fay,  what  flrangc  it  fcemstofay, 

This  rebel  heart  th^it  love  hath  held  as  naught. 

Or,  hap'lv,  in  his  cunning  mazes  caught, 
"Would  laugii,  and  let  Jiis  captive  (leal  away; 

This  fimplc  heart  hath  now  become  his  prey. 

Yet  hath  no  golden  trcfs  thislrfTon  taught, 
Nor  vermeil  cheek  that  fliamcs  the  rifmg  day  : 

r)h  no  !— 'twas  beauty's  niofl  ccleP.ial  ray, 
With  charmsdivine  of  fovertign  fwcetnefi  fraught! 

The  noble  mien,  the  foul-diffolving  air. 
The  bright  atch  bending  o'er  the  lucid  eye. 

The  voice,  that  breathing  melody  fo  rare, 
IVTight  lead  the  toil'd  moon  from  the  middle  ft:y  ! 

Charles,  when  fuch  mifchicf  arm'd  this  foreign 

fair,  [fly. 

Small  chance  had  I  to  hope  this  fimple  heart  fhould 

SONNET  IV. 

In-  truth,  1  feel  mv  fun  in  thofefair  eyes. 

So  flroiigiy  ftrik<;  they,  like  that  powerful  ray, 
AAhicb  falls  with  all  the  violence  of  day 

On  Lybia's  land^ — and  oft,  as  there  arife 

Mot  v\  ailing  vapoiirs  from  the  fource  where  lies 
My  fecret  pain;  yet.  hap'ly,  thofe  may  fay. 

Who  talk  love's  language,  thefe  are  only  fighs, 
'I'hat  the  foft  ardours  of  the  foul  betray  *. 

SONNET  V. 

An  artlcfs  youth,  who,  flm]>le  in  his  love, 
Seem'd  litrii;  hopeful  from  his  heart  to  fly. 
To  ther  that  heart,  O  lady  !  nor  deny 
The  votive  gift  he  brings;  lince  that  fliall  prove 
All  change,  and  fear,  and  falfity  above; 

•  Tie  Concetti  of  the  Jt.ilian,  in  tie  comh'fion  rf 
t/.'it  fon/ief  iverefa  cbJWnaie^  that  it  fcemcd  fiurcf  piffi- 
blc  to  reduce  them  ir.to  rt«v  rrputalUform  of  ttiirflation. 
Such  trifling  lihtrtirt  us  tht-  U-attpaior  fbttll  appear  to 
haie  taken  ti  ith  thcfe  pierr.i,  mvjl  be  iipputcd  to  a  de- 
Jireef  gcW.ngoiicr  bknifiet  of  tht  frme  kind. 


Of  manners  that  to  gentle  deeds  comply. 

And  courteous  will,  that  never  aflceth  why. 
Yet,  mild  as  is  the  never-wrathful  dove, 

Firmnt-fs  it  hath,  and  fortitude  to  bear 
The  wrecks  «)f  nature,  or  the  wrongs  of  fate  ; 

From  envy  far,  and  low-defigning  care. 
And  hopes  and  fears  that  vulgar  mindi  await  ; 
With  the  fweet  mufe,  and  founding  lyre  elate. 

And  only  weak,  when  love  had  entrance  there, 

C,\NZON. 
Gav  youths  and  frolic  damfels  round  mc  throng. 

And,  fmiling,  fay,  why,    fhcphcrd,  wilt   thou 
write  I 

Thy  lays  of  love  advent'rous  to  recite 
In  unknown  numbers  and  a  foreign  tongue  ? 
Sh'  pherd,  if  hope  hath  ever  wrought  tiiec  wrong. 

Afar  from  her  and  fancy's  fairy  light 
Retire — fo  they  to  fport  with  mc  delight ; 
And  other  fliores,  they  fay,  and   other  ftrcams 

Thy  prefencc  wait ;  and  fweeteft  flowers  that 
blow. 

Their  ripening  blooms  re ferve  for  thy  fair  brow. 
Where  glory  fooii  IhuH  bear  her  brightcfl  beams; 
Thus  they,  and  yet  their  foothing  little  fecms; 

If  flie,  for  whom  I   breathe  the  tender  vow. 
Sing  thefe  foft  lays,  and  afk  the  mutual  fong, 
'i'his  is  thy  language,  love  and  I  to  thee  belong  ! 

THE  FABLES  OF  FLORA. 

"  Sylvas,  faltufque  fecjuamur, 
"  Intaiflos ViRG. 

To  ill  Coiir.tcfs  of  UatforJ. 
MAD.tM, 

There  is  a  tax  upon  the  name  of  the  Countefs  of 
Hertford,  an  hereditary  obligation  to  paironifc 
the  mufes;  and  in  times  like  thcfe,  when  their 
influence,  I  will  not  fay  their  reputation,  is  on  the 
decline,  they  can  by  no  means  difpenfe  with  fo 
efl'ential  a  privilege.  I  entreat  you.  Madam,  to 
take  the  following  poems  under  your  protedion. 
Ihcy  were  written  with  an  unafteAed  wifli  to 
jiromote  the  love  of  nature  and  the  interefts  of 
humanity.  On  the  credit  of  fuch  motives,  I  lay 
them  at  your  feet,  and  beg  to  be  efteemed. 

Madam,  yourmoft  devoted  and  moft  obedient 
fervant,  John  Languosne. 

ADVEIITISEMENT. 

In  the  following  poems,  the  plan  of  fable  isfome- 
wliat  enlarged,  and  the  province  fo  far  extended, 
that  the  original  narrative  and  moral  may  be  ac- 
coniiunied  with  imagery,  defcription,  and  fenti- 
ment.  The  fcenery  is  formed  in  a  department  of 
nature  adaptcil  to  the  genius  and  difpofition  of  po- 
etry ;  whtre  (he  finds  new  objeds,  interefls,  and 
coinudions,  to  exercife  her  fancy  and  her  pow- 
ers. If  the  execution,  therefore,  be  unfucccfsful, 
it  is  not  tlie  fault  of  the  plan,  but  of  the  poet. 

FABLE  1. 

THE   SUN-FLOWER    AND  THE  IVY. 


As  duteous  to  the  place  of  prayer. 
Within  die  convent's  lonely  walls. 
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The  holy  lifters  ftill  repair, 

What  time  the  rofy  morning  calls  ; 

So  fair  each  morn,  fo  full  of  grace, 

Witliin  their  little  garden  rear'd. 
The  flower  of  Phcebus  turn'd  her  face 

To  meet  the  power  fhe  lov'd  and  fear'd. 

And  where,  along  the  rifing  iky. 
Her  god  in  brighter  glory  burn'd. 

Still  there  her  fond  obfervant  eye, 

And  there  her  golden  breafl  fhe  turn'd. 

When  calling  from  their  weary  height 
On  weftern  waves  his  beams  to  reft, 

Still  there  fhe  fought  the  parting  fight. 
And  there  fhe  turn'd  her  golden  bread:. 

But  foon  as  night's  invidious  fliade 

Afar  his  lovely  looks  had  borne, 
With  folded  leaves,  and  drooping  head, 

Full  fore  fhe  griev'd,  as  one  forlorn. 

Such  duty  in  a  flower  difiilay'd. 

The  holy  lifters  fmil'd  to  fee. 
Forgave  the  pagan  rites  it  paid. 

And  lov'd  its  fond  idolatry. 

But  painful  ftill,  though  meant  for  kind, 
The  praife  that  falls  on  envy's  car! 

O'er  the  dim  window's  arch  entwin'd. 
The  canker'd  ivy  chanc'd  to  hear. 

Apd  "  See,"  fhe  cry'd,  "  that  fpecious  flower, 
"  Whole  flattering  bofom  courts  the  fun, 

•'  The  pageant  of  a  gilded  hour, 

"  The  convent's  fimple  hearts  hath  won  ! 

•'  Obfequious  meannefs  !  ever  prone 
"  To  watch  the  patron's  turning  eye ; 

"  No  will,  no  motion  of  its  own  ! 

"  'Tis  this  they  love,  for  this  they  figh : 

"  Go,  fplendid  fj'cophant !  no  more 
'•  Difplay  thy  foft  feduiSlive  arts  ! 

"  The  flattering  clime  of  courts  explore, 
"  Nor  fpoil  the  convent's  Ample  hearts. 

"  To  me  their  praife  more  juflly  due, 
"  Of  longer  bloom  and  happier  grace  ! 

"  Whom  changing  months  unalteriil  view, 
"  And  find  them  in  my  fond  embrace." 

"  How  well,"  the  modeft  flower  reply'd, 

"  Can  envy's  wrefled  eye  elude 
"  The  obvious  bounds  that  ftill  divide 

"  Foul  flattery  from  fair  gratitude. 

*'  My  duteous  praife  each  hour  I  pay, 
"  For  few  the  hours  that  I  mull  live  ; 

"  And  give  to  him  my  little  day, 

"  Whofc  grace  another  day  may  give. 

"  When  low  this  golden  form  fhall  fall, 
"  And  fpread  with  dufl  its  parent  plain, 

«  That  dull  fhall  hear  his  genial  call, 
"  And  rife,  to  glory  rife,  again'. 

"  To  thee,  my  gracious  pow'r,  to  thee 
"  My  love,  my  heart,  my  life,  are  due  I 

"  Thy  goodnefs  gave  that  life  to  be, 
"  Thy  goodaefs  Diall  that  life  renew. 

"  Ah  me  !  one  moment  from  thy  fight 
"  That  thi;s  my  truant-eye  fhould  Itray ! 


"  The  God  of  glory  fets  in  night ; 

"  Hisfaithiefs  flower  has  loll  a  day." 

Sore  griev'd  the  flower,  and  droop'd  her  head  : 
And  fudden  tears  her  breafl  bedew'd  ; 

Confenting  tears  the  fiflers  fhed, 

And,  wrapp'd  in  holy  wonder,  view'd. 

With  joy,  with  pious  pride  elate, 
"  Behold,''  the  aged  abbefs  cries, 

"  An  emblem  of  that  happier  fate, 
"  Which  Htav'n  to  all  but  us  denies. 

"  Our  hearts  no  fears  but  duteous  fears, 
"  No  charm  but  duty's  charm  can  move; 

"  We  fhed  no  tears  but  holy  tears 
"  Of  tender  penitence  and  love. 

"  See  there  the  envious  world  pourtray'd 
"  In  that  dark  look,  that  creeping  pace  ! 

"   No  flower  can  bear  the  ivy's  fhade, 
"   No  tree  fupport  its  cold  embrace. 

"  The  oak  that  rears  it  from  the  ground, 
"   And  bears  its  tendrils  to  the  flries, 

"  Feels  at  his  heart  the  rankling  wound, 
"  And  in  its  pois'nous  arms  he  dies." 

Her  moral  thus  the  matron  read. 
Studious  to  teach  her  children  dear, 

And  they,  by  love  or  duty  led. 

With  pleafure  heard,  or  feem'd  to  hear. 

Yet  one  lefs  duteous,  not  lefs  fair, 
(In  convents  flill  the  tale  is  known), 

The  fable  heard  with  filent  care. 
But  found  a  moral  of  her  own.       . 

The  flower  tliat  fmil'd  along  the  day. 
And  droop'd  in  tears  at  ev'ning'sfallj 

Too  well  fhe  found  her  life  difplay. 
Too  well  her  fatal  lot  recal. 

The  treacherous  ivy's  gloomy  flrain. 
That  inurder'd  what  it  moff  embrac'd. 

Too  well  that  cruel  fcene  convey'd. 
Which  all  her  fairer  hopes  efFac'd. 

Her  heart  with  filent  horror  •fhook, 
\\'ith  fighs  fhe  fought  her  lonely  cell ; 

To  the  dim  light  flie  cafl  one  look. 

And  bade  once  more  the  world  farewell. 

FABLE  II. 

THE  KVENING  PRIMROSE. 

There  are  that  love  the  fhadesof  life, 
And  fliun  the  fplendid  walks  of  fame ; 

There  arc  that  hold  it  rueful  ftrife 
To  rifk  ambition's  lofing  game  : 

That,  far  from  envy's  lurid  eye. 
The  faireft  fruits  of  genius  rear. 

Content  to  fee  them  bloom  and  die 
In  friendfliip's  fmall,  but  kindly  fphere 

Than  vainer  flowers  though  fweeter  far. 
The  evening  primrofe  fhuns  the  day  ; 

Blooms  only  to  the  weftern  ftar, 
And  loves  its  folitary  ray. 

In  Eden's  vale  an  aged  hind. 
At  the  dim  twilight's  clofing  houh- 
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On  his  time-fmoothcd  ftafT  rcclin'd, 

With  wondtr  vicw'd  the  opening  flower. 

"  Ill-fated  flower,  at  cvc  to  blow," 
"  In  pity's  fimplc  thoufjht  ht  cries, 

"  Thy  holbm  murt  not  fcc-1  the  g;low 
"  Of  Iplcndid  funs,  or  fmiling  ikies. 

"  Nor  thee,  the  vagrants  of  the  field, 
"  The  hamlet's  little  train  hehi^ld  ; 

"  Their  eyes  to  fweet  opprelVicni  yield, 
"  When  thine  the  falling  Ihadts  uniold. 

«  Nor  thee  the  hafly  fhepherd  heeds, 

"   When  love  has  fili'd  his  heart  with  cares, 

•'   Fo-  flowers  he  rifles  all  the  meads, 

"  For  waking  flowers— but  thine  forbears. 

"  Ah  '  wafle  no  more  that  beauteous  bloom 

"  Oh  night's  chill  fhade,  that  fragrant  br«ath, 
'   Let  fmiling  funs  thofe  gems  illume  ! 
"  Fair  flower,  to  live  nnfeen  is  death." 

Soft  as  the  voice  of  vernal  gales, 

That  o'er  the  bending  meadow  blow, 

Or  Oreams  that  flea!  through  even  vale*, 
And  mnrmur  that  they  moYC  fo  flow : 

Deep  in  her  unfrequent'Si'  bowef, 
Sweet  Philomela  pour'd  her  drain; 

The  bird  of  eve  approv'd  her  flower. 
And  anfwcr'd  thus  the  anxious  Iwain  : 

Live  unfecn ! 
By  moon-light  (hades,  in  valleys  green, 
Lovely  flcrwcr,  we'll  live  uiifccn. 
Of  our  plcafures  deem  not  lightly. 
Laughing  day  may  look  more  fprightly. 

But  I  love  the  modeft  mien. 

Still  !  love  the  modefl  mien 
Of  gentle  evening  fair,  and  her  ilar-traincd  qiieen. 

^        Didft  thou,  fhepherd,  never  find 
Pleafiire  is  of  penfive  kind  ? 
Has  thy  cottage  never  known 
That  fhc  loves  to  live  alone  ? 
Doft  thou  not  at  evening  hour 
.  Feel  fonic  foft  and  fecret  power, 
<;liding  o'er  thy  yielding  mind, 
Leave  fwtet  fircnity  behind; 
While,  all  difarm'd,  the  cares  of  day 
Steal  through  the  falling  gloom  away  ? 
Love  to  think  thy  lot  was  laid 
In  this  undillinguifh'd  ftiade. 
Far  from  the  world's  infeclious  view, 
I'hy  little  virtues  faiely  blew. 
Go,  and  in  day's  more  dangerous  hour 
Guard  ihy  euiblenuitic  flower. 

FABLE  III. 

THE  LAUREL  AND  THE  REED. 

Tnr.  *  reed  that  once  the  flicpherd  blew 

On  cold  Cephifus'  hallow'd  fide, 
To  Sylla's  cruel  how  apply'd, 

Its  ini-flenfive  mailer  flew. 


•  Tl'r  r  eh  on  ihc  hanh  of  th-  Cetf'ifus,  tftvh'nb 
ill ficfltnh  made  their  fipa,  Syllas  fMicrs  ufcJ  for 
arroivt. 
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Stay,  l»loody  foldicr,  ftay  thy  hand, 
Nor  take  the  fliepherd's  gentle  breatli: 

Thy  rage  lit  innocence  withftand; 
Let  niulic  footh  tlie  thirft  of  death. 

He  frown'd — he  bade  the  arrow  fly— 
The  arrow  finote  the  tuneful  fvvain  ; 

No  mote  its  tone  his  lip  fhall  try, 
Nor  wake  its  vocal  foul  again. 

Cephifus,  from  his  fcdgy  urn. 

With  woe  beheld  the  fanguine  deed  ; 

He  mourn'd,  and  as  they  heard  him  mouru, 
AflTenting,  figh'd  each  trembling  reed. 

"  Fair  offspring  of  my  waves,"  he  cry'd, 
"  That  bind  my  brows,  my 'naiiks  adorn ; 

"   I'l  ide  of  the  plains,  the  rivers'  pride, 
"  For  mufic,  peace,  and  beauty  born  ! 

"  Ah,  what  unheedful  have  wc  done  ? 

"  What  demons  here  in  death  delight  i 
"  What  fiends  that  curfe  the  focial  fun  ? 

"  What  furies  of  infernal  night  ? 

"  See,  fee  my  peaceful  flicphcrds  bleed  ! 

"  Each  heart  in  harmony  that  vy'd, 
"  Smote  by  its  own  melodious  reed, 

"  Lies  cold  along  my  blufliing  lide. 

'  Back  to  your  urn,  my  waters,  fly, 
"  Or  find  in  earth  foine  fecret  way} 

"   For  horror  dims  yon  confcious  fky, 
"  And  hell  has  iffued  into  day." 

Through  Delphi's  holy  depth  of  fliade 

The  fympathctic  forro^vs  ran  ; 
While  in  his  dim  and  mournful  glade 

Fhe  genius  of  her  groves  began. 

"  In  vain  Cephifus  fighs  to  fave 

"  The  fwain  that  loves  hi'  wat'ry  mead, 

'•  And  v>-ecps  to  fee  his  reddening  wave, 
"  And  mourns  for  his  perverted  reed  : 

"  In  vain  my  violared  groves 

"   Alufl  I  with  equal  grief  bewail, 

"   While  dcfolation  l>ernly  roves, 
"  And  bids  the  fangaine  hand  aflall. 

"   God  of  the  genial  flream,  behold 
"  i\Iy  hurcf  fliades  of  leaves  fo  bare  ! 

"  Thofe  leaves  no  poet's  brows  unfold, 
"  Nor  bind  Apollo's  golden  hair. 

"  Like  thy  fair  ofl"-pring,  mifapply'd, 
"    Far  other  purpofe  they  fupply  ; 

"  The  murderer's  burning  cheek  to  hide, 
"  .Vnd  on  his  frowsful  temples  die. 

"  Yet  deem  not  thcfe  of  Pluto's  race, 
"   Whom  wounded  nature  fues  in  vain ; 

"   Pluto  difdaims  the  dire  difgrace, 

"  And  cries,  indignant, — "  They  arc  men." 

.      FABLE  IV. 

TllR   GARDEN    ROSE  AND  THE  WILD   ROSE. 

As  FJ'ee,  whofe  current,  free  from  flain, 
Glides  fair  o'er  Merioneth's  plain. 
By  mountains  fori '  I  his  way  to  fleer 
Along  the  lake  of  Pimbic  Mere, 
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Darts  fwiftly  through  the  ftagnant  niafs, 
His  waters  trembling  as  they  pais, 
And  leads  his  lucid  waves  below, 
Unmix'd,  unfiillied  as  they  flow — 
So  clear  through  life's  tumultuous  tide. 
So  free  could  thought  and  fancy  glide  j 
Could  hope  as  fprightly  hold  her  courfe, 
As  tirft  Ihe  left  her  native  fource, 
Unfought  in  her  romantic  cell 
The  keeper  of  her  dreams  might  dwell. 

But  ah  ;  they  will  not,  will  not  laft— 
When  life's  firft  fairy  ftage  is  part. 
The  glowing  hand  of  hope  is  cold ; 
And  fancy  lives  not  to  be  old. 
Darker,  and  darker  all  before. 
We  turn  the  former  profpedl  o'er; 
And  tind  in  mem'ry's  faithful  eye 
Our  little  ftock  of  pleafures  lie. 

Come  then,  thy  kind  recefl'es  ope  1 
Fair  keeper  of  the  dreams  of  hope  1 
Come  with  thy  vifionary  train  ; 
And  bring  my  morning  fcenes  again  ! 

To  Enon's  V7ild  and  filent  (hade, 
Where  oft  my  lonely  youth  was  laid  ; 
What  time  the  woodland  genius  came, 
And  touch'd  me  with  his  holy  flame.— 

Or,  where  the  hermit,  Bela,  leads 

Her  waves  through  folitary  meads  ; 

Anil  only  feeds  the  defert  flower. 

Where  once  ihe  footh'd  my  flumb'ring  hour ; 

Or  rous'd  by  Stainmore's  wint'ry  fky, 

She  wearies  Echo  with  her  cry  ; 

And  oft,  what  ftorms  her  bofom  tear, 

Her  deeply-wounded  banks  declare- 
Where  Eden's  fairer  waters  flow. 

By  Milton's  bower,  or  Ofty's  brow. 

Or  Brokley's  alder- fliaded  cave, 

Or  winding  round  the  druid's  grave, 

Silently  glide  with  pious  fear, 

To  found  his  holy  flumbers  near. — 

To  thefe  fair  fcenes  of  fancy's  reign, 
O  memory  1  bear  me  once  again  : 
For,  when  life's  varied  fcenes  are  paft, 
'Tis  fimple  nature  charms  at  laft. 
'Twas  thus  of  old  a  poet  pray'd  ; 

Th'  indulgent  pow'r  his  prayer  approv'd, 
And,  ere  the  gather'd  rofe  could  fade, 
-    Reftor'd  him  to  the  fcenes  he  lov'd. 

A  rofe,  the  poet's  fav'rite  flower. 

From  Flora's  cuitur'd  walks  he  bore  ; 

l<!o  fairer  bloom  in  Eflier's  bower. 
Nor  Prior's  charming  Chloe  wore. 

No  fairer  flowers  could  fancy  twine 

To  hide  Anacreon's  fnowy  hair  : 
For  there  Ahneria's  bloom  divine. 

And  Elliot's  fvveetelt  blulh  was  there. 
When  flie,  the  pride  of  courts,  retires. 

And  leaves  for  lliades,  a  nation's  love, 
With  awe  the  village  maid  admires. 

How Waldegrave  looks,  how  Waldegrave  moves 
So  marvell'd  much  in  Enon's  fliade 

The  flowers  that  alLuncultur'd  grew, 
When  there  the  fplendid  rofe  difplay'd 

H?r  fweUing-  brcaft,  and  fljining  hup, 
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Yet  one,  that  oft  adorn'd  the  place 
Where  now  her  gaudy  rival  reign'J, 

Of  fimpler  bloom,  but  kindred  race. 
The  penfive  Eglantine  complain'd.— 

"  Miftaken  youth,"  with  fighs  flie  faid, 
"  From  nature  and  from  me  to  llray  '. 

"  The  bard,  by  IVlendid  forms  betrayd, 
"  No  more  fliall  frame  the  purer  ray. 

"  Luxuriant,  like  the  flaunting  rofe, 
"  And  gay  the  brilliant  Itrain*  ir.  '.y  be, 

"  But  far  in  beauty,  far  from  thole, 
"  That  flowed  to  nature  and  to  me.'' 

The  poet  felt,  with  fond  furprife. 
The  truths  the  fylvan  critic  told  ; 

And  "  though  this  courtly  rofe,"  he  cr  es, 
"  Is  gay,  is  beauteous  to  behold  ; 

"  Yet,  lovely  flower,  I  find  in  thc-e 

"  Wild  fweetnefs  which  no  words  ex^..'f;5 

"  And  charms  m  thy  funplici;y, 

"  That  dwell  not  in  the  pi  ide  of  drefs." 

FABLE  V. 

THE  VIOLET  AND  Tilp  PANSY. 

Shepherd,  if  near  thy  artlefs  breaft 

The  god  of  fond  defires  repair  ; 
Implore  him  for  a  gentle  gueft. 

Implore  him  v^fitli  unwearied  prayer. 

Should  beauty's  foul-enchanting  fmile.  _ 
Love-kindling  looks,  ,>.iid  feutur.  s  gay. 

Should  thefe  thy  waud'ring  eye  beguile, 
And  fteal  thy  wareleii  heart  awayi 

That  heart  fliall  foon  with  forrow  fwell. 
And  Ibsn  the  erring  eye  deplore, 

If  in  the  beauteous  bofum  dwell 
No  gentle  virtue's  genial  llore. 

Far  from  his  hive  one  Summer  day, 
A  young  and  yet  unpractis'd  bee, 

Borne  on  his  tender  wings  awa\. 

Went  forth  the  flowery  world  to  fee. 

The  morn,  the  noon  in  play  he  pafs'd, 

But  when  the  fliades  of  ev'uing  caujc. 
No  parent  brought  the  due  repaft. 

And  faintnefs  feiz'd  his  little  frame. 
By  nature  urg'd,  by  infliind:  led, 

The  bofom  of  a  flower  he  fought. 
Where  dreams  mourn'd  round  a  mofTy  bea,, 

And  violets  all  the  bank  enwrought. 

Of  kindred  race,  but  brighter  dyes, 
On  that  fair  bank  a  panfy  grew, 

That  borrow'd  from  indulgent  fliies 
A  velvet  (hade  and  purple  hue. 

The  tints  that  ftrcam'd  with  glolly  gold, 
The  velvet  fliade,  the  purple  hue, 
e  flranger  wonder'd  to  behold, 
And  to  Its  beauteous  bofom  flew. 

Not  fonder  hafte  the  lover  fpeeds, 
-     At  evening's  fall,  hib  fair  to  meet. 
When  o'er  the  hardly-bending  meads 
Kc  fprings  on  uiore  than  mortal  feet : 
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Nor  glovri  M;  eye  with  brighter  p,\ee, 
Wlien  licHling  near  her  orit-nt  br.-aft  ; 

Til  n  felt  the  fond  enarnotir'd  bee. 
When  fiift  the  golden  bloum  lit-  preft. 

Ah  '.  pity  murh  his  youth  untried, 

His  heart  in  beauty's  magic  fpeil '. 
So  never  paffion  th'e  betide. 

But  where  the  genial  virtues  dwell. 

In  vain  he  feeks  thofe  virtues  there ; 

No  foul-fuftaining  ch;'.rms  abound  ; 
No  honey  VI  fwectnt-fs  to  repair 

The  languid  vvaflc  of  life  is  found. 

An  aged  bee,  uliofe  laboiirs  led 

Through  thofe  fair  fprings,  and  meads  of  gold, 
His  feeble  wing,  his  drooping  head 

Beheld,  and  pity'd  to  behold. 

"  Fly,  fond  adventurer,  fly  the  art 

"  That  courts  thine  eye  with  fair  attire  J 

"  Who  fmiles  to  win  the  hecdlefs  heart, 
•'  Will  finile  to  fee  that  heart  expire. 

"  This  modi.'ft  flower  of  humbler  hue, 
*'  That  l>()a!ls  no  depth  of  glowing  dyes, 

'*   Array 'd  in  unbelpanglcd  blue, 

"  The  fimple  clothing  of  the  ikies— 

"  This  flower,  with  baltny  fweetnefs  blefl, 

"  May  yet  thy  languiil  life  renew;" 
He  fiid,  and  to  the  violet's  breait 

The  little  vagrant  faintly  flew. 

FABLE  VI. 

THE  QUEEN  OF  THE  MHADOW  AND  THE  CKOWN 
IMPERIAL. 

From  BaeTria*s  vales,  where  beauty  blows 

Luxuriant  in  the  genial  day  : 
Where  flowers  a  bolder  gem  difclofe. 

And  deeper  drink  the  golden  ray  : 

From  Baiflria's  vales  to  Britain's  fliore 
What  time  the  crown  imperial  came, 

Full  high  the  Itately  llran.;er  bore 
The  honours  of  his  birth  and  name. 

In  all  the  pompof  eaflern  ftate. 

In  all  the  eaflern  glory  gay, 
He  baile.  with  native  pride  elate, 

Each  flower  of  humbler  bath  obey. 

P,  that  the  child  unborn  might  hear, 

tVor  hold  it  flrange  in  diftanttinie. 
That  :ri'edom  evew  to  flowers  was  dear, 

T'»  flowers  that  bloom'd  in  Bntaii.'a  clime  I 

Through  purple  meads,  and  f{)icy  gales, 
Where  Strymon's  *  filver  wa'ers  play, 

While  f.tr  from  henre  their  gbd.efs  dwells. 
She  rules  with  delegated  f^'ay. 

That  fway  the  crown  imperial  fought. 
With  high  demand  and  haughty  mien  : 

But  equ'il  claim  a  rival  brought, 
A  rival,  call'd  the  meadow's  queen. 

'^'  TIjf  Ionian  Stryinor.. 
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"  In  rlimts  of  orient  glory  'oorn, 

"  Where  beauty  firft  and  empire  grew  ; 

"  Where  firft  unfolds  the  golden  morn, 
"  Where  richer  falls  the  fragrant  dew: 

"  In  light's  ethereal  beauty  dreft, 

"  Behold,"  he  cried,  '*  the  favour'd  flower, 
"   Which  Flora's  high  commands  invert 

"   With  enfigns  of  imperial  power  I 

''   Where  jiroftrate  vales,  and  hlufliing  meads, 
"   And  bending  mountains  own  his  fway, 

"  While  I'crfia's  lord  his  empire  leads, 
"  And  bids  the  trembling  world  obey  ; 

"   While  blood  bedews  the  ftraining  bow» 
"    And  conqueft  rends  the  fcatter'd  air, 

''   'Tis  mine  to  bind  the  vicflor's  bro'.v, 
"  And  reign  in  envied  glory  there  : 

"  Then  lowly  bow,  ye  Britifli  flower;  I 
"  Confefi  your  monarch's  mighty  fway, 

"  And  own  the  only  glory  yours, 

"  When  fear  flies  trembling  to  obey." 

.■'e  faid,  and  fudden  o'er  the  plain. 
From  flower  to  flower  a  murmur  ran  ; 

With  modeft  air,  and  milder  ftrain, 
When  thus  the  meadow's  queen  began. 

"  If  vain  of  birth,  of  glory  vain, 

"  Or  fond  to  bear  a  regal  name, 
■'  The  pride  of  folly  brings  difdain, 

"  And  bids  me  urge  a  tyrant's  claim  : 

''  If  war  my  peaceful  realms  afiail, 
"  And  then,  unmov'd  by  pity's  call, 

"  I  fmile  to  fee  the  bleeding  vale, 
"  Or  feel  one  joy  in  nature's  fall : 

"  Then  may  each  juflly  vengeful  flowei; 

"  Puifue  her  (jueen  with  generous  ftrife, 
"  Nor  leave  the  hand  of  lawlefs  power 

"  Such  compaison  the  fcale  of  life. 

"  One  fimple  virtue  all  my  pride  1 

"    The  wiih  that  flies  to  iiiifery's  aid  ; 

"  The  balm  that  ftops  the  crimfon  tide  f 
"  And  heais  the  wound  that  war  has  made. 

1  heir  free  confent  by  zephyrs  borne. 
The  flowers  their  meadow's  queen  obey  ; 

And  fairer  bluflies  crown'd  the  morn, 
And  fweeter  fragrance  fill'd  the  day. 

FABLE  VII. 

THE    WALL-FLOWER. 

'  WiiY  loves  my  flower,  the  fweetefl  flower 

"    I'liat  fwells  the  golden  breaft  of  May, 
"  Thrown  rudely  o'er  this  ruin'd  tower, 
"  To  wafte  her  folitary  day  ? 

"  Why,  when  the  mead,  the  fpiy  vale, 
"  The  grove  and- genial  garden  call, 

"   Will  fl;e  her  fragrant  foul  exhale, 
"  Unheeded  on  the  lonely  wall.* 

f  TbeJ^ropcrtyoftbatf.o-j.er. 
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"  For  never  fure  was  beauty  born 
"  To  'ive  in  death's  del'erted  fliade  ! 

"  Come,  lovely  flower,  my  banks  adorn, 
*'  My  banks  for  life  and  beauty  made.'' 

Thus  pity  wak'd  the  tender  thought, 

And  by  her  fweet  perfuafion  led, 
To  feize  the  hermit-flower  I  foui^ht. 

And  bear  her  from  her  ftony  bed. 

I  fought— but  fudden  on  mine  ear 
A  voice  in  hollow  murmurs  broke. 

And  fmote  my  heart  with  holy  fear-— 
The  genius  of  the  ruin  fpoke. 

"  From  thee  be  far  th'  ungentle  deed, 
"  The  honours  of  the  dead  to  fpoil, 

"  Or  take  the  fole  remaining  meed, 

''  The  flower  that  crowns  their  former  toill 

"  Nor  deem  that  flower  the  garden's  foe, 
"  Or  fond  to  grac9  this  barren  Ibade  ; 

"  'Tis  nature  tells  her  to  beftow 
''  Her  honours  on  the  lonely  dead. 

*'  For  this  obedient  zephyrs  bear 

"  Her  light  feeds  round  yon  turret's  mold, 

"  And  undifpers'd  by  tempe'ds  there, 
"  They  rife  in  vegetable  gold. 

"  Nor  fliall  thy  wonder  wake  to  fee 
"  Such  defert  fcenes  diitinclion  crave  ; 

"  Oft  have  they  been,  and  oft  fliall  be 

"  Truth's,  honour's,  valour's,  beauty's  grave. 

"  Where  longs  to  fall  that  rifted  fpire, 

"  As  weary  of  th'  infultmg  air; 
"  The  poet's  thought,  the  warrior's  fire, 

"  The  lover's  fighs  are  fleeping  there. 

''  When  that  too  fliakes  the  tremblmg  ground, 
"  Borne  down  by  tome  tempeiluous  Iky, 

''  And  many  a  flumb'ring  cottage  round 
'•  Startles — how  Rill  their  hearts  will  lie  1 

•'  Of  them  who,  wrapt  in  earth  fo  cold, 
"  No  moie  the  fmiiing  day  lli:ill  view, 

"  Should  many  a  tender  tale  be  lold  ; 
''   For  many  a  tender  thought  is  due. 

*'  Hail:  thou  not  feen  fome  lover  pale, 

'■    When  even  ng  brought  the  penfive  hour, 

"  Step  lljwly  o'er  the  fliaduwy  vale, 

"  And  flop  to  pluck  the  frequent  flower  ? 

"  Thofe  flowers  he  furely  meant  to  ftrew 

"  O'l  lolt  affection's  lowly  cell; 
"  Though  there,  as  fond  remembrance  grew, 

"  Forgotten,  from  his  hand  they  fell. 

"  Has  not  for  thee  the  fragrant  thorn 
"   B-een  taught  her  tirit  rofe  to  reiign  ? 

"  With  vain  bat  pious  fjndncfs  borne 

"  To  deck  thy  Nancy's  honour'd  flirine  I 

"  'Tis  nature  pleading  in  the  breafl:, 
"  Fair  memory  of  her  works  to  find; 

"  And  when  to  fate  flie  yields  the  reft, 
"  She  claims  the  monumental  mind. 

"  Why,  elfe,  the  o'ergrown  paths  of  time 
"   Would  thus  the  letter'd  fage  explore, 

"  Witii  pain  thefe  crumbling  ruins  i.l.mb, 
"  And  on  the  doubtful  fculpture  pore  i 


«'  Why  feeks  he  with  unwearied  toil 

"    I  hrough  death's  dim  walks  to  urge  his  way, 
"  Reclaim  his  long-aflerted  fpoil, 

"    And  lead  oblivion  into  day  ? 

"  'Tis  nature  prompts,  by  toil  or  fear 

"   Unmov'd,  to  range  through  death's  domain  : 

'■  The  tender  parent  loves  to  hear 
"  Her  childrens'  itory  told  again. 

''  Treat  not  with  fcorn  his  thoughtful  liours, 

"  If  haply  near  thefe  haunts  he  ftray  ; 
'  Nor  take  the  fair  enlivening  flowers 
*'  That  bloom  to  cheer  his  lonely  way." 

FABLE  Vin. 

THE  TULIP  AND  THE   MYRTLE  *. 

'TwAS  on  the  border  of  a  ftrcam 

A  gaily-painted  tulip  flood. 
And.  gilded  by  the  morning  beam, 

Survey'd  her  beauties  in  the  flood. 

And  fure,  more  lovely  to  beho'd. 
Might  nothing  meet  the  wilhul  eye, 

Than  crimfon  fading  into  gold, 
In  ftreaks  of  f.drer  fymmetry. 

The  beauteous  flower,  with  pride  elate. 
Ah  me  !  that  pride  with  beauty  d^vvelU  I 

Vainiy  afleCfs  fuperior  flate. 

And  thus  in  empty  fancy  fwells. 

"  O  luftie  of  untivall'd  bloom  1 

•'   Fair  painting  of  a  hand  divine  '. 
"    Superior  far  to  mortal  doom, 

"  The  hues  of  heaven  alone  are  mine  I 

"  Away,  ye  worthlefs,  formlefsrace  ! 

"   Ye  weeds,  that  boall  the  name  of  flowers  , 
"  No  more  my  native  bed  dilgrace, 

"  Unmeec  for  tribes  lo  mean  as  yours  '. 

"  Shall  the  bright  daughter  of  the  fun 
"  Aflbciate  vvith  the  flinibs  of  earth? 

"  Ye  flaves,  your  fovereign's  prelence  lliun  1 
"  Refpecl:  her  beauties  and  her  birth. 

"   And  thou,  dull,  fuilen  evergreen  '. 

"  Shale  thou  my  ibining  fphere  invade, 
"   My  noon-day  beauties  beam  unfeen, 

'*  Obfcur'd  beneath  thy  duficy  Ibade  '." 

"  Deluded  flower  1"  the  nivrtie  cries, 
"  Shall  we  thy  moment's  bloom  adore  ? 

"  The  meanelt  flirub  that  you  delpife, 
''  The  meaueft  flower  has  merit  more. 

"  That  daify,  in  its  fimide  bloom, 

*'  Shall  laft  along  the  changing  year  ; 

"  Blufli  on  the  fnow  of  winter's  gloom, 
"  And  bid  the  fmiiing  fpring  appear. 

•'  The  violet  that,  thofe  banks  beneath, 

"   Hides  from  thy  fcorn  its  modefl;  'nead, 
"  Shall  fill  the  air  with  fr:'.grant  breath, 
"  When  thou  art  in  thy  diifty  bed. 

*  This  fable  ivasfojl  puhif/fjed  hi  a  CclleBioti 
of  Letters,  fiippoj'ed  to  have  p'-Hjcd.  bi.tuesn  St. 
EvremoTid  and  M'^aller. 

R  iiij 


4^4 


THE   WORKS    OF    LANGHORNE. 


"  Ev'n  I,  who  boaft  no  golden  fliaiie, 
''   An)  of  no  Ihimng  tints  pofTcfs'd, 

"  When  low  thy  luciil  form  is  laid, 

"  SlidU  bluom  on  many  a  luvely  bread. 

"  And  he,  whofc  kind  and  foftcring  care 
*'  To  thre,  to  mi-,  our  beinjjs  gave, 

"  Shall  iiparhis  brc;ift  niy  flmvrcti  wear, 
"  And  Walk  regarcilcfs  o'er  thy  giavc. 

*'  Deluded  flower,  the  friend'y  frvecn 

*'  That  hides  thee  from  the  noun  tide  ray, 

'^  And  mocks  thy  jjalTion  to  be  Iccn, 
*'  Prolongs  the  tranlitory  day. 

''  But  kindly  deeds  with  fcorn  repaid, 
"   No  more  by  virtue  need  be  done  ; 

"  I  now  withdrav*  my  diilky  lliade, 
"  And  yield  thee  to  thy  darling  ion.'' 

Fierce  on  the  flower  the  fcorchiiij(  beam 
"U'ith  all  its  weight  of  glory  lell ; 

The  flower  eiuUing  caught  the  gleam. 
And  lent  its  leaves  a  bolder  fmell. 

Expanded  by  t^ie  fearching  fire. 

The  irurling  leaves  the  breait  difclos'd  : 

The  mantling  bloom  was  painted  higher, 
And  every  latent  charm  expos'd. 

But  when  the  fun  was  Aiding  low. 

And  evening  came,  v.-ithdews  lb  cold  ; 

The  wanton  beauty  ceas'd  to  blow, 
And  fought  her  bending  leaves  to  fold. 

Thole  leaves,  alas  I   no  more  would  clofe  ; 

Rclax'd,  exhaufted,  fickening,  pale  ; 
They  left  her  to  a  parent's  woes, 

And  lied  before  the  riling  gale. 

FABLE  ]X. 

THE  bee-f:.ower*. 

Come,  let  us  leave  this  painted  plain  ; 

I'his  walle  of  flowers  that  pall>  the  eye  : 
The  walks  of  nature's  wilder  reign 
Shall  pleale  in  plainer  majelty. 

Through  thofe  fair  fcenes,  where  yet  flie  owes 
.Superior  charms  to  Brockman's  art, 

"Where,  crown'd  with  elegant  repolV, 
He  cherifljes  the  Ibcial  heart  — 

Through  thofe  fair  fcenes  we'll  wandtr  wild, 
.And  on  yon  palture  mountains  reft ; 

Ci)me,  brother  dear  '.  come,  nature's  child  I 
With  all  her  fimpie  virtues  blelt. 


*  T'j7S  ?'s  a  f pedes  of  the  Orchis,  nvhirh  is  found 
''I  the  ba>r^-?t  aad  mountainous  farts  of  Liiuoln- 
f  ire,  Wrjrcejlerjhiie,  K^nt,  and  Hcrtfjrdjhirc. 
Stiture  has  formed  a  bee  appurciitly  /cedinir  on 
the  brettjl  (jf  the  Jloxvcr  avith  fo  muchcxuflnefs, 
thiit  it  is  irnf'ojjible  at  a  very  fmall  diflnnce  ,to 
dijtingu'j!^  the  impofition.  For  this  purpofc,  Jle 
has  obferved  an  economy  dij'crait  from  ivhat  is 
f^und  in  ino/t  other Jloioers, andhas  iaid  the  petals 
i.irizontully.  the  gemus  of  the  Orchis,  or  Saty- 
I  evn,  Jb:  fectns  profrjjedly  to  have  made  ufc  of  for 
i-cr  paintings,  and  o//  the  diJf'crciJ  fpccies  has 
-l-awn  the  perfcii forms  of  different  i»feiis,fuch 
..;  LceSifics^Liitterfies,  Ufc. 


The  fun  fir-feenon  diftant  kowers, 

And  clouding  proves  and  peopled  fea?, 

.\n,l  ruins  pale  of  |)rincely  bowers 

On  Beachboiough's  airy  heights  fliall  pleafc. 

Nor  lifelefs  thc-rv  the  I  nely  fcenc; 

The  Httli;  labourer  of  the  liive, 
From  liower  i  •  fiowt!,  from  green  to  green, 

Muriiu.r-.,  .md  lu.iKes  the  wild  alive. 
See,  on  tliai  fi(.wret'5  velvet  bread 

How  elcle  the  bufy  vagrant  lies  '. 
His  tliin-wtLu^ht  plume,  his  downy  bread, 

The  ;.mbiofial  gold  that  Iwells  his  thighs  1 
Re^ardlefs  whild  wf  wander  wear, 

Thrifty  of  time,  his  talk  he  plies; 
Or  fee>  he  no  intruder  near. 

And  reds  in  fieep  his  weaiy  eyes. 
Perhaps  his  fragrant  load  may  bind 

His  limbs  ;--we'll  fct  the  eapuve  free — 
I  fought  the  living  bee  to  bnd, 

And  found  the  pidurc  of  a  bee. 
.Attentive  to  our  triflmg  lelvcs. 

From  thence  we  plan  the  rule  of  all ; 
Thus  nature  with  the  fabled  elves 

We  rank,  and  thel'c  her  fports  we  call. 
Be  far,  my  friends,  from  you,  from  me, 

Th'  unhallow'd  term,  the  thought  profane, 
That  life's  majedic  fourcc  may  be 

In  idle  fancy's  trifling  vein. 

Remember  dill,  'lis  nature's  plan 

Religion  in  your  love  to  find  ; 
Aiui  know,  for  this,  ilie  firtt  in  man 

Iiifpir'd  the  imitative  mind. 
As  coiifcious  that  affection  grows, 

Pleai'd  with  the  pencil's  mireic  power  *  ; 
That  power  with  leading  hand  flic  ihows. 

And  paints  a  bee  upon  a  flower. 
Mark,  how  that  rooted  mandrake  wears 

His  huniau  feet  his  human  hands  1 
Oft,  as  his  diajjely  form  he  tears, 

Aghad  the  frighted  ploughman  dands. 

See  w  liere,  in  yo.nJer  orient  flone. 

She  fecms  ev'n  with  herlclf  at  Itrifc, 
While  fairer  from  her  hand  is  Ihown 

The  piclur'd,  than  the  native  Inc. 
Helvetia's  rocks.  Sabrina's  %vaves. 

Still  many  a  fiiining  pebble  bear. 
Where  ot't  her  dud:ous  haiid  engraves 

The  perfeifl  form  and  leaves  it  there. 
O  long,  my  Paxton  f,  boad  her  art ; 

And  long  her  love  of  laws  fulfil : 
'I'o  th.ee  llie  gave  her  hand  and  heart. 

To  thee,  her  kindnefs  and  her  ikill  1 

FABLE  X. 

THE   WILDING   AND  THE  BROOM. 

In  yonder  green  wot)d  blows  the  broom  ; 
Shepherds,  we'll  trud  our  flocks  to  dray, 

*  The  irell  knoivn  Fables  cf  the  Painter  and 
Statuary  that  fell  in  lo-ve  ivith  objiBs  of  their  oivTt 
creation,  plainly  arofe  from  the  idea  cf  that  at- 
tachment, which  folloivs  the  imitation  of  agree- 
able objcils,  to  the  oljeiis  imitated. 
\  Anwge7iious  Portrait  Fainter  in  Rdthb^iePlac: . 
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Court  nature  in  her  fweeteft  bloom, 

And  fteal  from  care  one  fummer-day. 
From  him  *  whofe  gay  and  graceful  brow 

Fair-handed  Hume  with  rofes  binds. 
We'll  learn  to  breathe  the  tender  vow, 

Where  flow  the  fairy  Fortha  winds. 
And  oh  !  that  he  f  whofe  gentle  breaft 

In  nature's  fofteft  mould  was  made. 
Who  left  her  Imiling  works  impreft 

Jn  charadlers  that  cannot  fade; 
That  he  might  leave  his  lowly  fhrine, 

Though  fofter  there  the  feafons  fall— 
They  come,  the  fons  of  verfe  divine, 

They  come  to  fancy's  magic  cell. 

"  What  airy  founds  invite 

"*'  My  fleps  not  unreludtant,  from  the  depth 
"  Of  Shene's  delightful  groves?  Repofing  there, 
"  No  more  1  hear  the  bufy  voice  of  men 
"  Far-toiling  o'er  the  globe — fave  to  the  call 
"  Of  foul-exalting  poetry,  the  ear 
"  Of  death  denies  attention.  Rous'd  by  her, 
*'  The  genius  of  fepulchral  fiJence  opes 
"  His  drowfy  cells,  and  yields  us  to  the  day. 
"  For   thee,    whofe    hand,  whatever  paints  the 

"  Spring, 
"  Or  fwells  on  Summer's  breaft,  or  loads  the  lap 
"  Of  Autumn,  gathers  heedful — Thee  whofe  rites 
"  At  nature's  fhrine  with  holy  care  are  paid 
*'  Daily  and  nightly  ;  boughs  of  brighteft  green, 
"  And  every  faireft  rofe,  the  god  of  groves, 
"  Thequeenofflowers,  fliallfweeter  fave  for  thee, 
*'*  Yet  not  if  beauty  only  claim  thy  lay, 
''  Tunefully  trifling.  Fair  philofophy, 
"  And  nature's  love,  and  every  moral  charm 
'*  That  leads  in  fweet  captivity  the  mind 
*'  To  virtue — ever  in  thy  nearefl  cares 
*'  Be  thefe,  and  animate  thy  Jiving  page 
"   With  truth  refiitlefs,  beaming  from  the  fource 
"  Of  perfedl  light  immortal — Vainly  boafts 
"  That  golden  broom  its  funny  robe  of  flowers  : 
*'  Fair  are  the  funny  flowers ;  but,  fading  loon 
''  And  fruitlefs,  yield  the  forefter's  regard 
*'  To  the  well-loaded  wilding — Shepherd,  there 
*'  Behold  the  fate  of  fong,  and  lightly  deem 
"  Of  all  but  moral  beauty." 

"  Not  in  vain" — 

I  hear  my  Hamilton  reply 

(The  torch  of  fancy  in  his  eye), 

"  'Tis  not  in  vain,"  I  hear  him  fay, 

*'   That  nature  paints  her  works  lo  gay ; 

"  For,  fruitlefs  though  that  fairy  broom, 

*'  Yet  ftill  we  love  her  lavidi  bloom. 

"  Cheer'd  with  that  bloom,  yon  defert  wild 

"  Its  native  horrors  lolt,  and  fmil'd. 

*'  And  oft  we  mark  her  golden  ray, 

"  Along  the  dark  wood  fcatterday. 

"  Of  moral  ufes  take  the  ftrife  ; 
"  Leave  me  the  elegance  of  life. 
"  Whatever  charms  the  ear  or  eye, 
*'  All  beauty  and  all  harmony  ; 
"  If  fweet  fenfations  they  produce, 
"  I  know  they  have  their  moral  ufe. 
"■  I  know  that  nature's  charms  can  move 
"  The  fprings  thatftrike  to  virtue's  love." 

*  William  Hamilton  of  Bar>sour. 
I  TLoifiJ(jn, 


FABLE  Xr. 


THE  MISLETOE  AND  THE  PASSION-FLOWER. 

In  this  dim  cave  a  druid  fleeps, 

Where  (lops  the  pafling  gale  to  moan  ; 

The  rock  he  hollow'd,  o'er  him  weeps, 
And  cold  drops  wear  the  fretted  llone. 

In  this  dim  cave,  of  different  creed, 

An  hermit's  holy  albes  reft  : 
The  fchool-boy  finds  the  frequent  beadj 

Which  many  a  formal  matin  bleft. 

That  truant-time  full  well  I  know. 
When  here  I  brought,  in  ftolen  hour, 

The  druid's  magic  mifletoe. 

The  holy  h^mit'spaflion-flower. 

The  offerings  on  the  myftic  ftone 

Penfive  I  laid,  in  thought  profound. 
When  from  the  cave  a  deep'ning  groan 

Iffued,  and  froze  me  to  the  ground. 
I  hear  it  ftill — Doft  thou  not  hear  ? 

Does  not  thy  haunted  fancy  ftart  ? 
The  found  ftill  vibrates  through  mine  ear-.* 

The  horror  rulhes  on  my  heart. 

Unlike  to  living  founds  it  came, 

Unmix'd,  unmelodiz'd  with  breath ; 

But,  grinding  through  fome  fcrannei  frame^ 
Creak'd  from  the  bony  lungs  of  death. 

I  hear  it  ftill — "  Depart,"  it  cries  : 
"  No  tribute  bear  to  fliades  unbleft  : 

'*  Know,  here  a  bloody  druid  lies, 

**  Who  was  not  nurs'd  at  nature's  breaft. 

"  Affociate  he  with  demons  dire, 

**  O'er  human  vidlims  held  the  knife, 

"  And  pleas'd  to  fee  the  babe  expire, 
"  Smil'd  grimly  o'er  its  quivering  life. 

"  Behold  his  crimfon-ftreaming  hand 

<•  Eredl ; — his  dark,  fix'd,  murd'rous  eye  l** 

In  the  dim  cave  I  faw  him  ftand  ; 
And  my  heart  died — I  felt  it  die. 

I  fee  him  ftill — Doft  thou  not  fee 
The  haggard  eyeball's  hollow  glare  ? 

And  gleams  of  wild  ferocity 

Dart  through  the  fable  (hade  of  hair? 

What  meagre  form  behind  him  moves. 
With  eye  that  rues  th'  invading  day; 

And  wrinkled  afpedl  wan,  that  proves 
The  mind  to  pale  remorfe  a  prey  ? 

What  wretched — Hark  ' — the  voice  repliejj 

"  Boy,  bear  thefe  idle  honours  hence  ! 
"  For,  here  a  guilty  hermit  lies 

"  Untrue  to  nature,  virtue,  fenfe. 
"  Though  nature  lent  him  powers  to  aid 

"  The  moral  caufe,  the  mutual  weal; 
"  Thofe  powers  hs  funk  in  this  dim  IhadCj 

"  The  defperate  fuicide  of  zeal. 

"  Go,  teach  the  drone  of  faintly  haunts, 
"   Whofe  cell's  the  fepulchre  of  time  ; 

"  Though  many  a  holy  hymn  he  chaunts, 
'  His  life  is  one  continued  crime. 

"  And  bear  them  hence,  the  plant,  the  flower  j 
"  No  fymboh  thofe  of  fyftems  vain  ! 
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"  Tliey  (live  tTiP  ^iitifs  of  their  hour; 
"  Some  bird,  lome  infc(5l,  to  fultain." 

[In  Kirkby-Stephen  church-yard  is  the  follovving 

monumental  infcription,  uhich,  from  the  ftrain 
of  modefty.rtlial  piety,  and  utiaffeded  limplicity, 
with  which  it  is  axlorncd,  may  be  thought  not 
unworthy  of  reprinting  from  Burn's  "  Hiilory 
of  VVcftinorland^  ficc."] 

1762. 
Totbe  Memory  of  the  Rev.  Joseph  Langiiorne 

0/  lyinton,  and  Isabel  his  fVife- 
Her,  who  to  teach  this  tn-mbtinf;  haml  to  write, 
Toil'd  the  long  day,    and  watch'd    the    ttdioub 

night, 
I  mourn,  thougli  number'd  with  the  heavenlyhoft; 
With  her  the  means  of  gratitude  are  lolt. 

John  Lanohorme. 

OWEN  OF  CARRO>T. 
I. 

Ok  Carron's  fide  the  primrofe  pale, 

Why  does  it  wear  a  purple  hue  ? 
Te  maidens  fair  of  Marliv.ile, 

Whyftrcam  your  eyes  with  pity's  dew? 

'Tis  all  with  gentle  Owen's  blood 

That  purple  grows  the  primrofe  pale  5 

That  pity  pours  the  tender  dood 
From  each  fair  eye  in  Marlivale. 

The  evening  ftar  fat  in  his  eye. 

The  fun  his  golden  trcflVs  gave, 
The  north's  pure  morn  her  orient  dye. 

To  him  who  refts  in  yonder  grave  1 

Beneath  no  high,  hiftoric  ftone. 

Though  nobly  born,  isrOwen  laid, 
Stretch'd  on  the  greenwood's  lap  alone, 

He  fleeps  beneath  the  waving  fliade. 

There  many  a  flowery  race  hath  fprung, 
And  fled  before  the  mountain  gale, 

Since  hrlt  hts  fimple  dirj;e  he  fung ; 
Ye  maidens  fair  of  Marlivale  1 

Yet  (Hll,  when  May  with  fragrant  feet 

Hath  vvander'd  o  er  your  meads  of  gold. 
That  dirg'.-  T  hear  fo  fimplv  fweet 

Far  echo'd  from  each  ■  vening  fold. 
^  II. 

,'Twas  in  the  pride  of  William's  *  day, 

When  Scotland's  honours  flounili'd  ftill, 
That  Moray's  earl,  with  miphty  fway. 

Bare  rule  o'er  many  a  Highland  hill. 

And  fivf  for  him  their  fruitful  flore 
Thp  fairfr  plains  of  Carron  fprcad  ; 

In  fiTtunr  ri'. h,  in  offspring  poor, 
An  only  daughter  crown'd  his  bed. 

Oh  1  write  not  poor — the  wealth  that  flows 
In  waves  .'f  j^oid  round  India's  throne, 

All  in  her  Oimir.g  bread  that  glows, 

Toilllen's  f  charms,  were  earth  and  ftone. 


*  IfiUiam  the  Lyon,  kin^  of  Scotland. 

+  The  Lady  F.llen.  only  daiightirnf  yo'nEarlrf 
Moray,  betrothed  to  the  Enrlof'Nit'l.fdale,  and  </- 
tertuaidt  to  the  Earl  Barnard,  ivns  cfteaned  one 


For  her  the  youtli  of  Scotland  figh'J, 

The  Frenchman  gay,  the  Spaniard  grave. 

And  fmooiher  Italy  apply 'd. 
And  many  an  Engliih  biron  brave. 

In  vain  by  foreign  arts  affail'd, 

No  forrign  loves  her  breall  beguile, 

And  England's  honcit  valour  fail'd. 
Paid  with  a  cold,  but  courteous  fmile. 

"  Ah  I   woe  to  thee,  young  Nithifdale, 
"  That  o'er  tliy  cheek  thofe  rofes  (tray'd, 

"   Thy  l)rtath,  the  violet  of  the  vale, 
"  Thy  voice,  the  inufic  of  the  ftiade  ! 

"    Ah'  woe  to  thee,  that  Ellen's  love 
"    Alone  to  thy  fott  tale  would  yield  ? 

'■   For  foon  thofe  gentle  arms  rtiall  prove 
"  Tlie  conrti(fl  of  a  ruder  field." 

' Twas  thus  a  wayward  fifter  fpoke. 

And  caft  a  rueful  glance  behind, 
.As  from  her  dim  wood-glen  (he  broke. 

And  mounted  on  the  moaning  wind. 

She  fpoke  andranifli'd — more  nnmov'd 
Than  Moray's  rocks,  when  (torms  invcft, 

The  valiant  youth  by  Ellen  lov'd. 

With  aught  that  fear,  or  fate  fuggefl. 

For  love,  methinks,  hath  power  to  raife 

The  foul  beyond  a  vulgar  flate  ; 
Th'  unconqiier'd  banners  he  difplays, 

Controul  our  fears  and  fi.xour  fate. 
Ilf. 
'Twas  when,  on  fummer's  foftefl  eve, 

Of  clouds  that  wander'd  weft  away. 
Twilight  with  gentle  hand  did  weave 

Her  fairy  robe  of  night  and  day. 
When  all  the  mountain  gales  were  flill. 

And  the  wavrs  flept  againft  the  fhore, 
And  the  fun,  funk  beneath  the  hill. 

Left  his  lalt  fmile  on  Lammermore  *. 
Led  by  thofe  waking  dreams  of  thought 

That  warm  the  young  uopraclis'd  brtaft. 
Her  wonted  bower  fvvect  E'Jen  fought. 

And  Carron  niurmur'd  near,  and  footh'd  her 
into  reft. 

IV. 
There  is  fome  kind  and  courtly  fprlte 

That  o'er  the  realm  of  tancy  reigns. 
Throws  funfliine  on  the  nialk  of  nighr, 

And  Imiles  at  flumber's  powerlefs  chains ; 
'Tis  told,  and  T  believe  the  tale, 

At  this  foft  hour  that  frrite  was  there, 
And  fprcad  with  fairer  tl  )wers  the  vale. 

And  fill'd  with  fweeter  founds  the  air. 

A  bower  he  fram'd  (for  he  could  frame 
What  long  might  weary  mortal  wight: 

Swift  as  the  ligiitning's  rapid  flame 
Darts  on  the  unfufpeding  light.) 

Such  bower  he  fram'd  with  magic  hand. 
As  well  that  wizard  bard  hath  wove, 

of  the  fintfl  w)wr;«  ///  Europe,  infomuch  that  Jlje 
hadfeveralftiitors  and  admin  rs  in  foreign  courts. 
*  A  chain  of  mountains  running  through  Scot- 
land, from  eajl  to  iveft. 
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In  fccnes  where  fair  Armida's  wand 
Wav'd  all  the  witcheries  of  love. 

Yet  was  it  wrought  in  fimple  fliow  ; 

Nor  Indian  mines  nor  orient  fliores 
Had  lent  their  glories  here  to  glow. 

Or  yielded  here  their  fliining  ftores. 

All  round  a  poplar's  trembling  arms, 

The  wild  rofe  wound. her  damaik  flower; 

The  woodbine  lent  her  f;> icy  charms, 
That  loves  to  weave  the  lover's  bower. 

The  afli,  that  courts  the  mountain-air. 
In  all  her  painted  blooms  array 'd, 

The  wilding's  bloflbm  blulhing  fair, 
Combin'd  to  form  the  fiowery  fhade. 

With  thyme  that  loves  the  brown  hill's  breaft. 
The  cowflip's  fweet,  reclining  head. 

The  violet  of  flcy-woven  veil. 

Was  all  the  fairy  ground  befpread. 

But,  who  is  he,  whofe  locks  fofair 
Adown  his  manly  fhoulders  flow  ? 

Befide  him  lies  the  hunter's  fpear, 
Befide  hini  fleeps  the  warrior's  bow. 

He  bends  to  Ellen — (gentle  fprite, 

Thy  fweet  fedutStive  arts  forbear) 
He  courts  her  arms  with  fond  delight. 

And  inftant  vanifhes  in  air. 
V. 
Haft  thou  not  found  at  early  dawn 

Some  foft  ideas  melt  away, 
If  o'er  fweet  vale,  or  flow'ry  lawn, 

The  fprite  of  dreams  hath  bid  thee  ftray  ? 

Haft  thou  not  fome  fair  objc(5h  feen. 
And,  when  the  fleeting  form  was  paft, 

Still  on  thy  memory  found  its  mien, 
And  felt  the  fond  idea  laft  ? 

Thou  haft — and  oft  the  picSur'd  view. 
Seen  in  fome  vifion  counted  vain, 

Has  ftruck  thy  wond'rin  eye  anew, 
And  brought  the  long-loft  dream  again. 

With  warrior-bow,  with  hunter's  fpear, 
With  locks  adown  hisftioulder  fpread. 

Young  Nithifdale  is  ranging  mar — 

He's  ranging  near  yon  mountain's  head. 

Scarce  had  one  pale  moon  pafs'd  away. 

And  fiU'd  her  filver  urn  again, 
When  in  the  devious  chafe  to  ftray. 

Afar  from  all  his  woodland  train. 

ToCarron's  banks  his  fate  confign'd; 

And,  all  to  fhun  the  fervid  hour, 
He  fought  fome  friendly  Ihade  to  find, 

And  foimd  the  vifionary  bower. 
VI. 
Led  by  the  golden  ftar  of  love. 

Sweet  Ellen  took  her  wonted  way, 
And  in  the  deep  defending  grove 

Sought  refuge  from  the  fervid  day— 

Oh ! — Who  is  he  whofe  ringlets  fair, 
Diforder'do'er  his  green  veftflow, 

Reclin'd  to  reft — whofe  funny  hair 

Half  hides  the  fair  cheek's  ardent  glow  ? 

!Tis  he,  thatfprite's  illufive  gueft, 
(Ah  me  !  that  fprite?  can  fate  controul !) 
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That  lives  ftill  imag'd  on  her  breaft. 
That  lives  ftill  picSlur'd  in  her  foul. 

As  when  fome  gentle  fpirit  fled 

From  earth  to  breathe  Elyfian  air. 
And  in  the  train  whom  we  call  dead. 

Perceives  its  long-lov'd  partner  there  ; 

Soft  fudden  pleafure  rufhes  o'er 

Refiftlefs,  o'er  its  airy  frame. 
To  find  its  future  fate  reftore 

The  objed  of  its  former  flame. 

So  Ellen  flood — lefs  power  to  move 

Had  he,  who,  bound  in  flumber's  chain, 

Seem'd  hap'ly,  o'er  his  hills  to  rove, 
And  wind  his  woodland  chafe  again. 

She  ftood,but  trembled — mingled  fear. 

And  fond  delight  and  melting  love 
Seiz'd  all  her  foul ;  fhe  came  not  near. 

She  came  not  near  that  fated  grove. 

She  ftrives  to  fly — from  wizard's  wand 

As  well  might  powerlefs  captive  fly— 
The  new  cropt  flower  falls  from  her  hand — 

Ah  ;  fall  not  with  that  flower  to  die  1 
Vil. 
Haft  thou  not  feen  fome  azure  gleam 

Smile  in  the  morning's  orient  eye. 
And  ikirt  the  reddening  cloud's  foft  beaiu 

What  time  the  fun  was  hafting  nigh  ? 
Thou  haft — and  thou  canft  fancy  well 

As  any  mufe  that  meets  thine  ear. 
The  foul-fet  eye  of  Nithifdale, 

When  wak'd,  it  fix'd  on  Ellen  near. 
Silent  they  gaz'd — that  filence  broke; 

"  Hail  goddefs  of  ihefe  groves  (he  cry'd), 
"  O  let  me  wear  thy  gentle  yoke  1 

"  O  let  me  in  thy  fcrvice  bide  ! 
"  For  thee  I'll  climb  the  mountains  fteep, 

"  Unwearied  chafe  the  deftin'd  prey, 
"  For  thee  I'll  pierce  the  wild  wood  deep, 

"  And  part  the  fprays  that  vex  thy  way." 
For  thee — "  O  ftranger,  ceafe,"  ftie  faid, 

And  fwift  away,  like  Daphne,  flew, 
But  Daphne's  flight  was  not  delay'd 

By  aught  that  to  her  bofoni  grew. 
VIII. 
'Twas  Atalanta's  golden  fruit, 

The  fond  id^a  that  confm'd 
Fair  Ellen's  fteps,  and  blefs'd  his  fuit. 

Who  was  not  far,  not  far  behind. 

O  love !  within  thofe  golden  vales, 

Thofe  genial  airs  where  thou  waft  born, 
Where  nature,  liftening  thy  foft  tales, 

Leans  on  the  rofy  breaft  of  morn. 
Where  the  fweet  fmiles,  the  graces  dwell. 

And  tender  fighs  the  heart  remove, 
In  filent  eloquence  to  tell 

Thy  tale,  O  foul-fubduing  love  ! 

Ah !  wherefore  fliould  grim  rage  be  nigh, 
And  dark  diftruft,  with  changeful  face, 

And  jealoufy's  reverted  eye 

Be  near  thy  fair,  thy  favour'd  place  ? 
IX. 

Earl  Barnard  was  of  high  dgcree, 
And  lord  of  many  a  lowland  hind ; 
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And  long  for  Ellen  love  had  he, 
Had  love,  but  not  of  gentle  kind. 

From  Moray's  halls  Iier  abfent  hour 
He  watch'd  with  all  a  miftr'scarc; 

The  wide  domain,  the  princely  dower 
Made  Ellen  more  than  Ellen  fair. 
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The  evening  (hades  will  fink  in  night— 
Where  art  thou,  loitering  lover,  fled  ? 

O  !  fhe  will  chide  thy  trifling  flay. 

E'en  now  the  loft  reproach  fhe  frames: 

"  Can  lovers  brook  fuch  long  delay  ? 
"  Lovers  that  boaft  of  ardent  flames !" 


Ah  wretch !  to  think  the  liberal  foul 
May  thus  with  fair  affedlion  part  I 

Though  Lothian's  vales  thy  fway  controul, 
Know, Lothian  is  not  worth  one  heart. 

Studious  he  marks  her  abfcnt  hour, 
And,  winding  far  where  Carron  flows. 

Sudden  he  fees  the  fated  bower. 

And  red  rage  on  his  dark  brow  glows. 

For  who  is  he  ? — 'Tis  Nithifdale  i 

And  that  fair  form  with  arm  reclin'd 

On  his  ? — 'Tis  Ellen  of  the  vale, 

'Tis  ftie  (O  powers  of  vengeance  !)  kind. 

Should  he  that  vengeance  fwift  purfue  ? 

No^that  would  all  his  hopes  deilroy; 
Moray  would  vanifh  from  his  view, 

And  rob  him  of  a  mlfer's  joy. 

Unfcen  to  Moray's  halls  he  hies — 
He  calls  his  flaves,  his  ruffian  band, 

■  And  haftc  to  yonder  groves,"  he  cries, 
"  And  ambufh'd  lie  by  Carron's  ftrand; 

"  What  time  ye  mark  from  bower  or  glen 

"  A  gentle  lady  take  her  way, 
"  To  diftance  due,  and  far  from  ken, 

"  Allow  her  length  of  time  to  flray. 

**  Then  ranfiick  flraight  that  range  of  groves.- 
"  With  hunter's  fpear,  and  vcfl  of  green ; 

*  If  chance  a  rofy  ftripling  roves, — 
"  Ye  well  can  aim  your  arrows  keen." 

And  now  the  ruffian  flaves  arc  nigh. 
And  Ellen  takes  her  homeward  way ; 

Though  ftay'd  by  many  a  tender  figh, 
She  can  no  longer,  longer  ilay. 

Pcnfivc,  againft  yon  poplar  pale 

The  lover  leans  his  gentle  heart, 
Revolving  many  a  tender  talc, 

And  wond'ring  flill  how  they  could  part. 

Three  arrovvs  pierc'd  the  defcrt  air, 
Ere  yet  his  tender  dreams  depart ; 

And  one  ftruck  deep  his  forehead  fair. 
And  one  went  through  his  gentle  heart. 

Love's  waking  dream  is  lofl  in  fleep— 

He  lies  beneath  yon  poplar  pale  ! 
Ah  !  could  we  marvel  ye  fliould  weep  ; 

Ye  maidens  fair  of  Marlivale  ! 
X. 
V.'hcn  all  the  mountain  gales  were  ftill. 

And  the  w  ave  flcpt  againd  the  fhore. 
And  the  fun  funk  beneath  the  hill, 

Left  his  laft  fmile  on  Lammermorc. 

Sweet  Ellen  takes  her  wonted  way 

Along  the  fuiry-featur'd  vale  : 
Bright  o'er  his  wave  docs  Carron  play. 

And  focn  fhc'll  meet  her  Nithifdale. 

She'll  meet  iiim  foon— for,  at  her  fight, 
Swift  as  the  mountain  deer  he  fpod ; 


He  comes  not — weary  with  the  chafe. 
Soft  flumber  o'er  his  eyelids  throws 

Her  veil — we'll  fteal  one  dear  embrace, 
We'll  gently  Ileal  on  his  repoie. 

This  is  the  bower — we'll  foftly  tread- 
He  flecps  beneath  yon  poplar  pale — 

Lover,  if  e'er  thy  heart  has  bled. 
Thy  heart  will  far  forego  my  tale  ! 
XI. 

Ellen  is  not  in  princely  bower. 

She's  not  in  ^■loray's  fplendid  train  ; 

Their  miftrcfs  dear,  at  midnight  hour. 
Her  weeping  maidens  feek  in  vain. 

Her  pillow  fwells  not  deep  with  down ; 

For  her  no  balms  their  fwcets  exhale  : 
Her  limbs  are  on  the  pale  turf  thrown, 

Prcfs'd  by  her  lovely  cheek  as  pale  : 

On  that  fair  cheek,  that  flowing  hair. 
The  brown  its  yellow  leaf  hath  ihcd. 

And  the  chill  mountain's  early  air 

Blows  wildly  o'er  her  beauteous  head. 

As  the  foft  ftar  of  orient  day. 

When  clouds  involve  his  rofy  light, 

Darts  through  the  gloom  a  tranficnt  ray. 
And  leaves  the  world  once  more  to  night ; 

Returning  life  illumes  her  eye. 

And  flow  its  languid  orb  unfolds, — 

What,  are  thofe  bloody  arrows  nigh  ? 
Sure,  bloody  arrows  fhe  beholds ! 

What  was  that  form  fo  ghaflily  pale. 

That  low  beneath  the  poplar  lay  ! 
'Twasfome  poor  youth — "  Ah  Nithifdale!" 

She  faid,  and  filent  funk  away  : 
XII, 
The  morn  in  the  mountains  fpread. 

The  woodlaik  trills  his  liquid  flrain— 
Can  morn's  fweet  mufic  roufe  the  dead  ? 

Give  the  fet  eye  its  foul  again  ? 

A  fhcpherd  of  that  gentler  mind 
Which  nature  not  profufely  yields, 

Seeks  hi  thcfe  lonely  Ihades  to  find 
Some  wanderer  from  his  little  fields. 

Aghafl  he  flands— and  fimple  fear 
O'er  all  his  paly  vifage  glides— 

"  Ah  me  !  what  means  this  mifcry  here  ? 
"   What  fate  this  lady  fair  betides!  " 

He  bears  her  to  his  friendly  home. 

When  life  he  finds  has  but  retir'd  :  — 
With  halle  he  frames  the  lover's  tomb. 

For  his  is  quite,  is  quite  expir'd  ! 
XIII. 
"  O  hide  me  in  thy  humble  bower," 

Returning  late  to  life  flie  faid  ; 
"   I'll  bind  thy  crook  with  many  a  flower  ; 

"   With  many  a  rofy  wreath  thy  head. 
"  Good  fliepherd,  haftc  to  yonder  grove, 

«'  And,  if  my  love  aflccp  is  laid. 
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«  Oh  !  wake  him  not ;  bu 
"  Some  pillow  to  that  g^ 

«  Sure,  thou  wilt  know  him,  fhepherd  Twain, 
"  Thou  know'ft  the  fun  rife  o'er  the  fea— 

"  But  oh  !  no  Iamb  in  all  thy  train 
"  Was  e'er  fo  mild,  fo  mild  as  he." 

«'  His  head  is  on  the  wood-mofs  laid  ; 

"  I  did  not  wake  his  flumber  deep— 
"  Sweet  fing  the  redbreft  o'er  the  fhade— 

"  Why,  gentle  lady,  would  you  weep?" 

As  flowers  that  fade  hi  burning  day, 
At  evening  find  the  dew-drop  dear, 

But  fiercer  feel  the  noontide  ray, 
When  foften'd  by  the  nightly  tear  ; 

Returning  in  the  flowing  tear, 

Tliis  lovely  flower,  more  fweet  than  they, 
Found  her  fair  foul,  and  wand'ring  near, 

The  ftranger,  reafon,  crofs'd  her  way. 

Found  her  fair  foul, — Ah  !  fo  to  find 

Was  but  more  dreadful  grief  to  know  ! 
Ah  !  fure,  the  privilege  of  mind 

Cannot  be  worth  the  wifli  of  woe ! 
XIV. 
On  melancholy's  filent  urn 

A  fofter  fliade  of  forrow  falls. 
But  Ellen  can  no  more  return, 

No  more  return  to  Moray's  halls. 

Beneath  the  low  and  lonely  fhade 

The  flow-confuming  hour  flie'U  weep, 

Till  nature  feeks  her  lait  left  aid. 
In  the  fad  fombrcus  arms  of  fleep. 

"  Thefe  jewels,  all  unmeet  for  me, 

"  Shalt  thou,"  flie  faid,  "  good  Ihepherd,  take  ; 
"  Thcfe  gems  will  purchafe  gold  for  thee, 

*'   And  thefe  be  thine  for  Ellen's  fake. 

"  So  fail  thou  not,  at  eve  or  morn, 

"  The  rofemary's  pale  bough  to  bring— 

"  Thou  know'ft  where  I  was  found  forlorn— 
"  Where  thou  hafl  heard  the  redbreafl  ling. 

«  Heedful  I'll  tend  thy  flocks  the  while, 

"  Or  aid  thy  fhepherdefs's  care, 
"  For  I  will  fhare  her  humble  toil, 

"  And  I  her  friendly  roof  will  fhare." 
XV. 
And  now  two  longfome  years  are  pafl 

In  luxury  of  lonely  pain — 
The  lovely  mourner,  found  at  laft, 

To  Moray's  halls  is  borne  again. 

Yet  has  five  left  one  objedl:  dear. 

That  wears  love's  funny  eye  of  joy- 
Is  Nithifdale  reviving  here* 
Or  is  it  but  a  fhepherd's  boy  ? 

By  Carron's  fide  a  fhepherd's  boy, 

He  binds  his  vale-flowers  with  the  reed  : 
tte  wears  love's  funny  eye  of  joy, 

And  birth  he  little  fcems  to  heed, 
XVI. 
But  ah !  no  more  his  infant  fleep 

C  ofes  beneath  a  mother's  fmile, 
Who,  only  when  it  clos'd,  would  weepj 

And  yield  to  tender  woe  the  while. 


No  more  with  fond  attention  dear. 

She  feeks  th'  unfpoken  wifh  to  find; 
No  more  fhall  fhe,  with  pleafure's  tear, 

See  the  foul  waxing  into  mind. 
XVII. 
Does  nature  bear  a  tyrant's  breaft?    ] 

Is  flie  the  friend  of  flern  controul  ? 
Wears  fhe  the  defpot's  purple  vefl  ? 

Or  fetters  fhe  the  free-born  foul  ? 

Where,  worfl:  of  tyrants,  is  thy  claim 
In  chains  thy  childrens  brealls  to  bind  ? 

Gav'ft  thou  the  Promethean  flame  ? 
The  incommunicable  mind  ? 

Thy  offspring  are  great  nature's — free. 

And  of  her  fair  dominion  heirs  ; 
Each  privilege  fhe  gives  to  thee  ; 

Know,  that  each  privilege  is  theirs. 

They  have  thy  feature,  wear  thine  eye, 

Perhaps  fome  feelings  of  thy  heart ; 
And  wilt  thou  their  lov'd  hearts  deny 

To  adi  their  fair,  their  proper  part  i 
XVIII. 
The  lord  of  Lothian's  fertile  vale, 

Ill-fated  Ellen,  claims  thy  hand  ; 
Thou  know'ft  not  that  thy  Nithifdale 

Was  low  laid  by  his  ruffian  band. 

And  Moray,  with  unfather'd  eyes, 

Fix'd  on  fair  Lothian's  fertile  dale, 
Attends  his  human  facrifice, 

Without  the  Grecian  painter's  veil. 

O  married  love  !  thy  bard  fhall  own, 

Where  two  congenial  fouls  unite. 
Thy  golden  chain  inlaid  with  down, 

Thy  lamp  with  heaven's  own  fplendour  bright. 

But  if  no  radiant  ftar  of  love, 

O  Hymen  !  fmile  on  thy  fair  rite, 
Thy  chain  a  wretched  weight  fhall  prove, 

Thy  lamp  a  fad  fepukhral  light. 
XIX. 
And  now  has  time's  flow  wandering  wing, 

Borne  many  a  year  unmark'd  with  fpeed— 
Where  is  the  boy  by  Carron's  fpring, 

Who  bound  his  vale-flowers  with  the  reed  J 

Ah  me  !  thofe  flowers  he  binds  no  more ; 

No  early  charm  returns  again  ; 
The  parent  nature  keeps  in  ftore 

Her  beft  joys  for  her  little  train. 

No  longer  heed  the  fun-beam  bright 

That  plays  on  Carron's  breaft  he  can, 
Reafon  has  lent  her  quiv'ring  hght. 

And  fhown  the  checqucr'd  field  of  man, 
XX. 
As  the  firfl  human  heir  of  earth 

With  penfive  eye  himfelf  furvey'd. 
And  all  unconfcious  of  his  birth. 

Sat  thoughtful  oft  in  Eden's  fhade. 

In  penfive  thought  fo  Owen  ftray'd 
Wild  Carron's  lonely  woods  among. 

And  once,  within  their  greeneft  glade. 
He  fondly  fram'd  this  fmiple  fong. 
XXI. 

Why  is  this  crook  adorn'd  with  go'.d  ? 
Why  am  I  tales  of  ladies  told  i  "  ' 
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Why  docs  no  labour  me  employ, 
If  1  :ini  but  a  fti'-phcrd's  boy  ? 
A  filkcn'vfft  like  mine  fo  green 
In  ihephrrd's  hut  1  !»avc  not  fecn— 
Why  lliuulii  t  ill  luch  vcfturc  joy, 
If  I  uni  but  a  (hcphtrd's  boy  ? 
1  know  it  is  no  (hcphcrd's  art 
His  writti-n  nicaninp  to  im|iart — 
They  tcaih  mc  luri  a  .  idle  toy, 
If  1  am  but  a  fhcil  crd'-.  boy. 
This  bracelet  brij^l.i  ijiat  hinds  ray  arm- 
It  could  not  conic  liom  fhrpherd's  farm; 
It  only  would  that  arm  annoy, 
If  1  were  but  a  ihcphcrd's  boy. 

And,  O  thou  filent  picflurc  fair, 
That  lov'll  to  fmile  upon  nic  there, 
O  lay,  and  fill  my  heart    with  joy, 
'i'i;at  I  am  not  a  ihcphcrd's  boy. 

XXII. 
Ah  lovely  youth  !  thy  tender  lay 

May  not  thy  gentle  life  prolong: 
tiei'll  thou  yon  nightingalj;  a  prey  .' 

The  fierce  hawk  hov'ring  o'er  his  fong  ? 

His  little  heart  is  large  with  love  : 

He  fweetly  hails  his  ev'ning  ftar; 
And  fate's  more  pointed  arrows  move 

hilidious  from  his  eye  afar. 
XXlll. 
The  fhepherdcfs  Whofc  kindly  care 

Had  watch'd  o'cj  Owen's  infant  breath, 
Muft  now  their  filcnt  manfions  ihare, 

Whom  time  leads  calmly  down  to  death. 

"  O   el  me,  parent,  if  thou  art, 

"  What  is  this  lovely  pidure  dear  ? 
"  Why  wounds  its  mournful  eye  my  heart, 

"   Why  flows  from  mine  th'  unbidden  tear .' 
"  Ah,  youth  !  to  have  thee  loth  am  I, 

"  'i  hough  I  be  not  thy  parent  dear  ; 
"  And  would'ft  thou  wiih,  or  ere  I  die, 

"  The  (lory  of  thy  birth  to  hear  .' 

•*  I3ut  it  will  make  thee  much  bevi-ail, 

"  And  it  will  make  thy  fair  eye  fwell— " 
She  faid,  and  told  the  wocfome  tale. 

As  footh  as  fliephcrdefs  might  tell. 
XXIV. 
The  heart  that  forrow  doom'd  to  fliare' 

Has  worn  the  frequent  feal  of  woe, 
Its  fad  impreflions  learns  to  bear, 

And  finds  full  oft  its  ruin  ilow. 
Eut  when  that  feal  is  firft  imprefl. 

When  the  young  heart  its  fiain  fhall  try. 
From  the  foft,  yielding,  tiemlihng  breall, 

Oft  feems  the  flartled  foul  to  fly. 
Yet  fled  not  Owen's — wild  amaze 

In  palenefs  doth'd,  and  lifted  hands, 
And  horror's  dread  unmeaning  gaze, 

Mark  the  poor  ftatue  as  it  ftands. 
The  fimple  guardian  of  his  life 

Look'd  willful  for  the  tear  to  glid; ; 
But,  when  (he  law  his  tcarlefs  (li  i!e, 

bilcnt,  fhc  lent  him  one — and  d)'d. 
XXV. 
"  No  I  am  not  a  flicphcrd's  boy," 

Awaking  from  his  dream,  he  faid, 
•'  Ah,  where  is  now  the  promis'd  joy 

«•  Of  ihli  f— Igr  tvcr,  ever  CcJ  ! 


~-y<ouci 
"  O  pidure  d<^.  i ;or  her  lov'd  fake 

"  How  fondly  could  my  heart  bewail ! 
"  My  friendly  (bcpherdcfs,  O  wake, 

"  And  tell  mc  more  of  this  fad  talc. 

"  O  tell  me  more  of  this  fad  tale— 

"  No  ;  thou  enjoy  thy  gentle  fleep! 
"  And  I  will  go  to  Lothian's  vale, 

"  And  more  than  all  her  waters  weep." 
XXVI. 
Owen  to  Lothian's  vale  is  fled— 

Karl  Barnard's  lofty  towers  appear^ 
"  O  !  art  thou  there."  the  full  heart  faid, 

"  O  !  art  thou  tlicre,  my  parent  dear.'" 

Yes,  (he  is  there  :   from  Idle  ftate 
Oft  has  (lie  ftolc  her  hi  ur  to  weep  ; 

Think  how  (he  ''  by  thy  cradle  fat," 

And  how  (lie  "  fondly  faw  thee  flecp  *." 

Now  tries  his  trembling  hand  to  frame 

Full  many  a  tender  linf  of  love  ; 
And  dill  he  blots  the  part  nt's  name, 

For  that  he  fears  niiglt  fatal  prove. 
XXVII. 
O'er  a  fair  fountain's  fmiiing  fide 

Reclin'd  a  dim  lower,  clad  with  mofs, 
Where  every  bird  was  wont  to  bide. 

That  languifit'd  for  its  partner's  lofs. 

This  fcene  he  chnfe,  this  fcene  aiTign'd 

A  pauiu's  fiifl  embrace  to  wait. 
And  many  a  foft  fear  fill'd  his  mind, 

Anxious  for  his  fond  letter's  fate. 
The  hand  that  bore  thofe  lines  of  love. 

The  well-informing  bracelet  bore — 
Ah  !  may  tliey  not  unprofperous  prove  ! 

Ah  !   fafely  pafs  yon  dargerous  door  ! 
XXVIII. 
"  She  comes  not ;— can  (he  then  delay  ?" 

Cried  Uxe  fair  youth,  ar.d  dropt  a  tear— 
"  Whatever  filial  love  eou^d  fay, 

"  To  her  I  faid,  and  call'd  her  dear. 

"  She  comes — Oh!  No — encircled  round, 

"  'Tis  fome  ri.d.-  chief  with  many  a  fpcar. 
"  My  haplefs  tale  that  earl  has  found — 

"  A\\  me  !  my  heart ! — for  her  I  fear." 
His  tender  tale  that  earl  had  read, 

Or  ere  it  reach'd  his  lady's  eye. 
His  dark  brow  \^c.irsa  cloud  of  red. 

In  rage  he  deems  a  i  ival  nigh. 
XXiX. 
'Tis  o'er  thofe  locks  that  wav'd  in  gold. 

That  wiv'd  ado'.vn  thofe  cheeks  fo  fair, 
Wreath'd  in  the  gloomy  tyrant's  holJ, 

Hang  horn  the  fcver'd  head  ia  a'r. 

That  ftreaming  head  he  joys  to  bear 
111  horrid  guile  to  Lothian's  halls; 

Bids  his  grim  ruffians  place  it  there, 
Ercd  upon  the  frowning  walls. 

The  f.:tal  tokens  forth  he  drew — 

"  Know'ft  thou  thefe— J  lien  of  the  vale  :'' 
The  pichir'd  bracelet  (oon  (he  knew, 

And  loon  her  lovely  cheek  grew  pale.— 

The  trembling  vi(5lim  (Iraigbt  he  led. 
Ere  yet  her  foul's  lird  fear  was  o'er  • 

He  pointed  to  the  ghadly  head- 
She  faw — and  funk  to  rife  no  more. 

*See  the  amii/tt  ScoHifi  balUd (ailed  CHMcrrUe. 
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Thus  fung  the  youth,  amid  unfertile  wilds 
And  nameleis  cleierts,  unpoetic  ground  I 
Far  from  his  friends  he  ftray'd,  recording  thus 
The  dear  remeinbrance  of  his  native  fields. 
To  cheer  the  tedious  night ;  while  flow  difeafe 
Prey'd  on  his  pining  vitals,  and  the  blafts 
Of  dark  December  fliook  his  humble  cot. 
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The  few  melancholy  particulars  which  form  the  flender  liiftory  of  the  life  of  Bruce,  were  firit 
given  to  the  world  by  Logan,  the  editor  of  his  works;  and  have  fince  received  every  poflible  re- 
commendation and  embellifhment  from  the  elegant  pen  of  Lord  Craig,  one  of  the  judges  of  the 
Court  of  Seffion,  in  the  36th  number  of  the  "  Mirror." 

A  Ihort  life  paft  in  obfcurity,  and  in  the  fdent  acquifition  of  knowledge,  cannot  be  expeded  to  a- 
bound  in  vicifTitudes  or  occurrences  intercfting  to  curiofity  ;  but  particular  circumftances  may  exift,  to 
render  the  life  of  a  young  man  of  genius,  deprefTed  by  fituation,  and  afpiring  to  literature  and  to 
poetry  under  the  preffure  of  indigence,  peculiary  interefting  to  benevolence  and  to  learning. 

1'he  affetfting  and  well-written  paper  in  the  "  Mirror,"  attributed  to  Lord  Craig,  has  been  diftin- 
guilhed  by  the  moft  refpedable  hteraiy  journalifls  of  our  nation,  with  particular  marks  of  attention  ; 
a  circumftance  to  which,  befides  the  attraiSlion  between  good  writing  and  competent  judges,  it  is 
natural  to  fuppofe,  the  gratification  of  a  fenfibility  and  a  curiofity  common  to  the  liberal  and  inqui- 
fitive,  arifing  from  the  benevolent  attempt,  to  refcue  from  oblivion  the  name  and  writings  of  an. 
ingenious  and  amiable  young  poet,  contributed  in  no  inconfiderable  degree. 

The  fadts  flated  in  the  prefent  account,  are. partly  taken  from  the  brief  narrative  of  Logan,  and 
partly  from  information  furnilhed  by  his  relations,  and  colletSled  from  the  perifliing  remains  of  his 
cpiflolary  correfpondence,  communicated  to  the  prefent  writer,  by  the  kindnefs  of  the  Rev.  Dr. 
George  Baird,  Principal  of  the  Univerfity  of  Edinburgh. 

The  intelligence  which  he  has  obtained  is  general  and  fcanty ;  but  he  has  this  gratification  from 
producing  it,  that  it  gives  him,  at  once,  an  opportunity  of  refledling  on  the  liberal  and  friendly  af- 
fiftance  of  Dr.  Baird,  and  of  recording  his  cfteem  and  veneration  for  the  talents  and  virtues  of 
the  unfortunate  poet,  and  his  humane  and  benevolent  exertions  to  leffen  the  wants,  and  alleviate  the 
afflljftions  of  his  aged  mother,  which  deferve  a  more  ample  encomium  than  this  brief  memorial  can, 
beflow. 

Michael  Bruce  was  born  at  Kinnefswood,  in  the  parilli  of  Portmoak,  in  Kinrofsfhire,  March  zy. 
1746.  He  was  defcended  of  a  family,  in  no  refpcdl  illuflrious,  but  in  bearing  a  name  that  is  re- 
nowned by  the  valour  and  patriotifm  of  King  Robert  I,  and  diftinguifhed  by  the  tafle  and  fcience  of 
the  Houfe  of  Kinrofs.  ^is  father,  Alexander  Bruce,  was  by  trade  a  weaver,  who  inherited  nothing 
from  his  parents  but  their  piety,  induftry,  and  integrity,  for  which  he  was  diflinguiflied  among  his 
neighbours.  His  mother,  Anne  Bruce,  was  of  a  family  of  the  fame  rank  in  that  neighbourhood,  and 
remarkable  for  nothing  but  her  exemplary  prudence  and  frugality,  and  the  innocence  and  fimplicity 
of  her  manners.  They  had  eight  children,  of  whom  the  poet  was  the  fifth.  Of  thefe  eight  only- 
two  furvive ;  James,  a  weaver  in  Kinnefswood,  a  man  of  refpedable  characSter,  and  though  unedu- 
cated, not  unacquainted  with  books,  nor  v/ithout  a  tafte  for  metrical  compofition ;  and  Mary,  mar- 
ried to  one  Arnot  in  that  neighbourhood.    Both  parents  were  Seceders,  of  the  clafs  called  Burghers. 

The  firft  years  of  his  life  did  not  pafs  without  diftiniflion.  He  very  early  difcovered  a  genius  fu- 
perior  to  the  common,  which  his  parents  had  the  penetration  to  difcern,  and  the  merit  to  improve, 
by  giving  him  a^polite  and  liberal  education. 

The  delicacy  of  his  conftitution,  which  was  remarkable  from  his  earliefl  years,  and  the  uncommon 
proficiency  which  he  made  in  the  learning  taught  at  the  fchool  of  the  village,  probably  determined- 
them  to  educate  him  for  the  clerical  profeffion  ;  an  objeift  of  common  a^nbition  among  perfons  of  in- 
ferior rank  in  North  Britain,  and  for  which,  it  may  be  fyppofed,  their  piculiar  impreffions  cf  re•^ 
ligion  gave  them  a  ftrcng  prcdikdion. 
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After  paflliig  througli  tlie  ufiial  courfc  of  fchool  cJucition  at  rortmoat,  anJ  the  neighbouring  town 
of  Kinrofs,  he  was  fcnt,  in  1762,  to  the  Univcrfuyof  KJinburgh,  where  he  applied  himfelf,  during 
tlie  four  fuccecding  years,  to  the  feveral  branches  of  literature  and  philofophy,  with  remaikabk  al- 
ftJuity  and  fuccefs.  Of  the  Latin  and  Oreek  languages  he  acquired  a  mafterly  knowledge  ;  and  he 
made  eminent  progrcfs  in  metaphyfics,  niadiematics,  and  moral  and  natural  philofophy.  But  the 
Belles  Lettrcs  was  his  favourite  purfuit,  anil  poetry  his  darling  ftu>ly.  The  poets  weie  his  perpetual 
companions.  He  read  their  works  with  avidity,  and  with  a  congenial  cnthufiafni.  He  caught  their 
fpirit  as  well  as  their  manner,  and  though  he  fometimes  imitated  their  ftylc,  he  was  a  poet  from  in- 
fpiration.  Nature  had  tuned  his  ear  to  harmony,  and  fown  the  feeds  of  poetital  cnthuGalhi  in  his 
mind. 

Before  he  left  fchool,  he  gave  evident  figr.s  of  a  propcnfity  to  the  ftudy  of  poetry,  in  which  lie  was 
greatly  encouraged,  from  an  acquaintance  whicli  he  had  contrafted,  when  very  young,  with  Mr. 
Cavid  Arnot  of  Portmoak,  the  patron  and  director  of  his  youthful  iludies. 

Mr.  Arnot  cultivated  a  fmall  farm,  on  the  banks  ofLochleven,  which  he  inherited  from  his 
jrtircnts,  and  is  now  pofTefTed  by  his  fon.  He  was  a  man  of  excellent  fenfe  and  piety,  and  had  a 
cultivated  tafte,  and  an  acquaintance  with  clafTical  learning,  mora!  philofophy,  poetry,  and  criticifm, 
itiuch  fupcrior  to  his  opportunities  of  improvement,  and  his  rank  in  life.  He  gave  his  young  friend 
tlie  firft  perception  of  good  poetry,  by  putting  into  his  hands  the  "  Paradife  Loft"  of  Milton,  the 
"  Seafons"  of  Thomfon,  the  poems  of  Pope,  and  the  dramas  of  Shakfpeare. 

Bcfides  the  advantage  of  fo  intelligent  and  finccre  an  advifcr  as  Mr.  Arnot,  he  had  formed  an  ac- 
quaintance with  Mr.  David  Pearfon,  of  Eafter  Balgeedic,  a  village  adjoining  to  Kinncfswood,  a  man 
of  ftrong  parts,  and  of  a  ferious,  contempbtive,  and  inquifitive  turn,  who  had  improved  his  mind  by 
ri  diligent  and  ff/litary  perufal  of  fucli  books  as  came  within  hi,  reach ;  and,  having  a  peculiar  prc- 
dilc(5tion  for  that  branch  of  ftudy  which  foon  became  the  favourite  objeA  of  his  purfuit,  contributed 
Hot  a  little  to  lead  him  to  the  love  of  reading  and  the  ftudy  of  poetry.  This  worthy  and  refpcdlable 
tnan  is  now  living  at  Eafter-Balgeedie. 

In  the  company  of  Arnot  and  Pearfon,  he  palTed  much  of  his  time  in  the  country,  and  to  them, 
from  time  to  time,  he  imparted  the  occalional  fallies  of  his  genius,  receiving  from  them  fuch  advice 
as  tended  greatly  to  ripen  liis  judgment,  and  improve  his  natural  taftc  for  metrical  compofition. 

Among  the  companions  of  his  youthful  and  clafTical  ftudies,  he  lived  in  habits  of  the  moft  familiar 
intimacy  with  Air.  George  Henderfon,  and  a  Mr.  Dryburgh ;  young  men  of  ingenuity  and  ability, 
-whofe  kinuncfi  fupplied  him  with  books,  and  whofe  convcrfation  improved  his  powers,  that  were 
liow  gradually  expanding.  Mr.  Dryburgh  went  before  Jiim  in  November  1766.  Mr.  Henderfon 
became  afterwards  a  clergyman,  of  the  Burgher  denomination,  at  Glafgow,  and  died  in  1793. 

Goon  after  his  Coming  to  Edinburgh,  he  contracted  an  acquaintance  with  Logan,  then  a  ftudent  at 
the  Univcrfity.  A  fimilarity  of  taftc,  and  of  purfuits,  foon  brought  on  an  intimacy  between  thefc 
two  poets,  which  continued  without  abatement  till  the  death  of  Bruce. 

While  he  was  profecuting  his  favourite  ftudies,  and  improving  his  tafte,  he  fcems  to  have  felt  in 
common  with  thofe  who  pofTefs  a  genius,  of  which  imagination  and  feeling  are  the  ftrongeft  charac- 
tcrillics,  tliat  penfivc  melancholy,  which  is  ever  attendant  upon  poetical  enthufiafm,  and  frequently 
the  concomitant  of  the  bcft  difpofition  and  principle;,  and  the  certain  teft  of  a  generous  and  fuf- 
ceptible  heart,  confcious  of  reftitude  of  condud;  and  nnmcritcd  adverfity. 

His  letters  from  Edinlnirgh  to  Mr.  Arnot,  in  176-;,  written  chiefly  as  cxcrcifesin  the  compofition 
of  Latin,  contain  feveral  rclledlions  of  a  folemn  and  ferious  caft.  In  a  letter  to  him,  dated  Nov.  27. 
1764,  he  thus  indulges  a  train  of  thought,  produced  by  adverfe  circumftances,  but  tempered  by  a 
rational  piety.  "  I  daily  meet  with  proofs,  that  money  is  a  ncceffary  evil.  When  in  an  auflion  I 
often  fay  to  myfelf,  how  happy  fhould  I  hi  if  I  had  money  to  purchafc  fuch  a  book !  How  well 
iliould  my  library  be  furnifhed,  nij'i  ohjl.tt  res  angvfia  domif 

]My  lot  forbids — nor  circumfcribes  alone 
Mygi'ov.'ing  virtues,  but  my  crimes  confines. 

"  Whether  any  virtues  (hould  have  accompanied  me  in  a  more  elevated  ftation  is  uncertain;  but 
th.t  a  number  of  vices  of  whicii  my  fphcre  is  Incapable,  would  havj  been  its  attendants,  is  unqucP 
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tirinable.  TIi?  Sapreme  Wifdom  has  feen  this  meet,  and  the  Supreme  Wifdorti  capnct  err."  In  the 
fame  letter  he  writes  him,  "  I  am  entered  to  the  Hebrew  and  Natural  Philofophy.  The  Hebrew 
feems  to  be  a  very  dry  and  dull  ftudy,  as  well  as  difficult."  Of  the  ftutly  of  Natural  Philofophy,  he 
fpeaks  more  favourably ;  but  complains,  with  the  eagernefs  of  youthful  curiolity,  of  the  difpropor- 
tionate  length  of  the  preliminary  le(5lures. 

In  Dec.  12.  1754,  he  writes  him,  "  I  am  in  health,  excepting  a  kind  of  fettled  melancholy  (for 
which  I  cannot  account),  which  has  feized  on  my  fpirits." 

During  the  fame  feffion  of  the  College,  he  writes  him,  March  jy.  dies  ?iatalis,  1755,  "  I  am  in  great 
concern  juft  now  for  a  fchool.  When  I  was  over  laft,  there  was  a  propofal  made  by  fome  people  of 
thefe  parts  to  keep  one  at  Gairny-Bridge.  What  it  may  turn  out  to,  I  cannot  telL"  The  poftfcript 
to  this  letter  is  remarkable,  as  it  Ibows  his  extreme  delicacy  in  avoiding  any  occafion  of  offending  the 
leligious  prejudices  of  his  parents.  "  I  aik  your  pardon  for  the  trouble  I  have  put  you  to  by  thefe 
books  I  have  fent.  The  fear  of  a  difcovery  made  me  choofe  this  method.  I  have  fent  Shakfpeare's 
Works,  i  vols.  Pope's  Works,  4  vols,  and  Fontenelle's  "  Plurality  of  Worlds." 

In  iMarch  1765,  he  wrote  an  Elegy  on  the  Death  of  Mr.  M'Eiveti,  a  refpeclable  Burgher  clergy- 
man, author  of  a  "  Treatife  on  the  Scripture  Types,"  and  "  Eflays  on  Various  Subjefts,"  well  known 
in  the  religious  world.  At  the  end  of  the  feffion,  the  fcheme  of  provifion,  that  was  planned  for  him, 
was  accomplilhed  ;  and,  during  the  fummer,  he  taught  the  fchool  at  Gairny-Bridge,  near  Kinrofs, 
kept  for  the  education  of  the  children  of  fome  farmers  in  the  neighbourhood,  who  allowed  him  his 
board  and  a  fmall  falary^ 

At  this  place  he  wrote  his  beautiful  Monody  to  ths  Memory  ofWilUam  Arnot,,  fon  of  his  friend 
Mr.  Arnot,  a  boy  of  an  amiable  difpofition,  and  of  very  promifing  abilities.  The  original  manufcrlpt, 
now  lying  before  the  prefent  writer,  is  prefaced  by  the  following  manly  letter  to  Mr.  Arnot,  dated 
Gairny-Bridge,  May  29.  1765.  "  Walking  lately  by  the  church-yard  at  your  town,  which  infpires  a 
kind  of  vendration  for  our  anceftors,  I  was  ftruck  with  thefe  beautiful  lines  of  Mr.  Gray,  in  his "  Eie-. 
gy  written  in  a  Country  Church-yai-d." 

Perhaps  in  this  tieglecl^d  fpot  is  laid 

Some  heart  once  pregnant  with  celeftial  fire, 

"  And  immediately  I  called  to  mind  your  fon,  vvhofe  memory  will  be  ever  dear  unto  me  ;  and  tvitli 
tefpedl  to  that  place,  put  the  fuppofition  out  of  doUbt.  I  wrote  the  moft  part  of  this  poem  the  fame 
day  ;  which  I  (hould  be  very  forry  if  you  look  upon  as  a  piece  of  flattery.  I  know  you  are  above 
flattery  ;  and  if  I  know  any  thing  of  my  own  mind,  1  am  fo  too.  It  is  the  language  of  the  heart.  I 
think  a  lie  in  veirfe  and  profe  the  fame.  The  verfificatibri  is  irregular,  in  imitation  of  Milton's  Ly- 
cidas." 

About  this  time,  he  probably  wrote  his  Alexis,  a  paftoral ;  in  which  he  celebrates,  linder  the  name 
oi  Eumelia,  an  amiable  young  woman,  the  daughter  of  the  perfon  with  whoiti  he  refided  at  Gairny- 
IBridge,  whofe  modeft  beauty,  and  artlefs  fimplicity,  had  made  an  imprefficn  on  his  fufceptJble  heart. 
She  is  likewife  celebrated  under  the  name  oi  Peggy,  in  a  Pajioral  Song,  to  the  tune  of  "  The  Yel- 
low-Hair'd  Laddie,"  and  a  fong  called  Lochleven  no  more,  in  imitation  of  "Lochaberno  more," 
printed  in  the  "  Edinburgh  Magazine,''  She  had  been  for  fome  time  his  fcholar ;  and  is  ntjw  living. 

In  the  beginning  of  the  feffion  of  the  College,  1765.175c),  he  became  a  Student  of  Divinity,  as  ap- 
pears by  Mr.  Arnot's  letter  to  him,  dated  Portmoak,  Nov.  21,  1755,  in  which  he  "  congratulates 
him  on  his  undertaking  a  fecond  degree  of  probation,  and  wiflies  him  the  beft  fuccefs,  as  you  have," 
he  fays,  ''  one  of  the  beft  fubjefts  for  exerciling  your  geniu*,  and  giving  proof  of  your  talents." 
And  adds,  "  I  hope,  if  opportunity  be  given,  to  have  an  odlavo  leaf  of  ariy  reriiarkables  .1  can  colledt 
on  it,  'twixt  this  and  your  return.  You'll  undoubtedly  knovv  the  form  of  fuch  esercifes,  and  ac^ 
cordingly  you'll  be  doing  your  beft."  The  fuccefs  of  his  theological  exercifes  is  not  known. 

In  the  Summer  1766,  he  quitted  the  fchool  at  Gairny-Bridge,  fo?  one  at  a  place  called  Forrefl^ 
Mill,  near  Alloa,  in  Clackmannanfliire,  in  which  he  appears  to  have  met  with  lefs  encouragement 
than  he  expeded. 

"  What  I  enjoyed  of  any  thing,"  he  writes  Mr.  Arnot,  July  2S.  i~i^<i,  "  was  always  in  the  hope 
pf  it.    X  expeded  to  be  happy  here,  but  I  am  not ;  and  my  fang  une  hopes  are  the  reafon  of  mr  dii^ 
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appointment.  The  eafieft  part  of  my  life  is  palt,  and  I  was  never  happy  ■  Things  are  net  very 
well  in  this  world  ;  but  they  are  pretty  well ;  they  might  have  been  worfe,  and  as  they  are,  may 
pleafe  us,  who  have  but  a  few  fliort  days  to  ufe  them.  This  fccne  of  aiTairs,  though  a  very  perplexed, 
is  a  very  fliort  one;  and  in  a  little  all  will  be  cleared  up.  Let  us  endeavour  to  pleafe  Cod,  our  fel- 
low creatures,  and  ourfelves.  In  fuch  a  courfe  of  life,  we  fliall  be  as  happy  as  we  can  be  in  fuch  a 
world  as  this.  Thus  you,  who  cultivate  your  farm  with  your  own  hands,  and  I,  who  teach  a  dozen 
b)ockhead>  for  bread,  may  be  happier  than  he,  who,  having  more  than  he  can  ufe,  tortures  hi:,  brain 
to  invent  new  methods  of  killinjr  himfelf  with  the  fuperfluity." 

At  this  i)lace,  he  began  and  finilhed  his  poem  called  LochU'ven ;  of  which  he  gives  the  following 
humorous  account  to  Mr.  Arnot,  in  the  letter  above  quoted.  "  I  have  wrote  a  few  lines  of  a  de- 
fcriptive  ])otm,  cui  titiilus  eji,  Lochleven  ;  you  may  remember  you  hinted  fuch  a  thing  to  me  ;  fo  fr 
have  let  about  it,  and  you  may  expert  a  dedication.  I  hope  it  will  foon  be  finiflied,  as  I  every  week 
add  two  lines,  blot  out  fix,  a«d  alter  eight.     You  fliall  hear  the  plan  when  I  know  it  myfclf." 

Of  fome  part  of  the  fcenery  oi  Lochleven,  he  gives  the  following  account  in  a  letter  to  Mr; 
^earfon,  Dec.  7.  1766.  "  On  the  day  before  St.  Luke's  fair  in  Kinrofs,  I  made  a  voyage  to  the  Incb 
of  Lorhle'ven,  that  being  the  time,  you  know,  at  which  they  bring  the  cattle  out  of  it.  The  middle 
and  highcft  part  of  it,  is  covered  with  ruins.  The  foundations  arc  vifible  enough,  and  it  feems  to 
have  been  a  very  l.irge  building.  The  whole  is  divided  into  a  great  many  little  ftjuares,  from  which 
it  appears  not  an  iinplaufiblc  conjecfture,  that  not  only  a  church,  as  they  tell  us,  but  a  monaftery  had 
ftood  in  it.  To  the  weftward  of  this,  and  in  the  lower  ground,  a  deep  dyke,  in  the  form  of  a  trench, 
is  cut  on  the  north  and  eaft  fides  of  a  plain  piece  of  ground,  not  unlike  a  bowling-green.  I  can  give 
no  gucfs  at  the  ufe  of  this,  though  it  evidently  appears  to  be  the  work  of  art.  I  fought  among  the 
ruins,'  and  on  the  Hone  of  the  little  houfe  which  Hands  in  it,  for  fome  marks  or  infcriptions,  but  to  no 
purpofe.  I  could  find  nothing  farther  to  aflift  my  conjertures.  I  would  have  examined  [a  •word  ii 
ivantiiig  here  in  the  MS.'\,  had  not  the  fifliers  been  in  fuch  a  hurry  to  be  gone.  They  who 
cHjnfider  it  in  no  other  view,  than  as  capable  of  feeding  a  dozen  or  fourteen  cattle,  when  their  work 
was  over,  would  not  ftay  a  minute  longer,  had  it  been  to  difcover  the  great  toe  of  St.  I\Ioak,  wlio  is  ] 
buried  there.  My  defcription  of  it,  in  the  poem  Locble-jen  (which  by  the  by  is  now  finiflied),  runs 
tlius  : 

Fronting  where  Gairny  pours  his  filent  flreiJm 

Into  the  lake,  an  ifland  lifts  its  head, 

Grally  and  wild,  &.c. 

The  poem  is  addreflcd  to  Mr.  Arnot,  whofe  charadler  he  has  drawn  to  great  advantage,  under 
the  name  of  Agricola, 

-The  wife,  the  good, 


iiv  nature  formed  for  the  calm  retreat ; 

The  filent  path  of  life,  learn'd,  but  not  fraught 

\Vith  felf-importance 

Enrunour'd  ol  tlie  fliade,  but  not  morofe. 

Politcnefs,  rais'd  in  courts  by  frugal  rules. 

With  him  fpontaneous  grows.     Not  books  alone, 

P.'it  man  his  Itudy,  and  the  better  part ; 

To  tread  tht-  ways  of  virtue,  and  to  adt 

'1  he  various  fcenes  of  life  with  God"s  npplaufe. 

He  Is  fuppoied  to  have  commemorated  his  friend  Henderfon  in  the  following  lincfr,  under  the  namr 
of  Lielius. 

Nor  fliall  the  mufe  forget  thy  friendly  heart, 
O  Lirliiis .'   partner  of  my  youthful  hours  : 
llow  often,  rifingfrom  the  bed  tjf  peace, 
We  would  walk  forth  to  meet  the  I'ummer  mom. 
Inhaling  health,  and  liarniony  of  mind  ; 
Philofophers  and  friends 

He  alludes,  very  pathetically,  to  the  unfavourable  circumftances  in  which  it  was  Writtet),  in  the. 
/•Iloftiog  line?,  at  the  conclufion  : 

Thus  lung  the  youth,  amid  unfertile  wilds, 
And  namdefsdeferts,  unpcctic  ground  [ 
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Far  from  his  friends  he  ftray'd,  recording  thus 

Tlie  dear  remembrance  of  his  native  fields, 

To  cheer  the  tedious  niglu  ;  while  flow  difeafe 

Prey'd  on  his  pining  vitals,  and  the  blafts 

Of  dark  December  ihook  his  humble  cot. 
In  Novemberi765,  he  loft  his  friend  Dryburgh.  In  the  conclufion  of  a  letter  to  Mr.  Pear- 
fon,  Nov.  20.  accompanied  by  fome  lines  to  Dr.  Millar,  written  for  him  in  teftimony  of  his 
gratitude,  on  his  recovery  from  ficknefs ;  he  cxprefles  his  feelings  on  this  mournful  event  in  a  flrain 
©f  exquifite  tenderncfs,  and  fublime  piety  :  "  I  have  not  many  friends,  but  I  love  them  well.  Scarce 
one  enjoys  the  fmiles  of  this  world  in  every  refped ;  and  in  every  friend  I  fuifer.  Death  has  been 
among  the  few  I  have.  Poor  Dryburgh  !  but  he's  happy.  I  expected  to  have  been  his  companion 
through  life,  and  that  we  fhould  have  ftept  into  the  grave  together.  But  Heaven  has  feen  meet  to 
difpofe  of  him  otherwife. — What  think  you  of  this  world  ?  I  think  it  is  very  little  worth.  You  and 
I  have  not  a  great  deal  to  make  us  fond  of  it.  And  yet  I  would  not  change  my  condition  with  the 
mod  wealthy  unfeeling  fool  in  the  univerfe,  if  I  were  to  have  his  dull  hard  heart  into  the  bargain.^ — 
Farewell,  my  rival  in  immortal  hope!  my  companion  (I  truft)  for  eternity.  Though  far  diftant,  I 
take  thee  to  my  heart.  Souls  fufFer  no  feparation  from  the  obftrudion  of  matter  or  diftance  of  place. 
Oceans  may  roll  between  us,  and  climates  interpofe  in  vain.  The  whole  material  creation  is  no  bar 
to  the  winged  mind.  Farewell,  through  bou^.dlefs  ages,  fare  thou  well.  May'ft  thou  fhine  when 
the  fun  is  darkened.  May'ft  thou  live  and  triumph  when  time  expires.  It  is  at  leaft  pofiible  we 
may  meet  no  more  in  this  foreign  land,  this  gloomy  apartment  of  the  univerfe  of  God.  But  there 
is  a  better  world  in  which  we  may  meet  to  part  no  more.     Adieu  !" 

In  a  letter  to  Mr.  Pcarlbn,  dated  December  24,  he  laments  his  feclufion  from  the  world,  and  re- 
fledis  on  the  hardfhips  which  poverty  laid  on  his  delicate  frame,  and  too  fufceptible  mind,  in  a 
flrain  of  tender  melancholy,  which  cannot  fail  to  awaken  the  fympatTiy  of  every  reader  of  fenCbi- 
lity.  "  It  is  more  than  probable,  the  next  you  receive  from  me  (if  ever  you  receive  another),  will 
bear  date  1767,  I  can  remember,  I  could  wrice  (or  at  leaft  fcratch)  my  name  with  the  year  1752^ 
In  that  year  1  learnt  the  elements  of  pencraft ;  and  it  is  now  fourteen  years  fmce  ;  a  goodly  term  for 
one  to  be  a  fcholar  all  that  time.  And  what  have  I  learned  ?  Much  that  I  need  to  unlearn  ;  and  I 
have  need  that  one  fhould  teach  me  this— tliat  I  know  nothing. — 1  lead  a  melancholy  kind  of  life  in 
this  place.  I  am  not  fond  of  company.  But  it  is  not  good  that  a  man  be  ftill  alone.  ,  And  Jiere  I 
can  liave  no  company,  but  what  is  worfe  than  folitude.  If  I  had  not  a  lively  imagination,  I  believe 
1  flaould  fall  into  a  ftate  of  ftupidity  and  delirium.  I  have  fome  evening  fcholars;  the  attending  on 
whom,  though  few,  fo  fatigues  me,  that  the  reft  of  the  night  1  am  quite  dull  and  low-fpirited.  Yet 
I  have  fome  lucid  intervals,  in  the  time  of  which  I  can  ftudy  pretty  well.'' 

In  the  autumn  1766,  his  conftitution,  which  was  ill  calculated  to  encounter  the  aufterities  of  his 
native  climate,  the  exertions  of  daily  labour,  and  the  rigid  frugality  of  humble  life,  began  vifihly  tf> 
decline.  Towards  the  end  of  the  year,  his  ill  health,  aggravated  by  the  indigence  of  his  fitnation, 
and  the  want  of  thofe  comforts  and  conveniences  wliich  might  have  foftered  a  delicate  frame,  to  ma- 
turity and  length  of  days,  terminated  in  a  deep  confumptiou. 

During  the  winter,  he  quitted  his  employment  at  Forreft-Mill,  and  with  it  all  hopes  of  life,  and 
returned  to  his  native  village,  to  receive  thofe  attentions  and  confolatir'ns  which  his  fituation  required, 
from  the  anxiety  of  parental  affcdlion,  and  the  fympathy  of  friendfhip.  Convinced  of  the  hopelefs 
nature  of  his  difeafe,  and  feeling  hiinfelf  every  day  declining,  he  contemplated  the  approaches  of  death 
with  calmnefs  and  refignation,  and  continued  at  intervals  to  compofe  verfes,  and  to  correfpond  with 
his  friends. 

Kis  laft  letter  to  Mr.  Pearfon  (a  copy  of  which  is  preferved  in  the  hand-writing  of  Mr.  Birrel), 
concludes  with  an  AlL-gorlcal  Defcripfwn  nf  Hinnan  Life,  at  once  fo  beautiful  and  fo  intercfting,  that 
it  is  impoflible  to  avoid  tranfcribing  it.     It  ftrongly  reminds  us  of  Addifon's  "  Vifion  of  Mirza.'' 

"  If  morning  dreams  prefage  approaching  fate. 

And  morning  dreams,  as  poets  tell,  are  true ; 
Led  by  pale  ghofls,  I  enter  death's  dark  gate. 

And  bid  this  life,  and  all  the  world,  adieu  ! 

"  A  few  mornings  ago,  as  I  was  taking  my  walk  on  an  eminence,  which  commands  a  view  of  the 
Ferthj  with  the  veflels  failing  along,  I  fat  down,  and  taJUfig  out  my  Latin  Bible,  opened  by  accideur: 

S  iij 
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at  a  place  in  the  book  of  Job,  ix.  25.  *'  Now  my  days  arc  paffcd  away  as  the  fwift  fliips.''  Shutting 
the  book,  I  fell  a  mufiiig  on  tliis  affccliiig  comparifon.     Whether  the  following  liappcaed  to  mc  in  a 

dream  or  waking  reverie,  I  cannot  tell hut,  I  fancied  myfcif  on  the  bank  of  a  river,  or  fea,  tlic 

oppofitc  fide  of  wliich  was  hid  from  view,  being  involved  in  clouds  of  mift.  On  the  (here  flood  a 
multitude,  which  no  man  could  number,  waiting  for  palTage.  I  faw  a  great  many  (hips  taking  in  paf- 
fengers,and  fcvcral  pcrfoiis  going  about  in  the  garb  of  pilots  ofTeriiig  their  fcrvice.  Being  ignorant 
and  curious  to  know  what  all  thelc  things  meant,  I  applied  to  a  grave  old  man  who  flood  by,  giving 
inftru<3ion»  to  the  departing  paflengcis.  His  name,  1  rerneiiibcr,  was  the  Gnii/i  of  Hum^n  Life.  "  My 
fon,"  faid  he,  "  you  Aand  on  the  banks  of  the  Ihcam  of  'Tunc ,  all  thefc  people  are  bound  for  Eternity, 
that  nndifcovered  country  from  whence  no  traveller  ever  returns.  The  country  is  very  large,  and  di- 
vided into  two  parts;  the  one  is  called  the  Laud  of  Glory,  the  other  the  Kingdom  cf  Darknefi.  The 
names  of  thcfe  in  the  garb  of  pilots,  arc,  RJigion,  Firiuf,  PU.furt.  They  who  arc  fo  wife  as  to 
choofe  Religion  for  their  guide,  have  a  fafc,  though  frequently  a  rough  pafTagt ;  they  are  at  laft  land- 
ed in  the  happy  climes,  where  fighing  and  forrow  for  ever  fly  away  ;  they  have  hkewife  a  fccondary 
diredlor,  Virtue ;  but  there  is  a  fpurious  Virtue  who  pretends  to  govern  by  hinifelf;  but  the  wretches 
who  truft  to  him,  as  well  as  thofc  whq  have  Pleafure  for  their  pilot,  are  cither  ftiipwreckcd,  or  caft 
away  on  the  Kingdom  of  Darknefi.  But  the  veffel  in  which  you  muft  embark,  approaches;  you  muft 
begone  ;  remember  what  depends  upon  your  condud." — No  fooncr  had  he  left  me,  than  1  found  my- 
felt  furroundcd  by  thofe  pilots  I  mentioned  before;  immediately  I  forgot  all  that  the  old  man  faid  to 
me;  and,  fcduced  by  the  fair  promifes  of  Fhajur:,  chcle  him  for  my  director;  we  weighed  anchor 
with  a  fair  gale,  th'j  fky  ferenc,  the  fea  calm;  innumeri.ble  little  ifles  lifted  their  green  heads  around 
us,  covered  with  trees  in  full  hlofTum  ;  difToKcd  in  l^upiJ  mirth,  we  were  carried  on,  regardlefs  of 
the  pall,  of  the  future  unmindful.  On  a  fjddea,  uhc  fky  was  darkened,  the  winds  roared,  the  fcas 
raged,  red  rofe  the  fand  from  the  bottom  of  the  troubled  deep,  the  angel  of  the  waters  lifted  up  his 
voice.  At  that  inllant  a  ftrong  fhip  pafled  by ;  I  faw  Religion  at  the  helm ;  "  Come  out  from  among 
them,"  he  cried,  f  and  a  fev/  others  threw  ourfelves  out  into  his  fliip.  The  wretches  we  left  were 
now  tofTed  on  the  fwelling  deep,  the  waters  on  every  fide  poured  through  the  riven  velTel ;  they 
curfed  the  J.ord  ;— when  lo!  a  fiend  rofe  from  the  deep,  and  in  a  voice  hkc  diftant  thunder,  thus 
Ipoke,  '•  1  am  Abaddon,  the  firfl-born  of  Death,  ye  arc  my  prey,  open  thou  abyfs  to  receive  them." 
As  he  thus  fpoke,  they  funk,  and  the  waves  clofed  over  their  heads.  The  ftorm  was  turned  into  a  calm, 
and  we  heard  a  voice  faying,  "  Fear  not,  I  am  with  you  ;  when  you  pafs  through  the  waters,  they  Ihall 
not  overflov/  you."  Our  hearts  v.'ere  filled  with  joy  ;  I  was  engaged  in  dii'courfe  with  one  of  my  new 
companions,  when  one  from  the  top  of  the  mart,  cried  out,  "  Courage,  my  friends,  I  fee  the  fair  liaven, 
the  land  that  is  yet  afar  off."  Looking  up,  1  found  it  was  a  certain  friend,  who  had  mounted  up  fpr 
the  beneht  of  cojitemplating  the  country  before  him  ;  upon  feeing  you,  I  was  fo  afTedlcd,  I  ftaricd 
and  awaked.     Farewell!  my  .friend,  farewell !"' 

He  lingered  through  the  v/inter ;  and  in  the  fpring,  he  wrote  an  iltgy  on  his  own  approaching 
death,  in  which  he  infcrtcQ  the  ftanza  above  quoted,  with  fome  alterations.  This  was  the  laft  com- 
pcfitlon  he  lived  to  finifli.  By  degrees  his  weaknefs  increaftd,  till  he  was  worn  gradually  away; 
and  he  expired  July  6.  I767.  in  the  21ft  year  of  his  age.  His  life  was  innocent,  and  his  end  pious. 
His  father  furvivcd  him  ic\  *..l  ycar.s  His  mother  is  now  living  in  the  86th  ye.-.r  of  her  age.  Weigh- 
ed down  by  accumulated  dillrclTes,  fhc  ftill  cherifhes  his  memory  with  tendeinefs,  and  derives  a  kind 
ox  mournful  conlolation  from  the  occafional  bounty  of  fome  gtntknjen,  who  were  warm  admirers 
of  Jiis  merit. 

Soon  after  his  death,  his  porms  were  fuhjctSlcd  to  fhc  rcvifal  and  corrcJtion  of  his  friend  Logan, 
who  gave  them  to  the  world  in  a  fmall  duodecimo  volume,  intituled,  Poivts  on  Several  Occaficm,  by 
Jlliftad  Bruce,  printed  at  Edinburgh  in  1770,  probably  by  fubfcription,  as  it  was  not  advertifed  for 
fale,  with  a  preface,  r.outaining  a  fbort  account  of  his  life  and  charadtcr. 

It  is  remarkable,  that  no  accouut  is  giveu  in  the  preface,  of  the  ftatc  in  which  the  poem'  came  in- 
to the  editor's  polleflion,  nor  of  the  procefs  which  he  obfervcd  in  preparing  them  for  publication. 

As  the  pra».1ice  of  making  cnc  writer  fpeak  hy  the  fenfe  of  another,  has  a  tendency  to  confound 
the  claims  of  individual  merit,  it  i>  to  be  regretted,  that  Logan  withheld  from  the  public  ay  r,cc>)un^ 
of  the  fharc  which  he  had  iii  the  publicatiun. 
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According  to  the  information  of  Br.  Baird,  the  ballad  of  Sir  James  the  l?of<,  and  the  ftory  of 
l,omond  and  Le'viitj,  in  the  poem  Lochleven,  are  fuppofed  to  have  received  confiderable  additions  and 
cmbellifhments  frf>m  the  pen  of  Logan  ;  and  it  muft  not  be  concealed,  that  in  a  MS.  copy  of  Loch- 
levin,  in  Dr.  Baird's  pofleflion,  this  fi6litious  incident,  as  it  now  flands,  appears  to  have  received  an 
addition  of  about  200  lines.  If  this  copy  received  the  laft  revifion  of  Bruce,  the  evidence  of  the  fup- 
pofed interpolation  might  be  admiffible  ;  but,  as  it  is  not  faid  to  be  the  identical  copy  given  to  Logan, 
and  as  the  additions  are  fo  confonant  to  the  ftyle  of  the  poem,  it  is  probable  that  the  fupplemental  tines 
might  be  the  refult  of  a  fubfequent  revifion.  Sir  James  the  Rifs  was  printed  in  a  new^fpaper  in 
Bruce's  life-time ;  and,  according  to  the  information  of  a  friend  who  faw  it  forae  years  ago,  in  the 
pofTeffion  of  a  lady,  it  is  not  remarkably  different  from  the  ballad  as  it  Hands  in  Logan's  edition. 

"  To  make  up  a  mifcellany,"  fays  the  preface,  "  fome  poems  wrote  by  different  authors,  are  in- 
ferted,  all  of  tliem  originals,  and  none  of  them  deflitute  of  merit.  The  reader  of  tafte  wilt  cafily 
diftinguifh  them  from  tliofe  of  Mr.  Bruce,  without  their  being  particularifed  by  any  mark," 

The  propriety  of  unitiijg  the  poems  of  Bruce,  and  the  "  poems  of  different  authors,"  in  the  fame 
publication,  may  be  reafonably  doubted;  efpecially  as  they  have  no  apparent  refemblance  or  poetical 
relation  ;  but,  undoubtedly,  the  pieces  belonging  to  Bruce  ought  to  have  been  diflinguifhed  by  fome 
particular  mark;  for  the  internal  evidence,  as  the  prefent  writer  has  experienced  in  feveral  influnces, 
is  a  fallacious  and  uncertain  ditlinftion. 

Of  this  poetical  mifcellany.  The  Eagle,  Croiv,  and  Shepherd,  a  fable  ;  Alexis,  a  pajlornl ;  Daphnls,  a  mo- 
nody ;  Anacreor,tic  to  a  Wafp  ;  The  JVLouJtad ;  Lochle-ven,  and  the  Elegy  "written  in  Spring, — are  the  Only 
pieces  which  Dr.  Baird  affigns  to  Bruce.  The  prefent  writer  has  ventured  to  give  him  A  Pajloral  Song-, 
and  Sir  James  the  JRcfs,  upon  evidence  Vv'hich  Dr.  Baird  admits,  with  fome  exceptions  in  favour  of 
Logan  ;  and  he  is  unwilling  to  deprive  him  of  the  Danljh  Odes,  which  have  exceeding  merit,  and  have 
not  been  claimed  by  Logan.  The  "  Ode  to  a  Cuckoo,"  and  the  "  Chorus  of  Elyiian  Bards,"  were 
contributed  by  Logan.  The  «'  Vernal  Ode"  is  attributed  to  the  late  Sir  James  Foulis,  Bart,  of  Col- 
lington.     Of  the  remaining  pieces  the  authors  are  unknown. 

The  attention  of  the  public  having  been  called  to  this  colleiSlion,  by  Lord  Craig,  In  the  "  Mirror" 
1779,  it  was  reprinted  in  i2mo,  1784.  A  new  edition,  including  feveral  of  his  unpubliflied  pieces, 
which  had  not  been  fubmitted  to  the  infpe(5lion  of  Logan,  A  Poem  on  the  Immortality  of  the  Soul,  Phi- 
lodes,  an  elegy.  The  Vanity  cf  our  Dcfire  of  Imtnortallty,  A  Story  in  the  Eafsrn  Manner,  'iSc.  is  now  print- 
ing at  Edinburgh,  for  tlie  benefit  of  his  mother,  under  the  fuperintendence  of  Dr.  Baird.  A  fub- 
fcription  has  been  opened  for  that  purpofe  ;  and  there  feems  little  doubt,  from  the  zeal  with  which 
individuals,  prompted  at  once  by  benevolence,  and  the  adiniration  of  genius,  have  come  forward, 
that  a  fnm  will  be  raifed  ec[ual  to  the  old  woman's  comfortable  maintenance  during  the  latter  days 
of  her  life. 

His  poems,  reprinted  from  the  edition  1770,  togetlier  with  Lochleven  no  more,  reprinted  from  the 
"  Edinburgh  Magazine,"  the  Elegy  on  Mr.  AI'Eivcn,  and  Verfes  to  Dr.  Jilillar,  felecfted  by  the  pre<- 
fcnt  writer  from  his  MS.  letters',  are  now,  for  the  firit  time,  received  into  a  collciStion  of  clatficjJ 
Englifli  poetry.  Copies  of  his  unpubliflied  pieces,  revifed  by  a  friend  of  Di-.  Baird,  have  been  pro- 
mifed  by  the  learned  editor,  and,  it  is  hoped,  will  be  communicated  in  due  time  for  the  ufc  of 
this  edition.  Some  anonymous  Elegiac  Verfes  on  the  Death  of  Michael  Bruce  are  reprinted  from  the 
fourth  volume  of  the  "  Afylum  for  Fugitive  Pieces,"  1793. 

His  charadber  may  be  caiily  colleilcd  from  this  account  of  his  life.  It  was  truly  amiable  and  re- 
fpedlablc.  In  his  manners,  he  was  modcfl,  gentle,  and  mild  ;  in  his  difpofition,  he  was  friendly,  af- 
feftionatc,  and  ingenuous.  He  united  an  ardent  and  enliglitencd  fenfe  of  religion,  witli  a  lively  ima- 
gination and  a  feeling  heart.  Tendernefs,  in  every  fenfe  of  the  word,  and  piety,  equally  remote  from 
cnthufiafm  and  fuperdition,  were  his  peculiar  charadleriftics. 

"  Michael  Bruce  lives  now  HO  more,"  fays  Logan,  who  Imew  him  well,  "  but  in  the  remembrance 
of  his  friends.  No  lefs  amiable  as  a  man,  than  valuable  as  a  writer ;  endowed  with  good  nature  and 
good  fenfe,  humane,  friendly,  benevolent ;  he  loved  his  friends,  and  was  beloved  by  them  with  a  de- 
gree of  ardour  that  is  only  experienced  in  tlie  era  of  youth  and  innocence." 

"  Nothing,  methinks,"  fays  Lord  Craig,  "  has  more  the  power  of  awakening  benevolence,  tJian 
the  confideration  of  genius,  thus  dcpreffed  by  fituation,  fuffered  to  pine  in  obfcurity,  and  fometimes-, 
as  in  the  cafe  of  this  unfortunate  young  man,  to  perifli,  it  may  be,  for  want  of  thofe  comforts  and, 

S  iiij 
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convenicncies  which  might  have  foftcred  a  delicacy  of  frame,  or  of  mind,  ill  calculated  to  bear  tkc 
hardfhips  which  poverty  lays  on  both.  For  my  own  part,  I  never  pafs  the  place  (a  little  hamlet, 
flcirtcd  with  a  circle  of  old  oak  trees,  about  three  miles  on  tliit  fide-  of  Kinrof»)  where  MicLatl  Bru.c 
rtfidcd  ,  1  never  look  on  his  dwelling,  a  fniall  thatched  houft,  diftinguifhid  from  the  cottages  of  the 
other  inhabitants  only  by  wfufced  icinio-w  at  the  end,  inAcad  of  a  Ijlt'iie,  fringed  with  a  ljonr\f.uV.: 
plant,  which  the  poor  youth  had  trained  around  it ;  1  never  lind  myfelf  in  that  fpot,  but  I  flop  my 
horfe  involuntarily  ;  and  looking  on  the  window,  which  tiic  honcyfuckle  has  now  aUiioft  covered,  in 
the  dream  of  the  moment,  I  picture  out  a  figure  for  the  gentle  tenant  of  the  manfion  ;  I  wilh,  and 
my  heart  fvvells  while  I  do  fo,  that  he  were  alive,  and  tJla^l  were  a  great  man,  to  have  the  luxury 
of  viliting  him  there,  and  bidding  him  be  happy." 

As  a  jioct,  he  is  charadlcrizcd  by  elegance,  limplirity,  and  ttndernefs,  more  than  fublimity,  inven- 
tion, or  enthufiafm.  He  has  more  judgment  and  feeling,  than  genius  or  iiusginatioii.  He  is  an  tle- 
p;ant  and  picafing,  though  not  a  very  animated  or  original  writer.  His  compofitions  are  the  pro- 
tlu<flion  of  a  tender  fancy,  a  cultivated  taftc,  and  a  benevolent  n-\ind ;  and  are  diftinguiflK-d  by  an 
amiable  delicacy,  and  limplicity  of  fentiment,  and  a  graceful  j)iainuef3  of  exprefiion,  free  from  the 
aflc'<5lation  of  an  inflated  dii^iion,  and  a  pro'uiion  of  imagery,  fo  common  in  jtivenile  produAions. 
His  thoughts  arc  often  flriking,  fomctimcs  new,  and  always  juft  ;  and  his  verfilication,  though  not 
cxquifitely  polifhed,  is  rommonly  cafy  and  harmonious. 

His  Lo.Ucvcn  is  the  longeft  and  moft  elaborate  of  his  poetical  compofitions.  It  is  a  defcriptivc 
poem,  written  in  blank  verfe,  the  (IruAure  of  which  he  feems  to  have  parti<  ularly  fiudied,  as  it  ex- 
hibits a  fpccimcn  of  confiderable  ft'rcngih  and  harmony  in  that  meafure.  Though  the  nature  of  the 
fubjetfLapproachcs  nearly  to  that  of  Thomfon,  of  whom  he  was  a  great  admirer,  hi»  ftyle  is  very 
difl'ercnt,  being  wholly  free  from  that  unnatural  fwell  and  pomp  of  words,  which  too  often  disfigure 
the  beautiful  dcfcriptions  of  Thomfon.  It  rcprefents  an  extcnfivc  and  bcuutilul  profped  in  an  ani- 
mated and  pleafing  manner.  It  has  much  appropriate  defcription  gnd  pi(5luref(jue  imagery;  and  it 
is  rendered  intcrcft.ng  by  poetical  fiiSlions,  hiilorical  aliufions,  and  moral  refledions.  But  it  is  not 
without  defedls  ;  there  is  a  redundance  of  thought  in  fome  inriacces,and  a  careleffnefs  of  language  in 
others.  He  has,  however,  availed  himfelf  of  every  circumftaccc  that  could  with  propriety  be  introduc- 
ed to  decorate  his  poem.  The  ftory  of  Lomond  and  Lcvina  is  happily  introduced,  and  fimply  and  pleui- 
ingly  related.  Jt  is  faid  to  have  been  enlarged  by  l.ogan,  and  is  perhaps  too  long.  The  pidure  uf 
the  men  rf  fonotcs  ntiv  rijaifrcm  the  bed  of  fam  iti  natural  and  ftrikiiig.  LocUcvcn  CuJtU,  the  Ituh,  tlu 
Limcfone  ^'arries,  the  rivers  Po,  ^icech,  Le-ocn,  and  Gainiy,  "  on  whofe  banks  he  firll  tuned  the  Do- 
jic  reed,"  are  graphically  and  poetically  defcribed.  The  comf>limcnt  to  La-/iut  is  a  picafing  digref- 
fion,  and  the  defcription  of  the  charadter  and  dwelling  oi  yi^rhola,  towards  the  conclufion,  has  great 
merit.  The  poem  is  local ;  and  though  local  defcri|nion  is  far  more  adapted  to  the  pencil  than  the 
pen,  yet  it  will  be  pcrufed  with  delight  by  poetical  lovers  of  rural  imagery;  and  muft  be  peculiarly 
picafing  to  thole  who  are  familiar  with  the  pi<5lurtf<|ue  fcencry  of  Locblneii. 

Hi.i  Dafhnh  is  an  elegy  on  a  deceafed  friend,  written  in  the  paftoral  foim,  and,  in  general,  well 
prefervcs  the  rural  charadlcr.  It  has,  however,  but  little  of  the  bucolic  cant,  now  fo  fafliionablc.  If 
any  trite  rural  topics  occur,  they  are  heightened  and  adorned  with  the  graces  of  fentiment,  and  the 
moft  delicate  touches  of  pie^urefijuc  bcatity.  It  may  be  confidcrcd  as  an  cfTufion  of  mellowed  for- 
row,  which  can  recapitulate  part  pleafures,  in  all  their  minutix  of  circumilaiice  and  fituation,  and 
fclcft  fuch  images  as  are  proper  to  the  kind  of  compolition  in  which  it  choofcs  to  convey  itfelf.  It 
is  a  ]'rolcfled  iniituion  of  Milton's  "  l.ycidus,"  in  which  there  is  perhaps  more  poetry  tlian  forrow ; 
hut  t!ie  poetry  is  in  fuch  an  exquifite  flrair.,  that  he  who  dcfires  to  know,  whether  he  has  a  true 
lafie  for  poetry  or  not,  fnculd  confider  whether  he  is  highly  delighted  tx  not  with  the  pcrufal  of 
•'  Lycidas."  Whether  it  ihould  be  confidercd  ai  a  model  of  ce^mpofition,  has  been  doubted.  Some 
have  fuppofed  that  the  arbitrary  difpofition  of  the  rhymes  produces  a  wild  melody,  adapted  to  the 
rxprcflion  of  forrow;  and  others  have  thought  the  couplet  and  tetrallic,  with  their  flated  returns  ot 
rhyme,  preferable.  To  decide  the  point  might  be  difhcuh  ;  but  if  the  enthufiafm  and  beauty  of  the 
poetry  could  not  reconcile  Dr.  Johnfim  to  tiie  "  uncertain  rhymes"  of  "  Lycidas,"  the  common 
Traders  of  poetry  will  probably  incline  to  favour  the  regular  form.  With  Milton  in  view,  Bruce  is 
jiot  a  fa  vile  imitator.  He  has  an  original  manner  of  his  own.  Milton  is  his  model  for  vcrfification, 
and  he  fomctimcs  copies  I.is  thciights  and  his  language.     But  his  poem  is  no:  a  perpetual  tifTuc  of 
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the  obfolcte  phrafeology,  Gothic  combinations,  remote  allufions,  obfcurc  opinions,  and  mythological 
perfonag'cs  of  "  Lycidas."  The  poem,  as  it  now  ilands,  has  feveral  lines  which  are  not  in  the  copy 
fent  to  Mr.  Arnot ;  the  refult,  probably,  of  a  fubfequent  emendation. 

Of  his  A'u'xts,  the  principal  merit  confifts  in  the  fimplicity  of  the  language,  and  the  harmony  of  the- 
yerfification.    The  images  are  not  new,  and  the  defcriptions  and  fentiments  are  trite  and  common. 

His  Sir  'James  the  Rofs  is  probably  "  the  poem  in  "  the  Journal,"  which  was  wrote,"  he  tells  Mr. 
Pearfon, "  in  one  afternoon,  begun  about  four,  and  fmifhed  before  I  v/ent  to  bed.  I  never  tried  any- 
thing which  fell  in  witli  my  inclination  fo.  The  Iliforicat  Ballad  is  a  fpecles  of  writing  by  itfclf. 
The  common  people  confound  it  with  the  Song,  but  in  truth  they  are  widely  different.  A  Sarg  fliould 
never  be  hiflorical.  It  is  founded  generally  ®n  fome  one  thought,  which  muft  be  profecuted  and  ex- 
iiibited  in  every  light,  witli  a  quicknefs  and  turn  of  exprcflion  peculiar  to  itfclT.  Tlie  Ballad,  again, 
is  founded  on  fome  pafi'ageof  hiflory,  or  (what  fuits  its  nature  better)  of  tradition.  Here  the  poet 
may  ufe  his  liberty,  and  cut  and  carve  as  he  has  a  mind.  I  tiiink  it  a  kind  of  writing  remarkably 
adapted  to  the  Scottiih  language."  The  diftinchion  is  juft,  and  beautifully  exemplified.  The  liifto- 
rical  ballad  demands  the  niceft  e.\ecution,  and  the  moll  artful  management.  The  fimplicity  that 
fuits  it  is  even  unattainable  by  genius,  without  that  chaflifed  tafte  which  feldom  appears  in  poets- of 
the  higheft  clafs.  It  admits  of  magnificence  of  ideas,  and  of  the  fubiime ;  but  Ihould  be  careful  not 
to  deviate  from  nature.  The  marvellous  air,  and  the  fupernatural  aftors,  which  figure  and  pleafii 
in  the  grandeur  of  the  epic,  would  lierc  be  extravagant  and  difproportioncd.  The  incidents  flioulJ 
be  ftriking,  the  fituations  important,  and  tending  to  forward  the  adion,  tlie  dcfign  without  per- 
plexity, the  parts  in  proper  relation  to  it,  and  to  each  other,  the  fentiments  delicate  and  noble.  To 
thefc  rcquifites.  Sir  James  the  Rofs  is,  in  general,  conformable.  Whether  we  confider  the  beautiful 
limplicity  of  the  flory,  the  delicacy  of  its  fituations,  the  pathos  of  its  difcoverles,  the  exa6t  delinea- 
tion of  the  manners  of  the  times  to  which  it  refers,  the  genuine  ftrokes  of  nature  and  of  pafiion,  or 
the  unremitting  animation  of  the  whole,  we  cannot  but  highly  admire  the  mixture  it  exhibits  of  ge- 
nius and  of  art.  The  flory  on  which  it  is  founded,  though  romantic,  is  interelling,  and  the  more  fo, 
as  there  ia  reafon  to  believe  it  Is  in  fome  meafure  authentic.  It  is  a  tale  of  tendernefs  and  diftrefs; 
and  challenges  a  place  with  the  "  Hardyknute"  of  his  countryman,  Sir  John  Bruce  of  Kinrofs,  the 
"  Owen  of  Carron"  of  Langhorne,  and  other  fuccefsful  imitations  of  the  ancient  hiiloric;*!  ballad. 
This  exquifite  ballad  is  faid  to  have  received  fome  emb-jllilhments  from  Logan, 

His  Duurfi  Odes  are  compofitions  of  a  fupcrior  order.  They  pofiefs,  in  an  uncommon  degree,  tlic 
true  lire  of  poetry,  and  harmony  of  verlification.  They  appear  to  be  modelled  upon  the  "  Norfe 
Odes"  of  Gray,  and,  In  their  contexture  and  tone,  arc  much  in  the  wild  and  wizard  flrains  of  his 
Runic  lyre.  He  probably  thought  this  kind  of  mlnllrelfy  heft  adapted  to  exprefs  the  magic  mylle- 
ries  and  romantic  enthufiafm  of  the  Gothic  mythology.  Alfuming  the  fire  and  enthufiafm  of  the 
old  Runic  bards,  he  gives  full  fcope  to  the  wildnefs  of  a  glowing  imagination,  and  the  energy  of 
forcible  conception.  But  his  Ideas  of  Scandinavian  poetry  feem  to  have  rifen  no  hig^r  than  the 
imitations  of  Gray,  which  are  In  all  probability  fuch  as  he  alone  was  capable  of  making  them.  They 
are  injuncl  ivith  f:re  and  poetical  entliufiafm.  They  are  in  pcrfesflion  the  ei:tbi:fwjlic  ivords — the  ivorJs 
that  burn— of  the  mufes.  In  fublimity  of  conception,  grandeur  of  imagery,  and  magnificence  of 
phrafcology,  he  is  inferior  to  Gray;  but  he  has  more  fimplicity,  perfpiculty,  and  elegance.  His  firfb 
Ode,  in  particular,  breathes  the  high  fpirit  of  lyric  enthufiafiii.     It  is  truly  Runic,  and  truly  Grayan. 

His  Elegy,  'written  in  Spring,  is  charadlerized  by  energy,  fimplicity,  pathos,  and  melody,  in  the 
higheft  degree.  From  the  circumftances  in  which  it  was  written,  the  nature  of  its  fubjecft,  and  tiie 
merit  of  its  execution,  it  has  obtained  an  uncommon  fliare  of  popularity.  The  Influences  and  efiedls 
of  Spring  are  exprefftd  by  a  felecfhion  of  fuch  imagery  as  are  adapted  to  ftrike  the  imagination  by- 
lively  pi(n:ures.  The  manner  in  which  he  defcribes  its  efFedls  upon  himfelf,  is  fo  pathetically  cir- 
cumllantial,  and  fo  univerfally  Interefting,  that  It  powerfully  awakens  all  our  tendernefs. 

but  not  to  me  returns 

The  vernal  joy  my  better  jears  have  known  ; 

Dim  in  my  brea'.l  life's  dying  taper  burns, 
And  all  the  joys  of  life,  witli  health  are  flown. 

"  A  young  man  of  genius,"  fays  Lord  Craig,  "  in  a  deep  confumption,  at  the  age  cf  twenty-one, 
feeling  himfelf  every  moment  going  falter  to  decliue,  is  an  objedit  fufficiently  interefting ;  but  how 
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rnuch  muft  every  feeling  on  the  occafion  be  heightened,  uhen  we  know,  that  this  pcrfon  poiTitred  (b 
niuch  dignity  and  compofurc  otoiind,  as  not  only  to  contemplate  his  approaching  fate,  but  even  to 
write  a  poem  on  the  fubjc<5l  I 

**  In  the  French  language,  there  is  a  much  admired  poem  of  tlic  Abbe  de  Chaulieii,  written  in  ex- 
pedlation  of  his  own  death,  to  the  Maiquis  de  la  Farrc,  lamenting  his  approaching  fcparation  from 
his  friend.  Michad  Bruce,  who,  it  is  probible,  never  heard  of  the  Abbe  de  Chaulieu,  has  alfo  written 
a  poem  on  his  own  approaching  deaih,  which  cannot  fail  of  touching  the  heart  of  every  one  wlw 
reads  it." 

Several  poets  of  onr  nation,  in  limilar  circumftanccs,  have  left  compofitions  on  the  fame  fuh)e(51  ; 
and  more  than  one  poet  has  bien  ambitious  of  the  fame  of  poetic  compofition,  a  few  hours  before 
the  perils  of  an  engagement,  when  iht  attention  of  moli  men  would  be  naturally  occupied  by  more 
important  concerns,  than  the  adjuftment  of  fyllablcs,  or  the  modulation  of  a  period. 

Dorfet,  "  the  grace  of  courts,  the  mufe's  pride,"  on  the  day  before  the  memorable  fca-fight  in 
1665,  is  faid  to  have  compofrd  the  celebrated  fong,  "  To  all  you  Ladies  uow  at  Land,"  with  equal 
tranquillity  of  mind,  and  promptitude  of  wit. 

The  tender,  the  fentimcnlal  Abbe  de  Chaulieu,  has  left  a  poem  on  his  approaching  death,  equal- 
ly  remarkable  for  elegance  and  feeling.  Bruce  muft  have  heard  of  Dorfet,  and,  it -may  be,  of 
the  Abbe  de  Chaulieu,  as  he  was  no  Itrangcr  to  the  language  in  which  he  wrote;  but  he  is 
purely  original  in  his  thoughts.  Nor  can  we  deny  to  him  the  praife  of  coUedledncfs  aud  ilrengih 
of  mind  in  a  fuperior  degree.  He  views,  without  difmay,  the  infidious  approaches  of  an  incurable 
difeal'e,  whicTi  generally  feledls,  for  its  prey,  the  faired  and  moft  amiable  vi<flims ;  and  without  pre- 
tending to  that  apathy,  furcly  unnatural  to  man  in  fuch  circumftances,  he  feejs  and  acknowledges 
the  Tloomincfs  of  his.profpecls;  but  turns  his  eyes  in  fearch  of  comfort  to  a  world  beyond  the 
grave. 

There  let  me  fleep,  forgotten  in  the  clay. 

When  death  fiiall  lliut  thefe  weary  aching  eyes; 
Red  in  the  hopes  of  an  eternal  clay. 

Till  the  long  night  is  gone,  and  the  lafl  morn  arife. 

His  ludicrous  pieces,  the  Mcu/tad,  and  Anacreontic  to  a  M'nfp,  evince  the  vcrfatility  of  his  genius. 
They  are  not  void  of  humour  and  pleafantry,  but  add  little  to  his  reputation.  His  Songs  are  tender 
and  eafy  ;  and  well  pi  eferve  the  turn  of  the  popular  ballads  which  he  imitates.  His  Vcrfes  to  Dr.  Mil- 
lar. 7ir\i  Elcp-y  on  Mr.  M^Ewen,  have  forae  effufions  of  fentimcnt  and  delineations  ofcharadter 
that  are  not  without  merit ;   but  they  require  no  diftincl  examination  or  particular  criticifm. 

"  If  images  of  nature,"  fays  Logan,  "  that  are  beautiful  and  new  j  if  fentimeni>,  v.arm  from  the 
heart,  interefcing  ar.d  pathetic;  if  a  ftyle,  chafte  with  ornament,  and  elegant  with  fimplicity;  if 
thefe,  and  many  other  beauties  of  nature  and  art,  are  allowed  to  cenftilutc  truepootic  merit,  th:  fol- 
lowing p^lns  will  Hand  high  in  the  judgment  of  men  01  tafte.*' 
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POEMS. 


LOCHLEVEN. 
Xxail,  native  land!  where  on  the  flow'ry  banks 
Of  Leven,  beauty  ever-blooming  dwells  ; 
A  wreath  of  roles,  dropping  with  the  dews 
Of  morning,  circles  her  ambroiial  locks 
Loofe  waving  o'er  her  flioulders ;  where  flie  treads, 
Attendant  on  her  fteps,  the  blulhing  Spring 
And  Summer  wait,  to  raile  the  various  flow'rs 
Eeneath  lier  footfleps ;  while  the  cheerful  birds 
Carol  their  joy,  and  hail  her  as  fhe  comes 
jinfpiiing  vernal  love  and  vernal  joy. 

Attend,  Agriccla  !  who  to  the  noife 
Of  public  life,  preferr'H  the  calmer  icencs 
Of  lolitude,  and  fvveet  domeftic  blifs, 
Joys  all  thine  own  !  attend  thy  poet's  ftrain, 
Who  triumphs  in  thy  fricndfliip,  while  he  paints 
The  pafl'ral  mountains,  the  poetic  llreams. 
Where  raptur'd  contemplation  leads  thy  walk, 
Vhile  filent  evening  on  the  plain  defcends. 

Between  two  mountains,  whole  o'ervvhelming 

tops, 
In  their  fwift  courfe,  arrefl:  the  bellying  cloud?, 
A  pleafant  valley  lies.     Upon  the  fouth, 
A  narrow  op'ning  parts  the  craggy  hills ; 
Through  which  the  lake,  that  beautifies  the  vale, 
Pours  out  its  ample  waters.     Spreading  on. 
And  wid'ning  by  degrees,  it  ftretches  north 
To  the  high  Ochil,  from  whofe  fnowy  top 
The  flreams  that  feed  the  lake  flow'thund'ring 

down. 
The  twilight  trembles  o'er  the  mifty  hills, 
Twinkling  with  dews ;    and  whilft  the  bird  of 

day 
Tunes  his  ethereal  note,  and  wakes  the  wood, 
Bright  from  the  crimfon  curtains  of  the  morn, 
The  fun  appearing  in  his  glory,  throws 
New  robes  of  beauty  over  heaven  and  earth. 

O  now,  while  nature  fmiles  on  all  her  works. 
Oft  let  me  trace  thy  cowflip-cover'd  banks, 
O  Leven  !  and  the  landfcape  meafure  round. 
From  gay  Kinrofs,  whofe  llately  tufted  groves 
Nod  o'er  the  lake,  tranfportcd  let  mine  eye 
Wander  o'er  all  the  various  cliequer'd  fcene. 
Of  wilds,  and  fertile  fields,  and  glitt'ring  flreams, 
To  ruin'd  Arriot ;  or  afcend  the  height 
Of  rocky  I.omond,  where  a  riv'let  pure 
Burfisfrom  the  ground,  and  through  the  crumbled 

crags 
Tinkle^  amufive.    From  the  mountain's  tpp, 


Around  me  fpread,  I  fee  the  goodly  fccne  ! 
Enclofures  green,  that  promiie  to  the  fwaiu 
The  future  harvefl ;  many  colour'd  meads ; 
Irriguoub  vales,  where  cattle  lovv',  and  flieep 
That  whiten  half  the  hills ;  fweet  rural  farms 
Oft  interfpers'd,  the  feats  of  pafl'ral  love 
And  innocence,  with  many  a  fpiry  dome 
Sacred  to  Heav'n,  around  whole  liallow'd  walls 
Our  fathers  Humbcr  in  the  narrow  houfe. 
Gay,  beauteous  villas,  bofom'd  in  the  woods. 
Like  ccnftellations  in  the  flarry  flcy, 
Complete  the  fcene.     The  vales,  the  vocal  hills, 
l"he  woods,  the  waters,  and  the  heart  of  man. 
Send  out  a  gcn'ral  fong  ;  'tis^beauty  all 
To  poet's  eye,  and  niufic  to  his  ear. 

Nor  is  the  fhephcrd  lilent  on  his  hill, 
Flis  flocks  around ;  nor  fchool-boys,  as  they  creep, 
Slow-pac'd,   tow'rds  fchool;    intent,   with  oaiLU 

pipe 
They  wake  by  turns  wild  mufic  on  the  way. 

Behold  the  man  of  forrows  hail  the  light ! 
New  rifen  from  the  bed  of  pain,  where  late, 
Tofs'd  to  and  fro  upon  a  couch  of  thorns, 
He  wak'd  the  long  dark  night,   and  wifh'd  for 

morn. 
Soon  as  he  feels  the  quick'ning  beam  of  Heav'n, 
And  balmy  breath  of  May,  among  the  fields 
And  flow'rs  he  takes  his  morning  walk :  his  heart 
Beats  with  new  life ;  his  eye  is  bright  and  blithe  ; 
Health  flrews  her  rofes  o'er  his  cheek;  renew'd 
In  youth  and  beauty,  his  unbidden  tongue 
Pours  native  harmony,  and  lings  to  Heaven. 

In  ancient  times,  as  ancient  bards  iiave  fung, 
This  was  a  foreft.     Here  the  mountain-oak 
Hung  o'er  the  craggy  cliff,  while  from  its  top 
The  eagle  mark'd  his  prey  ;  the  flately  afh 
Rear'd  high  his  nervous  flature,  wiiile  below 
The  twinhig  alders  darken'd  all  the  fcene. 
Safe  in  the  Ihade,  the  tenants  of  the  v/ood 
Allembled,  bird  and  beaft.     The  turtle-dove 
Coo'd,  amorous,  all  the  live-long  fummer's  day. 
Lover  of  men,  the  piteous  redbreafl  plain'd. 
Sole-fitting  on  the  bough.     Blithe  on  the  bufb, 
The  blackbird,  fweeteft  of  the  woodland  choir. 
Warbled  his  liquid  lay;   to  ftiepherd  fvvain 
Mellifluous  mufic,  as  his  mailer's  flock, 
With  his  fair  miftrefs  and  his  faithful  dog, 
He  tended  in  the  vale :  while  leverets  round. 
In  fportive  races,  through  the  foreft  flew 
VS'ith  feet  of  wind  ;  and  vent 'ring  (rora  the  rockj 
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The  fnow-wliite  coney  fought  his  cv'ning  nieuL 
Here  too  the  poet,  as  infpir'd  at  eve 
He  roam'd  the  diifky  wood,  or  fabled  brook 
That  piecemeal  printed  ruins  in  the  rock, 
Beheld  the  bluc-cycd  fillers  of  the  ftrcain, 
And  heard  the  wild  note  of  the  fairy  throng 
'i'hat  charm'd  the  qaeen  of  hcav'n,  as  round  the 

tree 
Timc-hallow'd,  hand  in  hand  they  led  the  dance, 
With  iky-blue  mantles  glitt'ring  in  hrr  beam. 

I-ow  1))  tlic  lake,  as  yet  without  a  name, 
Fair  bofom'd  in  the  bottom  of  the  vale, 
Aroi'e  a  cottage  green  with  ancient  turf, 
Half-liid  in  hoary  trees,  and  from  the  north 
I'enc'd  by  a  wood,  but  open  to  the  fini. 
Here  dwelt  a  peafant,  rev'rend  with  the  locks 
Of  age,  yet  youth  was  ruddy  on  his  check; 
His  farm  his  only  care;  bis  fole  delight 
'I'o  tend  his  daughter  beautiful  and  young, 
■J"o  watch  her  paths,  to  fill  her  lap  with  liow'rs, 
*l"o  fee  her  )"prea<l  into  the  bloom  of  years, 
1'Iic  perfe»5c  pitlurc  of  her  mother's  youth. 
His  age's  hope,  the  apple  of  his  eye, 
Bclov'd  of  J-lcav'n,  his  fair  Levina  grew 
In  youth  and  grace,  ihc  naiad  of  the  vale. 
Frcih  as  the  fi.iw'r  amid  the  fii:iny  fhow'rs 
Of  May,  ar:d  blither  than  the  bird  of  dann, 
Both  rofe.s' bloom  gave  beauty  to  her  cheek, 
So.'"t-tc:r.pcr'd  with  a  fmiie.    The  light  of  llcav'n, 
And  innocence,  illum'd  her  virgin  eye, 
l.ucid  and  lovely  as  the  morning  Par. 
1  h;r  br'-;.ft  was  fairer  than  the  vernal  bloom 
Of  valley  lily,  op'ning  in  a  fiTOw'r  ; 
Fair  as  the  morn,  and  bcautilid  as  May, 
*i'he  glory  of  the  year,  when  firft  flic  comes 
Array'd,  all-beauteous,  witli  the  robes  of  heav'n, 
And  breathing  fummc;  breezes,   from  her  locks 
^hakes  genial  dews,  and  from  her  lap  the  llow'rs. 
'i'hus  beaniful  fnc  look'd  ;  yet  fomcihmg  more. 
And  better  far  than  beauty,  in  her  looks 
Appear'd  ;  the  maiden  blulh  of  modslly ; 
Tlie  fmile  cf  cheerfuliiefs,  and  fwect  content ; 
Health's  frtfliefl  rofe,  the  funlhine  of  the  foul; 
JIach  heiglit'ning  each,  e/Fus'd  o'er  all  her  form 
A  namekls  grace,  the  beauty  of  (he  mind. 

Thus  finifh'd  fair  above  lier  peers,  (lie  drew 
The  eyes  of  all  the  village,  and  inilam'd 
The  rival  fhcphcrds  of  the  neighb'ring  dale 
"Who  laid  the  fpoils  of  funnncr  at  her  feet, 
And  made  the  woods  cnamour'd  of  her  name. 
iJut  pure  as  buiis  before  they  blow,  and  flill 
A  virgin  in  her  heart,  fhe  knew  no:  love  ; 
But  all  alone,  amid  her  garden  fair, 
1-rom  morn  to  noon,  from  noon  to  dewy  eve, 
She  fpent  her  days;  her  pleafing  tafc  to  tend 
The  flowers;  to  lave  them  from  the  watei-fpring; 
To  op;;  the  buds  witJi  her  enamour'd  breath, 
Rank  the  gay  tribes,  and  rear  them  in  the  fun. 
l;i  youth  the  index  of  maturcr  years, 
Telt  by  her  fchool-companions  at  their  play> 
She'd  often  wander  in  the  wood,  or  ro-im 
The  wilderncfs,  in  qnefl  of  curiou>  (lnw'r. 
Or  ncit  of  bird  unknown,  till  cvc  H',)proach'd, 
And  hemm'd  her  in  the  fl-jadc.    To  obvious  fwain, 
Or  woodman  chanting  in  the  greenwood  glin, 
Phe'd  bring  the  beauteous  fpoils,  and  all:  their 

names. 
Th;:}  ply'd  afliduou*  her  delightful  talk, 
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Day  after  day,  till  cv'ry  herb  flie  nam'd 

That  paints  the  robe  of  Jipring,  and  knew  the  voi 

Of  every  warbler  in  the  vernal  wood. 

Her  garden  flrctch'd  along  the  river  fide, 
High  up  a  funny  bank:   on  cither  fide, 
A  hedge  forbade  the  vagrant  foot;  above. 
An  ancient  forcll  fcreen'd  the  green  recefs. 
Tranfplanted  here  by  her  creative  hand, 
Kacli  herb  of  nature,  full  of  fragrant  fwects. 
That  fccnts  the  breath  of  Summer;  every  flow'r, 
Pride  (if  the  plain,  that  blooms  on  fellal  days 
In  fhcphcrds  garland,  and  adorns  the  year, 
In  beauteous  clufters  flouriOi'd  ;  nature's  work, 
And  order,  finifh'd  by  the  hand  of  art. 
Here  gowans,  natives  of  the  village  green, 
To  daifies  grew.     The  lilies  of  the  field 
Put  on  the  robe  they  neither  fow'd  nor  fpun. 
Sweet-fmellingnirubsand  cheerful  fprtading  trccj, 
Unlrequent  fcatter'd,  as  by  nature's  hand, 
Shaded  the  flow'rs,  and  to  licr  Eden  drew 
The  earlieft  concerts  of  the  Spring,  and  all 
1  he  various  mufic  of  the  vocal  year  : 
Retreat  romantic  !  Thus  from  early  youth 
Her  life  (he  led;  one  fummer's  day,  fercnc 
And  fair  without  a  cloud  ;  like  j>oet's  dream 
Of  vernal  landfcapes,  of  ICiyfian  vales, 
And  iflands  of  the  bled;  where,  hand  in  hand, 
Ktcrnal  .Spring  and  Autumn  rule  the  year. 
And  love  and  joy  lead  on  immortal  youth. 

'  I'was  on  a  Summer's  day,  when  early  (how'rs 
Had  wak'd  tlic  various  vegetable  race 
To  hfe  and  beauty,  fair  Levina  ftray'd 
Far  in  the  blooming  wilderncfs  fhe  ftray'd. 
To  gather  herbs,  and  the  fair  race  of  flow'rs, 
That  nature's  hand  creative  j^ours  at  will. 
Beauty  unbounded  !  over  earth's  green  lap. 
Clay  wj'Jiout  number,  in  the  day  of  rain. 
O'er  valleys  gay,  o'er  hillocks  green  flic  walk' (J, 
Sweet  as  the  feafon,  and  at  times  awak'd 
The  echoes  of  the  vale,  with  native  notes 
Of  heart-felt  joy,  in  numbers  hcav'nly  fweet; 
Sweet  as  th'  hofannahs  of  a  form  of  light, 
A  fweet-tongu'd  feraph  in  the  bow'rs  of  blifs. 

Her,  as  fhe  halted  on  a  green  hill  top, 
A  cjuiver'd  hunter  fpied.     Her  flowing  lock«, 
In  golden  ringlets,  glitt'ring  to  the  fun, 
Ujion  her  bofom  play'd  :   her  mantle  giecn, 
Like  thine,  O  nature  !  to  her  rofy  cheek 
Lent  beauty  new ;  as  from  the  verdant  leaf 
riie  role-bud  bluflics  with  a  deeper  bloom, 
Amid  the  walks  of  May.     The  fl.rangcr's  eye 
Was  caught  as  with  ethereal  prefence.     Oft 
He  look'd  to  heav'n,  and  oft  he  met  her  eye 
In  all  the  filent  eloquence  of  love ; 
Then,  wak'd  from  wonder,  witli  a  fmile  began. 
"  Fair  wanderer  of  the  wood !  what  hcav'nly  pow  'c 
Or  jirovidcnce,  condudls  thy  wand'ring  ftep& 
To  this  wild  foreft,  from  thy  native  feat 
And  .parents,  happy  in  a  child  fo  fair  ? 
A  ftiephcidcfs,  or  virgin  of  the  vale, 
'1  hy  cirefs  hefpeaks;  but  in  majeftic  mien, 
.And  eye,  bright  as  the  morning  liar,  confefs 
S\iperior  birth  and  beauty,  born  to  rule  : 
As  front  the  ftormy  cloud  of  night,  that  veils 
Her  virgin-orb,  appe;.:rs  the  queen  ol  heav'n. 
And  with  full  beauty  gilds  the  face  of  night. 
Whom-ftiall  I  call  the  faircll  of  her  fex 
And  charmer  of  my  fou!  ?  lo  yonder  vale. 
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Ctome,  let  us  crop  the  rofes  of  the  brook. 
And  windings  of  the  wood  :  foft  under  fliade, 
Let  us  recline  by  moffy  fountain  fide, 
While  the  wood  fuffers  in  the  beam  of  noon. 
I'll  bring  my  love  the  choice  of  all  the  fliades; 
Firft  fruits ;  the  apple  ruddy  from  the  rock  ; 
And  cluft'ring  nuts  thatburnifli  in  the  beam. 

0  wilt  thou  blefs  my  dwelling,  and  become 
The  owner  of  thefe  fields  ?  I'll  give  thee  all 
That  I  pofl'els,  and  all  thou  feelt  is  mine." 

Thus  fpoke  the  youth,  v/ith  rapture  in  his  eye, 
And  thus  the  maiden  with  a  blulh  began  : 
"  Beyond  the  fliadow  of  thefe  mountains  green, 
Deep-boibm'd  in  the  vale,  a  cottage  ftands, 
Tlie  dwelling  of  my  fire,  a  peaceful  fwain  ; 
Yet  at  his  frugal  board  health  fits  a  gueft, 
And  fair  contentment  crowns  his  hoary  hairs, 
The  patriarch  of  the  plains :  ne'er  by  his  door 
The  needy  pafs'd  or  the  way-faring  man. 
Wis  only  daughter,  and  his  only  joy, 

1  feed  my  father's  flock ;  and,  while  they  reft, 
At  times  retiring,  lofe  me  in  the  wood, 
Skill'd  in  the  virtues  uf  each  fecret  herb 
That  opes  its  virgin  bofom  to  the  moon. 

No  fl,ow'r  amid  the  garden  fairer  grows 

Than  the  fweet  lily  of  the  lowly  vale, 

The  queen  of  flowers. — But  fooner  might  the  weed 

That  biooms  and  dies,  the  being  of  a  day, 

Prefume  to  match  v;ith  yonder  mountain  oak. 

That  ftands  the  tempeft  and  the  bolt  of  heav'n, 

From  age  to  age  the  monarch  of  the  wood— 

0  :  had  you  been  2  fliepherd  of  the  dale, 
To  feed  your  flock  befide  me,  and  to  reft 
'With  me  at  noon  in  thefe  delightful  Ibades, 

1  might  have  liften'd  to  the  voice  of  love, 
Nothing  reludiant ;  might  with  you  have  walk'd 
Whole  fummer  funs  away.     At  even-tide, 
When  heaven  and  earth  in  all  their  glory  fliine 
With  the  lafl  fmilesof  the  departing  iun  ; 
Wiien  tlie  fiveet  breath  of  Summer  feaft  the  fenfe, 
And  fecret  pleafure  thrills  the  heart  of  man  ; 
We  might  have  walk'd  alone,  in  converfe  fweet, 
Along  the  quiet  vale,  and  woo'd  the  moon 

To  hear  the  mufic  of  true  lover's  vow?. 
But  fate  forbids,  and  fortune's  potent  frown, 
And  honour,  inmate  of  the  nobleft  breaft, 
Ne'er  can  this  hand  in  wedlock  join  with  thine. 
Ceafe,  beauteous  ftranger  !  ceafe,  beloved  youth  1 
To  vex  a  heart  that  never  can  be  your's." 

Thus  fpoke  the  maid,  deceitful :  but  her  eyes, 
Beyond  the  partial  purpofe  of  her  tongue, 
Perfuafion  gain'd.     The  deep  enaniour'd  youth 
Stooc)  gazing  on  her"charms,  and  all  his  foul 
Was  lolt  in  love.     He  grafp'd  her  trembling  hand, 
And  breath'd  the  foftelt,  the  fincereil  vows 
Of  love  ;   "   O  virgin  1   fairelt  of  the  fair  1 
My  one  beloved  '.  Were  the  Scottiih  throne 
To  me  tranfmitted  through  a  fcepter'd  line 
Of  anceftors,  thou,  thou  fliould'ft  be  my  queen, 
And  Caledonia's  diadems  adorn 
A  fairer  head  than  ever  wore  a  crown." 

She  redden'd  like  the  morning,  under  veil 
Of  her  own  golden  hair.     The  woods  among. 
They  wander'd  uj)  and  down  with  fond  delay, 
Nor  mark'd  the  fall  of  cv'ning;  parted  then. 
The  happieft  pair  on  whom  the  fun  declin'd. 

Next  day  he  found  her  on  a  flow'ry  bank. 
Half  under  Ihade  of  willows,  by  a  fpring, 


The  m'rrror  of  the  fwains,  that  o'er  the  meads. 
Slow-winding,  fcatter'd  flow'rets  in  its  wa.y. 
Through  many  a  winding  walk  and  alley  green. 
She  led  him  to  her  garden.     V/onder-ftruck, 
He  gaz'd,  all  eye,  o'er  th'  enchanting  fcene  : 
And  much  he  prais'd  the  walks,  the  groves,  iht 

flow'rs. 
Her  beautiful  creation  ;  much  he  prais'd 
The  beautiful  creatrefs  ;  and  awak'd 
The  echo  in  her  praife.     Like  the  firft  pair, 
Adam  and  Eve,  in  Eden's  blifsful  bow'rs. 
When  newly  come  from  their  Creator's  hand. 
Our  lovers  liv'd  in  joy.     Here,  day  by  day, 
In  fond  endearments,  in  embraces  Iweet, 
That  lovers  only  know,  they  liv'd,  they  lov'd^ 
And  found  the  Paradife  that  Adam  lolt. 
Nor  did  the  virgin,  with  falfe  modeft  pride. 
Retard  the  nuptial  morn ;   flie  fix'd  the  day 
That  blefs'd  the  youth,  and  open'd  to  his  eyeS 
Au  age  of  gold,  the  heav'n  of  happinefs 
That  lovers  in  their  lucid  moments  dream. 
And  now  the  morning,  like  a  rofy  bride, 
Adorned  on  her  day,  put  on  her  robes, 
Her  beauteous  robes  of  light:  the  naiad  Ilreams, 
Sweet  as  the  cadence  of  a  poet's  fong, 
Flow'd  down  the  dale  :  the  voices  of  the  grove. 
And  ev'ry  winged  warbler  of  the  air. 
Sung  over  head,  and  there  was  joy  in  heaven. 
i<.:s'u  with  the  dawn,  the  bride,  and  bridal-maidv 
Stray'd  through  the  woods,  and  o'er  the  vales,  in 

que  ft 
Of  fJow'rs,  and  garlands,  and  fweet-fmelling  herbs. 
To  ftrew  the  bridegroom's  way,  and  deck  his  bed. 

Fair  in  the  bofom  of  the  level  lake 
Rofe  a  green  ifland,  cover'd  with  a  fprlng 
Of  flow'rs  perpetual,  goodly  to  the  eye, 
And  blooming  from  afar.     High  in  the  midft, 
Between  two  fountains,  an  enchanted  tree 
Grew  ever  green,  and  every  month  renew'd 
Its  blooms  and  apples  of  Hefperian  gold, 
Here  ev'ry  bride,  as  ancient  poets  fing. 
Two  golden  apples  gather'd  from  the  bough. 
To  give  the  bridegroom  in  the  bed  of  love. 
The  pledge  of  nuptial  concord  and  delight 
For  many  a  coming  year.     Levina  now 
Had  reach'd  the  ifle  with  an  attendant  maid. 
And  puU'd  the  myftic  apples,  puH'd  the  fruit ; 
But  wifh'd  and  long'd  for  the  enchanted  tree. 
Not  fonder  fougi.t  the  firft  created  fair 
The  fruit  foroidden  of  the  mortal- tree. 
The  fource  of  human  wo.     Two  plants  arofe 
Fair  by  the  mother's  fide,  with  fruits  and  flow'rs 
III  miniature.     One,  with  audacious  hand, 
la  evil  hour  fhe  rooted  from  the  ground. 
At  once  the  ifland  fliook,  and  fluieks  of  wo 
At  times  were  heard,  amid  the  troubled  air. 
Her  whole  frame  fliook,  the  blood  forlook  her  face. 
Her  knees  iinock'd,  and  her  heart  within  her  dy'd. 
Trembling,  and  pale,  and  boding  woes  to  come. 
They  feiz'd  the  boat,  and  hurried  from  the  ifle. 
And  now  they  gain'd  the  middle  of  the  lake. 
And  faw  th'  approaching  land  :  now,  wild  with 

joy,  ^ 

They  row'd,  they  flew.  When  lo  !  at  once  eftus'd. 
Sent  by  the  angry  demon  of  the  ifle, 
A  whirlwind  rofe  :  it  lafli'd  the  furious  lake 
To  tempeft,  overturn'd  the  boat,  and  funk 
The  fait  l*vina  to  a  watery  tomb. 
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Her  fad  companions,  bending  from  a  rock, 
Thrice  faw  her  hL-:id,  and  fiipijlicntint;  hands 
Held  up  to  heav'n,  and  heard  the  (hrick  ot"  death: 
Then  over  head  the  partinjj  billow  clos'd. 
And  op'J  no  more.     Her  fate  in  mournful  lays, 
The  muff  relates ;  and  Aire  each  tender  maid 
For  her  ihall  heave  the  fympathetic  ligh, 
And  hap'ly  my  Lumelia  (for  her  foul 
Is  pity's  ft,-lf),  as,  void  of  lioufehold  cares. 
Her  ev'ning  walk  iJie  bends  btfule  the  lake, 
Which  yet  retains  her  name,  Oiall  fadly  drop 
A  tear,  in  nicm'ry  of  the  hd])!efs  maid, 
And  mourn  with  me  the  lorrows  of  the  youth, 
Whom  from  his  miftrcfs  death  did  not  divide. 
Robb'd  of  the  calm  poffelfion  of  his  mind. 
All  night  he  wander'd  by  the  founding  (liore, 
Long  looking  o'er  the  lake,  and  faw  at  times 
The  dear,  the  dreary  ghoft  of  her  he  lov'd  ; 
Till  love  and  grief  fubdu'd  his  manly  prime. 
And  brought  his  youth  with  forrow  to  the  grave, 

I  knew  an  aged  fv.-ain,  whnfe  hoary  head 
Was  bent  with  years,  the  village  chronicle. 
Who  much  had  feen,  and  from  the  former  times 
Much  had  receiv'd.     He,  hanging  o'er  the  hearth 
In  winter  ev'nings,  to  the  gaping  fwains, 
And  children  circling  round  the  fire,  would  tell 
Stories  of  old,  and  tales  of  other  times. 
Of  Lomond  and  Levina  he  wouid  talk  ; 
And  how  of  old,  in  Britain's  evil  days. 
When  brothers  againft  brothers  drew  the  fword 
Of  civil  rage,  the  hoftile  hand  of  war 
Ravag'd  the  land,  gave  cities  to  the  fword, 
And  all  tlie  country  to  devouring  fire. 
Then  thefe  fair  forefts  and  Elyfian  fcenes. 
In  one  great  conflagration,  tlam'd  to  heav'n. 
Barren  and  black,  by  !\vift  degrees  arofe 
A  mviirifli  fen;  and  hence  the  lab'ring  hind, 
Digging  for  fuel,  meets  the;mould'ring  trunks 
Of  oaks,  and  branchy  antlers  of  the  deer. 
Now  fober  induftry,  illuitrious  power  I 
Hath  rais'd  the  peaceful  cottage,  calm  abode 
Of  innocence  and  joy;  now,  fweating,  glides 
Thelhiuing  ploughfliare  ;  tames  the  Ihibborn  foil; 
Liads  the  long  drain  along  th'  unfertile  mardi ; 
Bids  the  bleak  hill  with  vernal  verdure  bloom, 
The  haunt  of  fiocks ;   and  clothes  the  barren  heath 
With  waving  harvells,  and  the  golden  grain. 
Fair  from  his  hand,  behold  the  village  rile, 
In  rural  pride,  'mong  intermingled  trees  I 
Above  whofe  aged  tops,  the  Joyful  fwains 
At  even-tide,  defcending  from  the  hill, 
With  eye  enamour'd,  mark  the  many  wreaths 
Of  pillar'd  fmoke,  high  curling  to  the  clouds. 
The  ftrect  refounds  with  labour's  various  voice, 
Who  vvhilUes  at  his  work.     Gay  on  the  green. 
Young  blooming  boys,  and  girls  with  golden  hair, 
Trip  nimble-footed,  wanton  in  their  play. 
The  village  hope.     Ail  in  a  rev'rend  row. 
Their  gray-hair'd  grandfires,  fitting  in  the  fun, 
Before  tlic  gate,  and  leaning  on  the  ft.iff, 
The  vvc'lUremember'd  ftorics  of  their  youth 
Recount,  and  fliake  their  aged  locks  with  joy. 

How  lair  a  profpeiil   rifcs  to  the  tye. 
Where  beauty  vies  in  all  her  vernal  forms, 
For  ever  pleafant,  and  for  ever  new  ; 
Swells  tb'  exulting  thought,  expands  the  foul, 
Drowning  each  ruder  care  :   a  blooming  train 
Of  bright  ideas  lulhes  pn  the  mind. 


Imagination  roufes  at  t!;e  fccne» 
And  backward,  through  the  gloo.n  of  ages  paft, 
Behuldb  Arcadia,  like  a  rural  queen, 
Encircled  with  her  fwains  and  rofy  nymphs, 
The  mazy  dance  conducting  on  the  gieen. 
Nor  yield  to  old  Arcadia's  blilsful  vales 
Ihine,  gentle  Leven  I  green  on  either  hand 
Thy  meadows  fpreail,  utibroken  of  the  plough. 
With  beauty  all  their  own.     Thy  fields  rejoice 
With  all  the  riches  of  the  golden  year. 
Fat  on  the  jilain,  and  mountain's  funny  fide. 
Large  droves  of  oxen,  and  the  fleecy  flocks 
Vetd  iindifturb'd,  aYid  fill  the  echoing  air 
With  nuilic,  grateful  to  the  raaller's  ear. 
The  traveller  Hops,  and  gazes  round  and  round 
O'er  all  the  fcenes,  that  animate  his  heart 
V\'ith  mirth  and  uiufic.     Even  tiie  mendicant, 
Bowbent  with  ago,  that  on  the  old  gray  Itonc, 
Sole  fitting,  funs  him  in  the  public  way, 
Fee's  his  heart  leap,  and  to  him'.'elf  he  fings. 
How  beautiful  aroui:d  the  lake  oulfpreads 
Irs  wealth  of  waters,  the  furrounding  vales 
Renews,  and  holds  a  mirror  to  the  Iky, 
Perpetual  fed  by  many  filler-llreamf. 
Haunts  of  the  angler  I   Firft,  the  guify  Po, 
That  through  the  quacking  niarfli  and  waving  reeds 
Creeps  How  and  filent  on.     The  rapid  Queecii, 
Whofc  foaming  torrents  o'er  the  broken  itetp 
Burft  do:vn  imjietuous,  with  the  placid  wave 
Oi  tlow'ry  Leven,  for  the  canine  pike 
And  filver  eel  renown'd.     But  chief  thy  ftream, 
O  Gairny  1   fweetly  winding,  claims  tiie  long. 
Firfl  on  thy  banks  the  Doric  reed  I  tun'd, 
Stretch'd  on  the  verdant  grafs ;  while   twilight 

meek, 
Enrob'd  in  mift,  flow-failing  through  the  air, 
Silent  and  (till,  on  ev'ry  clofed  llow'r 
Shed  drops  necflareous ;  and  around  the  fields 
No  noife   was  heard,  lave  where  the  whifp'ring 

reeds 
Wav'd  to  the  breeze,  or  in  th"  dulky  air 
The  flow-wing'd  crane  mov'd  heav'ly  o'er  the  lee, 
And  llirilly  clamour'd  as  he  fought  his  ncft. 
There  would  I  fit,  and  tune  fome  youthful  lay, 
Or  watch  the  motion  of  the  living  fires. 
That  day  and  night  their  nevcr-ceafing  courfe 
^^'hcel  round  th'  eternal  poles,  and  bend  the  knee 
To  him  the  Maker  of  yon  Harry  Iky, 
Oiiinipotcnt  !  who,  thron'd  above  all  heav'ns, 
Yet  ever  ptcfent  through  the  peopl'd  fpace 
Of  vail  creatiotis  infinite  extent, 
Pours  life,  and  blil's,  and  beauty,  pours  himfelf. 
His  own  ellentiai  goodnefs,  o'er  the  minds 
Of  hap;iy  beings,  through  ten  thoufand  worlds- 
Nor  Ihall  the  mule  forget  thy  friendiy  heart, 
O  Lclius !   i)artner  of  my  youthful  hours ; 
How  often,  riling  from  the  bed  of  peace, 
We  would  walk  forth  to  meet  the  lummer  morn, 
Inhaling  health  and  harmony  of  mind  ; 
Philokiphers  and  friends;  while  fcience  beam'd, 
Wiih  ray  divine  as  lovely  on  our  minds 
As  yonder  orient  fun.  whofe  welcome  light 
Rcvcald  the  vernal  landlcape  to  the  view. 
Yet  oft,  unbending  from  more  ferious  ihdTjght, 
Much  of  the  loofer  follies  of  mankind,       [laugh  ; 
Hum'rous  and  gay,  Xve'd  talk,  and  much  would- 
While,  ever  and  anon,  their  fi)il)les  vain 
Imagination  ofler'd  to  oui  view. 


^Fronting  where  Gairny  pours  his  filent  urn 
Into  the  lake,  an  ifland  lifts  its  head, 
Grafly  and  wild,  with  ancient  ruin  heap'd 
Of  cells  ;  where  from  the  noify  world  retir'd 
Of  old,  as  fame  reports,  religion  dwelt 
Safe  from  the  infults  of  the  darken'd  crowd 
That  bow'd  the  knee  to  Odin  ;  and  in  times 
Of  ignorance,  when  Caledonia's  fons 
(Before  the  triple-crowned  giant  fell) 
Exchann;'d  their  fimple  faith  for  Rome's  deceits. 
Here  fuperftition  for  her  cloifter'd  fons 
A  dwelling  rear'd,  with  many  an  arched  vault ; 
Where  her  pale  vot'ries  at  the  midnight-hour, 
In  many  a  mournful  flrain  of  melancholy, 
Chanted  their  orifons  to  the  cold  moon. 
It  now  refounds  with  the  wild-fhrieking  gull, 
The  crefled  lapwing,  and  the  clamorous  mew, 
The  patient  heron,  and  the  bittern  dull, 
Deep-founding  in  the  bafe,  with  all  tlie  tribe 
That  by  the  water  feek  th'  appointed  meal. 

From  hence  the  fhepherd  in  the  fenced  fold, 
'Tis  faid,  has  heard  ilrange  founds,   and  mufic 

wild; 
Such  as  in  Sclma,  by  the  burning  oak 
Of  hero  fallen,  or  of  battle  loft, 
Warn'd  Fingal'smighty  fon,  from  trembling  chords 
Of  untouch'd  harp,  felf-founding  in  the  night. 
Perliaps  th'  afflidled  genius  of  the  lake, 
That  leaves  the  wat'ry  grot,  each  night  to  mourn 
The  wafle  of  time,  his  defolated  ifies 
And  temples  in  the  duft  :  his  plaintive  voice 
Is  heard  refouading  through  the  dreary  courts 
Of  high  Lcch'even  caflle,  famous  once, 
Th'  abode  of  heroes  of  the  Eriice's  line  ; 
Gothic  the  pile,  and  high  the  folid  walls, 
With  ■'■-■aiiike  ramparts,  and  the  flrong  defence 
Of  iati'ng  battlements,  an  age's  toil  ! 
No  more  its  s/ches  echo  to  the  noife 
Of  joy  and  feilive  mirth.  No  more  the  glance 
Of  blazlrg  taper  through  its  windows  beams, 
And  quiverb  on  the  undulating  wave  ; 
But  naked  fland  the  melancholy  walls, 
Lafii'd  by  th'  wait'ry  tci.ipsfls,  cold  and  bleak, 
That  whiille  mournful  through  the  empty  halls, 
And  piecemeal  crumble  down  the  tow'rs  to  dufh. 
Perhaps  in  fome  lone,  dreary,  defort  tower, 
Ti.at  time  has  fp.'.r'd,  forth  from  the  window  lookS: 
Half  hid  in  grafs,  the  folitary  fox ; 
While  from  above  the  owl,  mufician  dire  ! 
Screams  hideous,  harfh,  and  grating  to  the  ear. 

Equal  in  age,  and  fharers  of  its  fate, 
A  row  of  mofs-grown  trees  around  it  (land. 
Scarce  here  and  there,  upon  their  blafted  tops, 
A  fhriveil'd  leaf  diftinguifnes  the  year; 
En^iblem  of  hoary  age,  the  eve  of  life, 
W'l.en  man  draws  nigh  his  everlafting  home, 
Within  a  ftep  of  the  devouring  grave  ; 
When  all  his  views  and  tow'rmg  hopes  are  gone, 
Andev'ry  appetite  before  him  dead. 

Bright  Ihinesthe  morn,  while  in  the  ruddy  eafl 
The  fun  hangs  hov'ring  o'er  th'  Atlantic  wave. 
Apart  on  yonder  green  hill's  funny  fide, 
Seren'd  with  all  the  mufic  of  the  niorn. 
Attentive  let  me  fit ;  while  from  tlie  rock. 
The  fwains,  laborious,  roll  the  limeftone  huge, 
Bounding  elattic  from  th'  indented  grafs. 
At  every  fall  it  fprings,  and  thund'ring  Ihoots, 
O'er  rocks  and  precipices,  to  the  pl.-iu. 
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And  let  the  fliephcrd  careful  tend  his  flock 
Far  from  the  dang'rous  fteep  ;  nor,  O  ye  fwalns ! 
.Stray  heedlefs  of  its  rage.  Behold  the  tears 
Yon  wretched  widow  o'er  the  mangled  corpfe 
Of  her  dead  hufband  pours,  who,  haplefs  man  ! 
Cheerful  and  llrong  went  forth  at  rifing  morn 
To  ufual  toil ;  but,  ere  the  evening  hour, 
His  fad  companions  bare  him  lifelefs  home. 
Urg'd  from  the  hill's  high  top,  with  progrefs  fwiftj 
A  weighty  ilone,  refifllcfs,  rapid  came, 
Seen  by  the  fated  wretch,  who  flood  unmov'd. 
Nor  turn'd  to  fly,  till  flight  had  been  in  vain ; 
When  nowarriv'd  the  inflrument  of  death, 
And  fell'd  him  to  the  ground.  The  thirfiy  land 
Drank  up  his  blood:  fuch  was  the  will  of  Heav'ria 

How  wide  the  landfcape  opens  to  the  view  ! 
Still  as  I  mount,  the  lefs'ning  hills  decline. 
Till  high  above  them  northern  Grampius  lifts 
His  hoary  head,  bending  beneath  a  load 
Of  everlafling  fnow.  O'er  fouthern  fields 
I  fee  the  Cheviot  hills,  the  ancient  bounds 
Of  two  contending  kingdoms.  There  in  fight 
Brave  Piercy  and  the  gallant  Douglas  bled, 
The  houfe  of  .heroes,  and  the  death  of  hofts  ! 
Wat'ring  the  fertile  fields,  majeftic  Forth, 
Full,  deep,  and  wide,  rolls  placid  to  the  fea, 
With  many  a  vefTel  trim,  and  oared  bark, 
In  rich  profufion  cover'd,  wafting  o'er 
The  wealth  and  produdb  of  far  diflant  lands.        v 

But  chief  mine  eye  on  the  fubjciiled  vale 
Of  Leven  plcas'd  looks  down ;  while  o'er  the  tree?, 
That  faield  the  hamlet  with  the  fiiade  of  years. 
The  tnw'ring  fmoke  of  early  fire  afcends. 
And  the  ihrill  cock  proclaims  th'  advanced  morn. 
How  bleft  the  man !    who,   in  thefe  peaceful 
plains. 
Ploughs  his  paternal  field ;  far  from  the  noife, 
The  care,  and  buftle  of  a  bufy  world. 
All  in  the  facred,  fweet,  fequeller'd  vale 
Of  folitude,  the  fecret  primrofc-path 
Of  rural  life,  he  dwells;  and  with  him  dwells 
Peace  and  content,  twins  of  the  Sylvan  fhade, 
And  all  the  graces  of  the  golden  age. 
Such  is  Agricola,  the  wife,  the  good. 
By  nature  formed  for  the  calm  retreat. 
The  filent  path  of  life.  Learn'd,  but  not  fraught 
With  felf-importance,  as  the  flarchcd  fool; 
Who  cliallenges  refpedl  by  folemn  face. 
By  fludied  accent,  and  high-founding  phrafe. 
Enamour'd  of  the  fiiade,  but  not  morofe. 
Politenel's,  rais'd  in  courts  by  frigid  rules. 
With  him  fpontaneous  grows.  Not  books  aloncj 
But  man  his  fludy,  and  the  better  part ; 
To  tread  the  ways  of  virtue,  and  to  aCl 
The  various  fcenes  of  life  with  God's  applaufe. 
Deep  in  the  bottom  of  the  flow'ry  vale, 
With  blooming  fallows  and  the  leafy  twine 
Of  verdant  alders  fenc'd,  his  dwelling  ftands 
Complete  in  rural  elegance.  The  door, 
By  which  the  poor  or  pilgrim  never  pafs'd, 
Still  open,  fpeaks  the  mafter's  bounteous  heart. 
There,  O  how  fweet  !  amid  the  fragrant  Ihrubs 
At  ev'ning  cool  to  fit ;  while,  on  their  boughs, 
Thi-  nefled  fongflers  twitter  o'er  their  young, 
And  the  hoarfe  low  of  folded  cattle  breaks 
The  filence,  wafted  o'er  the  fleeping  lake, 
I  Wliofc  waters  glow  beneath  the  purple  tinge 
Of  wellern  cloud  ;  whiie  convcrfe  fweet  deceives 
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The  ftcallng  foot  of  time.    Or  where  the  ground, 
2Vloundcd  irreg;ular,  points  out  the  j^ravcs 
Of  our  forefathers,  and  the  haliow'd  Tunc, 
"Where  fwains  aflcmhlinw  wor(hip.  let  us  walk, 
Jn  foftly-foothing  inclantlioly  thoujjht, 
As  night's  fcraphic  bard,  immortal  Young! 
Or  fweet-complaining  C!ray  ;  theit;  fee  the  goal 
Of  human  life,  wlicre  drooping,  faint,  and  lir'd. 
Oft  mifa'd  the  prize,  the  weary  racer  rcfts. 

Thus  fung  the  youth,  amid  unfertile  wilds 
And  nameleis  del'ei  ts,  impoetic  ground  ! 
I'ar  from  his  friends  he  ftray'd,  recording  thus 
'l"hc  dear  remembrance  of  his  native  fields 
To  cheer  the  tedious  night ;  while  flow  ilifcafe 
I'rty'd  on  his  pining  vitals,  and  the  blafts 
Of  dark  December  fl\ook  his  humble  cot. 

DAPHNIS : 

A  MONony. 

7»  f/.'e  Airman  of  Mr.  Willi.vn  Antot  *. 

No  more  of  youthful  joys,  or  love's  fond  dreams, 
No  more  of  morning  fair,  or  ev'ning  mild, 
AVhi'.e  Daphnis  lies  among  the  filent  dead 
Unl'ung;  though  long  ago  he  trod  the  j)ath, 

The  dreary  road  of  death 

A\'hich  loon  or  late  each  human  foot  muft  tread  : 
lie  trod  the  dark  uncomfortable  wild,         [beams, 
Ly  faith's  pure  light,  hy  hope's  heav'n-op'ning 
JJy  love,  whofe  image  gladdens  mortal  eyes, 
And  keeps  the  golden  key  that  openi  all  the  fkies. 

Aflill,  ye  mules  ! — and  ye  will  aififl ; 
For  Daphnis,  whom  1  ling,  to  you  was  d-ar: 
Ye  lov'd  the  boy,  and  on  h's  youthl'ul  head 
Your  Icindtft  influence  flitd. — 
So  may  I  match  his  lays,  ■who  to  the  lyre 
Wail'd  his  loil  Lycidas  by  wood  and  rill : 
So  may  the  mule  my  grov'ling  mind  infpire 
To  fni'g  n  farewell  to  thy  alhcshkft  ; 
"J'o  bid  fair  peace  to  be  thy  gentle  Ihade  ; 
To  Vca'ter  ilow'rcts,  cropt  by  fancy's  hand, 
Jn  fad  alCemblage  round  thy  tomb, 
U  water'd  by  the  mule,  to  latell  time  to  bloom. 

Oft  by  the  fide  of  Lcven's  cryftal  lake. 
Trembling  beneath  the  doling  lids  of  lioht, 
"With  How  Ihort-meufur'd  ftcps  we  took  our  walk  : 
'J'htn  he  would  talk. 
Of  argument  far,  far  above  his  years; 
Then  he  woulil  realou  high, 
Till  from  the  ealt  the  Hlver  queen  of  nij;ht 
Her  jdtirney  up  luav'n's  (teen  began  to  make, 
And  lllence  jcign'd  atuntivc  in  the  Iky. 

O  happy  days !  for  ever,  ever  gone  ! 
"When  o'er  the  llow'ry  green  wc  ran,  wc  play'd 
"With  blooms  bedrepM  by  youthful  finmncr's  hand; 
Or,  in  the  willow-lhade, 
We  miniic  cafiles  built  among  the  fan  J, 
Soon  by  the  lounding  furge  to  he  beat  down. 
Or  fweeping  wi;>ds;  when,  by  the  I'edgy  mardi, 
\Yc  heard  the  heron,  and  the  wild  duck  harfli. 
And  fweeter  lark,  tune  his  melodious  lay 
At  highefl  ncmi  of  day. 

Among  the  ainie  mof>-grown  flon-.s  v.e'd  roam. 
With  ancient  hieroglyphic  figuris  grac'd, 

'*  Son  (f^fr.  Da-viJ  Arnot  of  I'titL-iiiaL,  near  K'uircfs. 


Winged  hour-glaffes,  hone<:,  and  flculls,  and  fpade#. 

And  obfolete  infcriptions  by  the  hands 

Of  other  ages;   ah,  I  little  thought 

J  hat  wc  then  play'd  o'er  his  untimely  tomb  ! 

Where  were  ye,  mufcs  !  when  the  leaden  hand 
Ot  death,  reniorfelcfs,  clos'd  your  Daphnis'  eyes? 
For  fure  ye  heard  the  weeping  mother's  cries; 
But  the  dread  pow'r  of  fate  what  can  withlland  ? 
Young  Daphnis  fmil'd  at  death ;  the  tyrant's  darts 
As  ftubblc  counted.  What  was  his  fupport .' 
His  confcience,and  firm  trufl.  in  him  whole  ways 
Arc  truth  ;  in  him  who  fways 
Hii  potent  fccptre  o'er  the  dark  domains 
^)f  death  and  hell ;  who  holds  his  llrait'ned  rein* 
Their  banded  legions :  "  I'hrough  the  darkfomc 
~  "  vale  [ray  ; 

"  He'll  guide  my  trembling  flcps  with  hcav'nly 
"   I  fee  the  dawning  of  immortal  day," 
He  fmiling  faid,  and  died  ! — 

Hail  and  farewell,  bleft  youth  !  foon  haft  thou 
left 
I'his  evil  world  !   Fair  '.vas  thy  tliread  of  life, 
Bi!t  quickly  by  the  envious  fillers  fiiorn  : 
Thus  have  1  feen  a  rofe  with  rifing  morn 
Unlold  its  glowing  bloom,  fweet  to  the  fmell, 
And  lovely  to  the  eye  ;  when  a  keen  wind 
Hath  tore  its  blulhing  leaves,  and  laid  it  low, 
.Stripp'd  of  its  fwects. — Ah,  fo, 
So  Dapl'.nis  fell !  long  ere  his  prime  he  fell ! 
Nor  left  he  on  thefe  plains  his  peer  behind  ; 
Thefc  plains,  that  mouin  their  iofs.  of  him  bcrelt. 
No  more  look  gay,  hut  defcrt  and  iorlorn. 

Now  ceal'e  your  lamentations,  fhepherds,  ccafc  ' 
Though  Daphnis  died  below,  he  lives  above  ; 
.•\  better  life,  and  in  a  fairer  clime. 
He  lives;  no  fcrro-.v  enters  that  bleft  place. 
But  ceafelefs  fongs  of  love  and  joy  refound  ; 
AhA  fragrance  floats  around, 
By  fanning  zephyrs  from  the  fpicy  groves, 
And  flow'rs  immortal  wafted  ;  afphodcl 
And  amaranth,  unfading,  deck  the  ground. 
With  fairer  colours  than,eie  Adam  fell. 
In  I'.den  bloom'd  :  there  haj^p'ly  he  may  hear 
This  artlefs  fong.  Y'e  pow'rs  of  vrrfe,  improve. 
And  make  it  wortliy  of  your  darhng's  ear, 
,Viid  make  it  equal  to  the  fticpherd's  love  ! 

Thus,  in  the  fliadow  of  a  frowniKg  rock. 
Beneath  a  mountain's  fide,  fhaggy  and  hoar, 
A  homely  fwain,  tei;ding  his  little  flock. 
Rude,  yet  a  lover  of  the  mule's  lore. 
Chanted  his  Doric  ftrain  till  clofe  of  day, 
'I  heu  rofc,  and  homeward  llowly  bent  liis  vray. 

ADFXIS  : 

A    r.\STORAL. 

I'roN  a  hank  with  cowflips  cover'd  o'er, 
Where  Leven's  waters  break  againll  the  fliorc  ; 
What  time  the  village  fires  in  circles  talk, 
And  youths  and  maidens  take  their  evening  walk ; 
Among  the  yellow  broom  Alexis  lay. 
And  vicw'd  the  beauties  of  the  fetting  day. 

I'ldl  well  yoti  might  obfervc  fome  inward  fmart, 
Some  fecrct  grief  hung  heavy  at  his  heart. 
While  round  the  field  his  fporting  lambkins  play'd, 
He  raio'd  his  plaintive  voice,  and  thus  he  faid; 


POEMS. 


Begin,  my  pipe,  a  foftly  nionrnful  ftrain : 
The  parting  fun.ftiines yellow  on  the  plain; 
The  balmy  wefl-wind  breathes  along  the  ground  : 
Their  evening  fweets  the  llow'rs  difpenfe  around ; 
The  flocks  llray  bleating  o'er  the  mountain's brov.', 
And  from  the  plain  th'  anfw'ring  cattle  low ; 
Sweet  chant  the  feather'd  tribes  on  every  tree, 
And  all  things  feel  the  joys  of  love,  but  me. 

Begin,  my  pipe,  begin  the  mournful  flrain  ; 
Pumelia  meets  my  kindnefs  with  difdain. 
Oft  have  1  try'd  her  flubborn  heart  to  moVc^ 
And  in  her  icy  bofom  kindle  love : 
But  all  in  vain — ere  I  my  love  declar'd. 
With  other  youths  her  company  I  fliar'd ; 
But  now  fhe  fliuns  me,  hoplefs  and  forlorn, 
And  pays  my  conllant  paffion  with  her  fcorn. 

Begin,  my  pipe,  the  fadly-foothinj  ftrain, 
And  bring  the  days  of  innocence  again. 
Well  I  remember  in  the  funny  fcene 
We  ran,  we  play'd  together  on  the  green. 
Fair  in  our  youth,  and  wanton  in  our  play,  ■ 
We  toy'd,  we  fported  the  long  fumrher's  day. 
For  her  I  fpoil'd  the  gardens  of  the  fpring,    . 
And  taught  the  goldfinch  on  her  hand  to  fing. 
We  fat  and  fung  beneatli  the  lover's  tree  ; 
One  was  her  look  and  it  was  fix'd  on  me. 

Begin,  my  pipe  a  melancholy  ftrain: 
A  holiday  was  kept  on  yonder  plain  ; 
The  feaft  was  fpread  upon  the  ilow'ry  mead, 
And  flcillful  Thyrfis  tun'd  his  vocal  reed  ; 
Each  *'or  the  dance  feleds  tlie  rlymph  he  loves, 
And  every  nymph  with  fmiles  her  fwain  approves: 
The  fettiug  fun  beheld  their  mirthful  glee, 
And  left  all  happy  in  their  love,  but  me. 

Begin,  n^f  pipe,  a  foftly  mournful  ftrain  ; 
O  cru(el  nymph  !  O  moft  unhappy  fwain  ! 
I'o  climb  the  ftecpy  rock's  tremendous  height, 
And  crop  its  herbage  is  the  goat's  deliglit; 
The  flow'ry  thyme  delights  the  humming  bees,      ■ 
And  blooming  wilds  the  bleating  lambkins  pleafe  ; 
Daphnis  courts  Chloe  under  every  tree  . 
Eumelia,  you  alone  have  joys  for  me  ! 

Now  ceafe,  my  pipe,  now  ceafe  the  mournful 
ftrain  : 
Lo,  yonder  comes  Eumelia  o'er  the  plain  ! 
Till  Ihe  approach  I'll  lurk  behind  the  ftiade. 
Then  try,  with  all  my  art,  the  ftubborn  maid: 
.Though  to  her  lover  cruel  and  unkind, 
Yet  time  may  change  the  purpofe  of  her  mind. 
But  vain  thel'e  pleafing  hopes  I  already  fee. 
She  hath  obferv'd,  and  now  flie  flies  from  ine  1 

'Then  ceafe,  my  pipe,  the  unavailing  ftrain: 
Apollo  aids,  the, nine  infplre  in  vain: 
You,  cruel  maid  !  refuie  to  lend  an  ear ; 
No  more  I  linrf,  fince  you  difdain  to  hear. 
This  pipe  Amyntas  gave,  on  which  he  play'd  : 
"  Be  thou  its  fecond  lord,"  the  dying  fliepherd 

faid. 
No  more  I  play  :  now  filent  let  it  be ; 
Nor  pipe,  nor  fong,  can  e'er  give  joy  to  me. 

THE  EAGLE,  CROW,  AND  SHEPHERD'. 

A  FABLE. 

Beneath  tha»4iorror  of  a  rock, 
A  fliepherd  carelefs  fed  his  flock. 
Sovk  from  its  top  an  eagle  came,, 
And  feiz'd  upon  a  jportins  lamb : 
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Its  tender  fides  his  talons  tear. 

And  bear  it  bleating  through  th-?  air. 

This  was  difcover'd  by  a  ci  ow, 
Who  hopp'd  upon  the  plain  below. 
"  You  ram,"  fays  he,  "  becomes  my  prey  ;" 
And,  mounting,  hallcns  to  the  iray, 
Lights  on  his  back — when  lo,  ill  luck ! 
He  in  the  fleece  entangled  ftuck;^ 
He  fpreadshis  wings,  but  can't  get  iree. 
Struggling,  in  vain,  for  liberty. 

The  fliepherd  foon  the  captive  fpies, 
And  foon  he  feizes  on  the  prize. 
His  children,  curiou,s,  crowd  around,. 
And  aflc  what  ftrange  fowl  he  has  found. 
"  My  fons,"  faid  he,  "  warn'd  by  this  WTetcb, 
"  Attempt  no  deed  above  your  reach  : 
"  An  eagle  not  an  hour  ago, 
"  He's  now  content  to  be  a  crow." 

PASTORAL  SONG. 

To  the  Tune  of— The.  Yeliow-Hair'd  Laddie. 

In  May,  when  the  go>vans  appear  on  the  oreen, 
And  fiovv'rs  in  the  field  and. the  loreft-  are  feen  ;  " 
Where   lilUes  bloom'd  bonny,  and  hawthorns  up 

fprufig,  .'      '    .     •     ' 

The  yellow-hair'd  laddie  oft  whiftled  and  fuinr. 


But 


neither  the  ftiadcs,  nor  the   fweets  .of  thii 
flow'rs,  -  [bow'rs. 

Nor  the  blackbirds  that  warbled  on  bloCbhiin| 
Could  pleafure  his  eye,  or  his  ear  entertain  ; 
For  love  was  his  pleafure,  and  love  was  his  pain. 

The  fliepherd  thus  fung,  v.'hile  hio.flocks  all  around 
Brew  nearer  and  nearer,  and  figh'd  to  the  found: 
Around,  as  in  chains,  lay  the  beafts  of  the  wood. 
With  pity  dlfarmed,  with  mufic  fubdu'd. 

Young  Jefly  is  fair  as  tlie  fpring's  early  flower,    ^ 
And  Mary  fings  fweet  as  the  bird  in  her  bower: 
But  Peggy  is  faire-f  and  fweeter  than  they  ;'  ' 
With  looks  like  the  morning,  with  fmiles  like  the 
da-/. 

In  the  flower  of  her  youth,  in  the  bloom  of  eigh- 
teen. 
Of  virtue  the  goddefs,  of  beauty  the  queen  : 
One  hour  in  her-]3refence  an  era  excels. 
Amid  courts,  where  ambition  with  mifery  dwells. 

Fair  to  the  fliepherd  the  new-fpringing  flow'rs, 
When  May  and  when  morning  lead  on  the  gay 

hours : 
But  Peggy  is  brighter  and  fairer  than  they; 
She's  fair  as  the  morning,  and  lovely  as  May. 

Sweet  to  the  fliepherd  the  v.'ild  woodland  found,    • 
When  larks  fmg  above-  hini,  and  lambs  bleat  a- 

round  : 
But  Pevjgy  far  fweeter  can  fpeak  and  can  fintr,  •  ' 
Than  the  not^s  of  the  warblers  that  welcome  the 

.  Spring- 
When  in  beauty  fiie  tnoves  by  the  brook  of  the 

plain,  ^  [main'-, 

You  would  call  her  a  Venus  new  fprur.g  from  the 
When  flie  fings,  and  the  woods  with  their  echoes 

reply    _  .[Mgh, 

You  would  think  that  an  angel  was  v/ar1jliiig  or 
T       . 
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THE  WORKS  OP   ERUCH. 


Ye  powers,  that  prtfide  over  mortal  eflatc  ! 
Whofe  nod  nilctn  nature,  whofe  plcafurc  is  fate, 
O  grant  me,  O  grant  mc  the  hcav'n  ot"  her  charms! 
May  J  live  in  her  prtfcncc,  and  die  in  her  arms ! 

SIR  JAMES  THE  ROSS. 

AN   HISTORICAL  BALLAD. 

Ot  all  the  Scottifh  northern  chiefs, 

Of  high  and  mighty  name, 
The  bravefl  was  Sir  James  the  Rofs, 

A  knight  of  mcikle  fame. 

His  growth  was  like  a  youthful  oak, 
That  crowns  the  mountain's  brow; 

And,  waving  o'er  his  Ihouidcrs  broad, 
His  locks  of  yellow  flew. 

Wide  were  his  fields,  his  herds  were  large. 

And  large  his  flocks  of  (heep, 
And  num'rous  were  his  goats  and  deer 

Upon  the  mountains  fteep. 

The  chieftain  of  the  ^ood  Clan  Rofs, 

A  firm  and  warlike  band  ; 
^ive  hundred  warriors  drew  the  fword 

Beneath  his  high  command. 

In  bloody  fight  thrice  had  he  ftood 

Againft  the  Engliih  keen, 
Ere  two  and  twenty  op'niog  fprings 

The  blooming  youth  had  fcen. 

The  fair  Matilda  dear  he  lov'd, 

A  maid  of  beauty  rare  : 
Xvcn  Marg'rct  on  the  Scottifh  throne 

Was  never  half  fo  fair. 

Long  had  he  woo'd,  long  fhe  rcfus'd 

With  fccming  fcorn  and  pride  ; 
Yet  oft  her  eyes  confefs'd  the  love 

Her  fearful  words  deny'd. 

At  length  fhe  blefs'd  his  well-try "d  love, 

Allow'd  his  tcndcf  claim  ; 
She  vow'd  to  him  her  virgin*heart. 

And  own'd  an  equal  flame. 

Her  brother,  Buchan's  cruel  lord, 

Their  pafTion  difapprov'd ; 
He  bade  her  wed  Sir  John  the  Graeme, 

And  leave  the  youth  flie  lov'd. 

®ne  night  they  met,  as  they  were  wont, 

Deep  in  a  Ihady-wood  ; 
Where  on  the  bank,  befide  the  burn, 

A  blooming  faugh-trce  {lo6d. 

Conccal'd  among  the  underwood 

The  crafty  Donald  lay, 
The  brother  of  Sir  John  the  Gr«mc, 

To  watch  what  they  might  fay. 

When  thus  the  maid  began  :  "  My  Cre 

"  Our  paflion  difapprovcs  ; 
"  He  bids  me  wed  Sir  John  the  Gramc^ 

"  So  here  muft  end  otr  lovej, 

•«  My  father's  will  muft  be  obcy'd, 
•'  Nought  boots  me  to  withftand; 

**  Some  fairer  maid  in  beauty's  bloom 
f  Shall  blcfs  Uiee  urith  her  hand. 
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"  Soon  will  Matilda  be  forgdf, 

"  And  from  thy  mind  i-ffac'tfj 
"  But  may  that  happincfa  be  thine, 

"  Which  I  can  never  taftc  !" 

"  What  do  I  hear  ?  is  this  thy  vtrw  ?" 

Sir  Jamos  the  Rofs  replied ; 
"  And  will  Matilda  wed  the  Gramme, 

"  Though  fworn  to  be  my  bride  ? 

"  His  fword  (hall  fooncr  pierce  my  heart, 
"  Than  reave  mc  of  thy  charms''        »> 

And  clafp'd  her  to  his  throbbi.igbrcafl, 
I'aft  iock'd  within  her  arms. 

"  I  fpokc  to  try  thy  love,"  fhe  faid, 
"  I'll  ne'er  wed  man  but  thee  : 

"  The  grave  (hall  be  my  bridal  bed, 
"  If  Grajme  my  hufband  be. 

"  Take  then,  dearjrouth!  this  faithful  kiis^ 

"  In  witncfs  of  my  troth  5 
*'  And  every  p'ague  become  my  lot, 

"  That  day  I  break  my  oath." 

They  parted  thus — the  fun  wasfet: 

Up  hafly  Donald  flies; 
And,  "  Turn  thee,  turn  thee,  beardlcfs  youth! 

He  loud  infulting  cries. 

Soon  turn'd  about  the  fearlefs  chief. 

And  foon  his  fword  he  drew ; 
For  Donald's  blade  before  his  br<.a(t 

Had  picrc'd  his  tartans  thiough. 

"  This  for  my  brother's  flighted  love; 

"  His  wrong's  fit  on  my  arm."— 
Three  paces  back  the  youth  rctir'd, 

Andfav'd  himfcli  from  harm. 

Returning  fwift,  his  fword  he  rear'd 

Fierce  Doaaid's  head  above  ; 
And  through  tKe  brain,  and  crafbing  bone. 

The  fuiious  weapon  drove. 

Life  ifTucd  at  the  wound  ;  he  fell, 

A  lump  of  lifelcfs  clay  . 
"  So  fall  my  foes,"  quoth  valiant  Rofs, 

And  (lately  (Irodc  away. 

Through  the  greem-wond  in  haf  e  he  pafs'd 

Unto  Lord  Buchan's  hall. 
Beneath  Matilda's  windows  fiood, 

And  thus  on  her  did  call : 

'•  Art  thou  aflccp,  Matilda  fair? 

"  Awake,  my  love,  awake  ? 
"  Behold  thy  lover  waits  without, 

"  A  long  farewell  to  take. 

"  For  I  have  (lain  fierce  Donald  GrxmC/ 

"  His  bloo  '.  is  on  my  fv.ord  ; 
"  And  far,  far  diftant  are  my  men, 

"  Nor  can  defend  their  lord. 

"  To  Sky  I  will  dirc(51  my  flight, 

"   Where  my  brave  brothers  hide, 

"  And  raife  the  mighty  of  the  iflcs 
"  To  combat  on  my  fide." 

"  O  do  not  fo,"  the  maid  replied, 

"  With  me  till  morning  (lay ; 
"  for  dark  and  dreary  is  the  night, 

I'  And  dang'rtus  is  the  way. 


"  All  night  I'll  watch  thee  in  the  park  ; 

"  My  faithful  page  I'll  fend, 
"  In  hafte  to  raife  the  brave  Clan  Rofs, 

"  Their  mafter  to  defend." 

He  laid  him  down  beneath  a  bufh, 
And  wrapp'd  him  in  his  plaid  ; 

While,  trembling  for  her  lover's  fate, 
At  diftance  ftood  the  maid. 

Swift  ran  the  page,  o'er  hill  aud  dale^ 

Till,  in  a  lowly  glen, 
He  met  the  furious  Sir  John  Grxme 

With  twenty  of  his  men. 

"  Where  goeft  thou,  little  page  ?"  he  faid, 
♦'  So  late  who  did  thee  fend  ?" 

"  I  go  to  raife  the  brave  Clan  Rofs, 
"  Their  mafter  to  defend. 

"  For  he  has  flain  fierce  Donald  Grseme, 

"  His  blood  is  on  his  fword ; 
"  Ai^d  far,  far  diftant  are  his  men, 

"  Nor  can  aflilt  their  lord." 

*'  And  has  he  flain  my  brother  dear  r" 

The  furious  chief  replies : 
"  Diflionour  blaft  my  name,  but  he 

"  By  me  ere  morning  dies. 

"  Say,  page,  where  is  Sir  James  the  Rofs? 

"  I  will  thee  well  reward." 
"  He  fleeps  into  Lord  Buchan's  park; 

**  Matilda  is  his  guard." 

They  fpurr'd  their  fteeds,  and  furious  flew. 

Like  light'ning  o'er  the  lea  : 
They  reacli'd  Lord  Buchan's  lofty  tow'ts 

By  dawning  of  the  day. 

?.latilda  ftood  without  the  gate. 

Upon  a  riling  ground, 
And  watch'd  each  objedl  in  the  dawn,  ' 

All  ear  to  every  found. 

"  Where  deeps  the  Rofs  ?"  began  the  Gr^me, 

"  Or  has  the  felon  fled  ? 
"  This  hand  fliall  lay  the  wretch  on  earth, 

"  By  whom  my  brother  bled." 

And  now  the  valiant  knight  awoke, 

The  virgin  flirieking  heard  : 
Straight  up  he  rofe,  and  drew  his  fword, 

When  the  fierce  band  appear'd. 

*'  Your  fword  laft  night  my  brother  flew, 
"  His  blood  yet  dims  its  fliine  ; 

"  And,  ere  the  fun  fliall  gild  the  morn, 
"  Your  blood  ftiall  reek  on  mine." 

*'  Your  words  are  brave,"  the  chief  retum'd ; 

"  But  deeds  approve  the  man. 
'^'  Set  by  your  men,  and,  hand  to  handj 

"  We'll  try  what  valour  can." 

With  dauntlefs  ftep  he  forward  ftrode, 

And  dar'd  him  to  the  fight ; 
The  Grseme  gave  back,  and  fear'd  his  arffl, 

For  well  he  knew  his  might. 

Pour  of  his  men,  the  braveft  four, 
Sunk  dawn  beneatli  his  fwor^: 
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But  Hill  he  fcorn'd  thfe  poor  revenge, 
And  fought  their  haughty  lord. 

Behind  him  bafely  came  the  Gr«me, 

And  wounded  in  the  fide : 
Out  fpouting  came  the  purple-ftreaini 

And  all  his  tartans  dy'd. 

But  yet  his  hand  not  dropp'd  the  fword^ 

Nor  funk  he  to  the  ground. 
Till  through  his  en'my's  heart  his  fworJ 

Had  forc'd  a  mortal  wound. 

Grajme,  like  a  tree  by  winds  o'ertiirown. 

Fell  breathlefs  on  the  clay  ; 
And  down  beCde  him  funk  the  Rofs, 

And  faint  and  dying  lay. 

Matilda  faw,  arid  faft  (he  ran  t 

"  O  fpare  his  life,"  flie  cried ;  •»  ■ 

"  Lord  Buchan's  daughter  begs  his  lif#-  r; . ; 

"  Let  her  not  be  denied." 

Her  well-known  voice  the  hero  heard; 

He  rais'd  his  death-clos'd  eyes  ; 
He  fix'd  them  on  the  weeping  inaid» 

And  weakly  thus  replies :  .    . 

"  In  vain  Matilda  begs  the  L'fe 

"   By  death's  arreft  d«ny'd  ; 
"  My  race  is  run — adieu,  my  love  I"~  ; 

Then  clob'd  his  eyes,  and  dy'd.  > 

The  fword,  yet  warm  from  his  left  fide,  '- 

With  frantic  hand  flie  drew: 
"  I  come,  Sir  James  the  Rofs,"  (he  cry'd, 

"  I  come  to  follow  you." 

The  hilt  flie  lean'd  againft  the  giround^ 

And  bar'd  her  fnowy  brijaft. 
Then  fell  upon  her  lover's  face. 

And  funk  to  endlefs  reft. 

ANACREONTIC, 

To  A  WASP. 

The  folio'wwg  is  a  Ludicrous  Lnitatiotl  of  the 
lifual  Atiucreontics ;  the  Spirit  of  compojing 
nvkiih  was  raging,  a  few  years  ago,  among  alt 
the  Sweet  Singers  of  Great  Britain. 

Winged  wand'rer  of  the  fky  ! 

Inhabitant  of  heav'n  high  I 

Dreadful  with  thy  dragon  tail. 

Hydra-head,  and  coat  of  mail  I 

Why  dolt  thou  my  peace  moleft  > 

Why  doft  thou  difturb  my  reft  i 

When  in  May  the  meads  are  feen. 

Sweet  enamel,  white  and  green  i 

And  the  gardens,  and  the  bow'rs. 

And  tiie  forefts,  and  the  flow'rs, 

Don  their  robes  of  curious  dye, 

Fine  confufion  to  the  eye  !  , 

Did  I — .—chafe  thee  in  thy  flight  ? 

Did  I put  thee  in  a  fright  ? 

Did  I fpoil  thy  treafure  hid  'i 

Never— never- -never  did. 

Envious  nothing,  pray  beware  j 

Tempt  mine  anger,  if  you  dare. 

Truft  not  in  thy  ftrength  of  wing  j 

Truft  not  iu  thy  length  of  ftinf. 
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Heav'n  nor  earth  fliall  thee  defend  ; 

1  thy  buzzing  foon  will  end. 

Take  my  counl'el,  while  you  may; 

Devil  take  yo\i.  if  you  (lay. 

Wilt- .-thou — dare— my— face — to — wound?— 

Thus,  I  fell  thee  to  the  ground. 

Down  amonn  the  dead  men,  now 

Thou  Ihalt  foryet  thou  ere  wait  ihou. 

Anacreoiitic  b.inU  bei)eath. 

Thus  ihaiJ  wail  thee  after  ^ealh. 

Chorus  ofElyJian  Bards  *. 

<   A  wafp  for  a  wonder, 

•  To  Paradife  under 

•  Dcfcends:  fee,  he  wanders 
'  By  Stv'x's  meanders '. 

'   Behold,  liow  he  glows, 
'  Amidft  Rhodope'i  fnowsl 
'  He  Iweats  in  a  trice, 
«  III  the  regions  of  ice  ! 

Lo  I   he  cools,  by  God's  ire, 

Amidll  brimftone  and  fire  '. 

He  goes  to  our  king, 

And  he  lliowsjiim  his  fting. 

(God  Pluto  loves  fatire. 

As  women  love  attire)  ; 

Our  king  fets  him  free. 

Like  fam'd  turidice. 

Thus  a  waf()  could  prevail 

O'er  the  devil  and  hell, 

A  conqaeft  both  hard  and  laborious! 

Though  hell  had  faft  bound  him, 

And  the  devil  did  confound  him, 

Yet  his  fting  and  his  wing  were  vidlorious." 

THE  MOUSIAD. 

A  MINOR  EPIC  POEM. 

In  the  Manner  of  Homer- 

A    FRAGMINT. 

In  ancient  times,  ere  traps  were  fram'd. 
Or  cats  in  Brrtain's  ifle  were  known  ; 

A  moufe,  for  pow'r  and  valour  fam'd, 
Poflefs'd  in  peace  the  regal  throne. 

A  farmer's  houfe  he  nightly  ftorm'd 

(In  vain  were  bolts,  in  vain  were  keys); 

The  miik's  fair  furface  he  deform'd, 

And  iligg'd  entrenchments  in  the  checfe. 

In  vain  the  farmeir  watch 'd  by  night. 
In  vain  he  fpread  the  poifon'd  bacon; 

The  monfc  was  wife  as  well  as  wight. 
Nor  could  by  force  or  fraud  be  taken. 

His  fubjeifls  follow'd  where  he  led, 
And  dealt  deftriidion  all  around  ; 

His  people,  fliepherd-like,  he  fed  : 
Such  mice  are  rarely  to  be  found  ! 

But  evil  fortune  had  decreed 

(The  loe  of  mice  as  well  as  men). 

The  royal  moufe  at  lall  (hould  bleed, 
Should  fall— ne'er  to  arife  again. 
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Upon  a  night,  as  authors  fay, 
A  lucklefs  fccnt  t>ur  hero  drew. 

Upon  Jorbidden  grou:id  to  Itray, 
And  pafs  a  narrow  cranny  through. 

That  night  a  feaft  the  farmer  made. 
And  joy  unbounded  hll'd  the  huufc  ; 

The  fragiaents  in  the  pantry  fpread. 
Afforded  bus'nefs  to  the  moafe. 

He  eat  his  fill,  and  back  again 
Return'd  ;   but  accefs  was  deny'd. 

He  fearch'd  each  corner,  but  in  vain  ; 
He  ftund  It  clofe  on  every  fide. 

Let  none  our  hero's  fears-deride  ; 

He  roar'd  (ttn  mice  of  modern  days, 
As  mice  are  dwindl'd  and  decay'd, 

So  great  a  voice  could  fcarcely  raife). 

Rous'd  at  the  voice,  the  farmer  ran, 
And  feiz'd  upon  his  haplefs  prey. 

With  entreaties  the  moufe  began. 
And  pray'rs,  his  anger  to  allay. 

"  O  fpire  my  life,"  he  trembling  cries; 

«•  My  fubjects  will  a  ranfom  give, 
"  Large  as  thy  wiihes  can  devife  ; 

♦<  Soon  as  it  fliall  be  heard  I  live." 

"  No,  wretch  !"  the  farmer  fays  in  wrath, 
"  Thou  dy'ft  ;  no  ranfom  I'll  receive." 

"  My  fabjccls  will  revenge  my  death," 
He  laid---"  this  dying  charge  I  leave." 

The  farmer  lifts  his  armed  hand, 

And  on  the  moufe  inflirts  an  wound  ; 

What  moufe  could  fuch  a  blow  withftand  '. 
He  fell,  and,  dying,  bit  the  ground. 

Thus  Lambris  fell,  who  flourilh'd  long, 
(I  half  forgot  to  tell  his  name) ; 

But  his  renown  lives  in  the  fong. 

And  future  times  (hall  fpeak  his  fame. 

A  moufe,  who  walk'd  about  at  large 
In  fafety,  heard  his  mournful  cries; 

He  heard  him  give  his  dying  charge. 
And  to  the  reft  he  frantic  flies. 

Thrice  he  eflay'd  to  fpeak,  and  thrice 
Tears,  fuch  as  mice  may  iLed,  fell  down. 

''  Revenge  your  monarch's  death,"  he  cries; 
His  voice  half  ftifl'd  with  a  groan. 

But  having  reafTum'd  his  fenl'es, 

And  reafon,  fuch  as  mice  may  have, 

He  told  out  all  the  circumftances. 

With  many  a  ftrain  and  broken  heave. 

Chili'd  with  fad  grief.th'  affembly  heard  ; 

Each  dropp'd  a  tear,  and  bow'd  the  head  : 
But  I'ymptoms  foon  of  rage  appear'd. 

And  vengeance,  for  the  royal  dead. 

Long  fat  they  mute  :  at  laft  uprofe 
The  great  Hypenor,  blamelefs  fagc  ! 

A  hero  born  to  many  woes  ; 

His  head  was  lilver'd  o'er  with  age. 


*  The  Chorus'  is  /aid  to  be  the  ^roduHion 
Logan.  5 
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His  bulk  fo  large,  his  joints  fo  ftrong. 
Though  worn  with  grjci",  and  pall  hi- prime 
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Few  rats  fould  equal  him,  'tis  fung^, 
As  rats  are  in  thefe  dregs  of  time. 

Two  fons,  in  battle  brave,  he  had, 
Sprung  from  fair  Lalage's  embrace ; 

Short  time  they  grac'd  his  nuptial  bed, 
By  dogs  deftroy'd  in  cruel  chafe. 

Their  timelefs  fate  the  mother  wail'd. 
And  pin'd  with  heart-corroding  grief: 

O'er  every  comfort  it  prevail'd, 
Till  death,  advancing,  brought  relief. 

Now  he's  the  lafl;  of  all  his  race, 

A  prey  to  woe  ;  he  inly  pin'd; 
Grief  piitnr'd  fat  upon  his  face; 

Upon  his  breaft  his  head  rccHn'd. 

"  And,  O  my  fellow  mice  !"  he  faid, 
"  Thefe  eyes  ne'er  law  a  day  fo  dire, 

"  Save  when  my  gallant  children  bled. 
"  O  wretched  fens  !  O  wretched  fire  ! 

"  But  now  a  gen'ral  caufe  demands 

"  Our  grief,  and  claims  our  tears  alone, 

"  Our  hionarch,  flain  by  wicked  hands, 
"  No  iffue  left  to  fiU  the  throne. 

"  Yet,  though  by  hoftile  man  much  wrong'd, 
"  My  counfel  is,  from  arms  forbear, 

"  That  fo-your  days  may  be  prolong'd; 
"  For  man  is  Heav'n's  peculiar  care." 

ELEGY. 

WRITTEN  IN  SPRING. 

Tis  pafl :  the  iron  north  has  fpent  his  rage  ; 

Stern  winter  now  refigns  the  length'ning  day; 
The  flormy  bowlings  of  the  winds  affuage, 

And  warm  o'er  ether  weftern  breezes  play. 

Of  genial  heat  and  cheerful  light  the  fource. 
From  fouthern  climes,  beneath  another  (ley. 

The  fun,  returning,  wheels  his  golden  courfe ; 
Before  his  beams  all  noxious  vapours  fly. 

Far  to  the  north  grim  winter  draws  hi^  train 
To  his  own  clime,  to  Zembla's  frozen  fhore ; 

Where,  thrcn'd  on  ice,  he  holds  eternal  reign ; 
Where  whirlwinds  madden,  and  where  tempefls 
roar. 

Loos'd  from  the  bands  of  froft,  the  verdant  ground 
Again  puts  on  her  robe  of  cheerful  green. 

Again  puts  forth  her  flow'rs;  and  all  around. 
Smiling,  the  cheerful  face  of  fpring  is  feen. 

Behold  !  the  trees  new-deck  their  wither'd  boughs; 

Their  ample  leaves  the  hofpitable  plane, 
The  taper  elm,  and  lofty  alh  difclofe  : 

The  blooming  hawthorn  variegates  the  fcene. 

The  lily  of  the  vale,  of  flow'rs  the  queen, 
Puto  on  the  robe  Ihe  neither  few'd  nor  fpun  : 

The  birds  on  ground,  or  on  the  branches  green. 
Hop  to  and  fro,  and  glitter  in  the  fun. 

Soon  as  o'er  eaflern  hills  the  morning  peers. 
From  her  low  nell  the  tufted  lark  up  fprings ; 

And,  cheerful  finging,  up  the  air  flie  fleers ; 
Still  high  ihe  mounts,  Hill  loud  and  fweet  fhe 

fmgs, 


On  the  green  furze,  cloth'd  o'er  with  gold«t» 
blooms. 

That  fill  the  air, with  fragrance  all  around. 
The  linnet  fits,  and  tricks  his  gloffy  plumes. 

While  o'er  the  wild  his  broken  notes  refound. 
While  the  fun  journeys  down  the  weflern  Iky, 

Along  the  greenfward,  mark'd  with  Roman 
mound, 
Beneath  the  blithefome  fliepherd's  watchful  eye. 

The  cheerful  lambkins  dance  and  frifk  around. 

Now  is  the  time  for  thofe  who  wifdom  love. 
Who  love  to  walk  in  virtue's  flow'ry  road, 

Along  the  lovely  paths  of  fpring  to  rove, 
And  follow  Nature  up  to  Nature's  God. 

Thus  Zoroafier  fludied  Nature's  laws ; 

Thus  Socrates,  the  wifefl  of  mankind ; 
Thus  Heav'n-taught  Plato    trac'd  th'  Ahni^hty 
caufe, 

And  left  the  wond'ring  multitude  behind. 

Thus  Afhley  eather'd  academic  bays  ; 

Thus  gentle  '1  iiomlon,  as  the  feafons  roll, 
Taught  them  to  fing  the  great  Creator's  praife. 

And  bear  their  poet's  name  from  pole  to  pole. 

Thus  have  I  walk'd  along  the  dewy  lav/n  ; 

My  frequent  foot  the  blooming  wild  hath  worn ; 
Before  the  lark  I've  fung  the  beauteous  dawn,' 

And  gather'd  health  from  all  the  gales  of  morn. 
And,  even  when  winter  chill'd  the  aged  year, ' 

I  wander'd  lonely  o'er  the  hoary  plain; 
Though  fiofty  Boreas  warn'd  me  to  forbear, 

Boreas,  with  all  his  tempefts,  warn'd  in  vain. 

Then  fleep  my  nights,  and  quiet  blefs'd  my  days; 

I  fear'd  no  lofs,  my  mind  was  all  my  ftore  ; 
No  anxious  wifhes  e'er  difturb'd  my  eafe ;    [more, 

Heav'n  gave  content  and  health — I  alk'd  no 
Now  fpring  returns :  but  not  to  me  returns 

The  vernal  joy  my  better  years  have  known; 
Dim  in  my  breaft  life's  dying  taper  burns. 

And  all  the  joys  of  life  with  health  are  flown. 

Starting  and  Ihiv'ring  in  th'  inconftant  wind. 
Meagre  and  pale,  the  gholl  of  what  I  was. 

Beneath  fome  blafted  tree  I  He  recUn'd, 
And  count  the  filent  moments  as  they  pafs : 

The  winged  moments,  whofe  unftaying  fpeed 
No  art  can  flop,  or  in  their  courfe  arreft  ; 

Whofe  flight  ftiall  Ihojtly  count  me  with  the  deadj 
And  lay  me  down  in  peace  with  them  that  reft. 

Oft  morning  dreams  prefage  approaching  fate  ; 

And  morning  dreams,  as  poet's  tell,  are  trtie. 
Led  by  pale  ghofl:s,  I  enter  death's  dark  gate. 

And  bid  the  reaims  of  light  and  life  adieu.     ' 

I  hear  the  hclplefs  wail,  the  fliriek  of  woe  ; 

I  fee  the  muddy  wave,  the  dreary  fliore, 
The  fluggjfh  fireamsthat  flowly  creep  below. 

Which  mortals  vifit,  and  return  no  more. 

Farewell,  ye  blooming  fields  !  ye  cheerful  plains  \ 
Enough  for  me  the  church-yard's  lonely  mound, 

Where  melancholy  with  flill  filence  reigns. 

And  the  rank  grafs  waves  o'tr  the  cheer lefs 
ground. 

There  let  me  wander  at  the  clofc  of  eve. 
When  fitep  fits  dewy  on  the  labourer's  ey5» 
T  iij 
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The  world  and  ill  its  bufy  follies  leave, 

And  talk  w  ith  wjldom  where  my  Daphnii  lies. 

There  let  me  flecp  fot  gotten  in  the  clay, 

W'hcn  death  (hall  (liut  thcfe  weary  aching  eye";, 

Reft  in  the  hop<  s  of  an  eternal  day,  [arilc. 

TiU  the  long  nifjht  is  gone,  and  the  laft  morn 

TO  JOHN  MILLAR,  M.  T). 

•  K  llCCOVEB.r  fROM  A   DANCSROUS    flT  01  ]LL- 
|IESI. 

(IVritten  in  tit  nami  if  Mr.  David  Ptarfon.) 

A  RnsTic  youth  {Y.c  fecks  no  better  name), 
Alike  unknown  to  fortune  and  to  fame, 
Acknowledginc:;  a  debt  he  ne'er  can  pay. 
For  thtc,  O  Millar  !  frames  the  artlefs  fay. 
That  yet  he  lives,  that  vital  warmth  remain*, 
And  life's  red  tide  bounds  briflcly  through  his 

veins; 
To  thee  he  owes.— His  grateful  heart  believe, 
And  take  his  thanks  fincere,  'tis  all  he  has  to  give. 
Let  traders  brave  the  flood  in  queft  of  gain, 
Kept  with  difquictudc,  at  got  with  pain  ; 
Let  heroes,  tempted  by  a  founding  name, 
Purfqc  bright  honour  in  the  fields  of  fame. 
Can  wealth  or  fame  a  moment's  eafe  command 
'^»  bisi  who  finka  beneath  affliftien's  hasd  I 


Upon  the  wither'd  limbs  frcfh  beauty  ftied  ; 
Or  cheer  the  dark,  dark  nuniions  of  the  dead? 


VERSES  ON  THE  DF.ATH  OF  THE  REV. 
MR.  MACEWEN  '. 

MACEwrv  gone!  and  null  the  moprnful  mufe, 
A  tear  unto  nis  mt-mory  rvfufe  I 
Forbid  it  all  ye  powers iliat  guard  the  juft. 
Your  care  his  afli^ns,  and  his  life  your  truft. 

Ihe  righteous  perilh  ! — ii  Macewen  dead! 

In  him  religion,  virtue's  friend,  is  fled. 

Modeft  in  urife,  bold  in  religion's  caufc. 

He  fought  true  honour  in  hi*  God's  applaufe. 

What  manly  beauties  in  his  works  appear, 

Clofe  without  draining,  and  concifc  thou<;h  clear* 

Though  fliort  his  life,  not  fo  his  deathlcfs  fame, 
Succeeding  ages  (hall  revert  his  name. 
Hail,  blcfl  iii;mortal,  hail !  while  we  are  toft, 
Thy  happy  foul  is  landed  on  the  coaft, 
That  Imd  of  blils,  w  hero,  on  the  peaceful  fliore. 
Thou  view'fl,  w  ith  pleafure,  all  the  dangers  o'er; 
Laid  in  the  filent  grave,  thy  honpur'd  dull 
Expeds  the  refurreftion  of  the  jull. 


•  Juthor  tf  a  Trcctlf:  on  (be  Scriptures,  TV/f-i  ^a4 
figures f  and  "  t-Jj^yt  on  fiiriout  Suijedt."      ' 
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Behold  yon  Ihade,  he  bears  «n  antique  roll ; 
With  many  a  'fcutcheon  clad,  and  many  a  fcroll; 
'Tis  he,  the  wond'rous  youth  of  Brifoivi's  plain. 
That  pour'd  in  Roxuleys  garb  his  foletnn  ftrain. 
A  ftripling  fcarcely,  and  y  t  more  than  man, 
His  race  was  ended,  ere  it  well  began. 
Th'  indignant  fpirit  tower'd  o'er  httle  men, 
He  look'd  through  nature  with  an  angel's  ken, 
And  fcorn'd,  with  confcious  pride,  this  petty  ftage, 
The  tardy  homage  of  a  thanklefs  age. 
The  furies  wrung  his  agonizing  foul, 
And  defperation  mix'd  the  Stygian  bowh 
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THE  LIFE  OF  CHATTERTON. 


For  the  perfonal  and  literary  hiftory  of  Chatterton,  "  the  boy  of  Briffol,"  the  world  is  obliged 
to  Mr.  Tyrwhitt,  the  original  editor  of  the  "  Poems  fuppofed  to  be  written  by  Rowley,"  1777; 
Lord  Oxford,  author  of  "  Two  Letters  to  the  Editor  of  Chattertsn's  Mifcellariies,"  1779;  Mr. 
kerbert  Croft,  author  of  "  Love  and  Madnefs."  1780;  Dr.  Miiles,  editor  of  "  Rowley's  Poems,".i.i 
4to,  1782  ;  Mr.  Bryant,  author  of  "  Obfervatiuns  on  Rowley's  Poems,"  17S2  ;  Mr.  Warton,  author  of 
««  An  Liqu'iry  into  the  Authenticity  of  the  Poems  attributed  to  Rowley ;"  Mr.  Malone,  author  of 
«'  Curfory  Obfervations  on  the  Poems  attributed  to  Rowley,"  1782  :  Mr.  Badcock,  writer  of  the 
articles  on  the  Rowleian  Controverfy,  in  the  "  Monthly  Review,"  17S2;  and  Dr.  George  Gregory, 
writer  of  the  article  Cuaxterton,  in  the  fourth  volume  of  the  "  Biographia  Britannica,"  printed 

Separately  in  1789. 

The  elegant  and  accurate  narrative  of  Mr.  Croft  derives  an  additional  value  and  importance,  from 
being  the  vehicle  of  Chatterton's  letters  to  his  mother,  and  an  intereftin.5  letter  from  his  filter,  Mr?. 
Newton.  The  laboured  narratives  of  Dr.  Miiles  and  Mr.  Bryant  exhibit  ftrong  proofs  of  the  te- 
merity and  credulity  of  the  learned  writers ;  but  they  contain  fomething  to  amufe  curigfity,  and 
fomething  to  afford  information  ;  particularly  the  anecdotes  furniflied  by  his  patrons  Mr.  Catcott 
and  Mr.  Barret ;  and  the  intelligence  communicated  by  his  companions,  Mr.  Thiftlewaite,  Mr- 
Smith,  Mr.  Ruddal,  Mr.  Carey,  &c.  The  candid  and  comprehenfive  narrative  of  Dr.  Gregory, 
"  contains  all  the  particulars  which  are  known  concerning  that  extraordinary  character,  colledted  in 
one  view,"  and  form  a  valuable  addition  to  the  flock  of  biographical  narratives,  already  in  the  pof- 

fefljon  of  the  public. 

The  fads  ftated  in  the  prefent  account,  are  chleily  taken  from  the  narratives  of  Mr.  Croft  and 
Dr.  Gregory,  with  the  addition  of  fuch  particulars,  as  fubfequent  communications  in  that  valuable 
mifcellany,  the  "  Gentleman's  Magazine,"  and  other  publications,  have  fupplied. 

Thomas  Chatterton  was  born  at  Briftol,  November  20.  1752.  The  office  of  fexton  of  St.  Mary 
Redclifle,  in  Briftol,  had  continued  in  different  branches  of  his  family  for  more  than  150  years. 
John  Chatterton,  the  laft  of  the  name  who  enjoyed  that  office,  died  in  1748.  His  father,  Thomas 
Chatterton,  was  the  nephew  of  the  fexton.  In  the  early  part  of  life,  he  had  been  in  the  ftation  of 
a  writing-uOier  to  a  claffical  fchool,  was  afterwards  engaged  as  a  finging  man  of  the  Cathedral  of 
Iriftol ;  and  latterly,  was  mafter  of  the  free  fchool  in  Pyle-ltreet,  in  that  city.  He  died  in  Anguft 
0752,  about  three  months  before  the  birth  of  his  fon. 

By  the  premature  lofs  of  his  father,  he  was  deprived  of  that  careful  attention  which  would  pro- 
bably have  conducted  his  early  years  through  all  the  difHcuUies  that  circumftances  or  difpofitioa 
might  oppofe  to  the  attainment  of  knowledge. 

At  the  age  of  five  years,  he  was  committed  to  the  care  of  Mr.  Love,  who  had  fucceeded  his  father 
in  the  fchool  in  Pyle^ftreet ;  but  either  his  faculties  were  not  yet  opened,  or  the  waywardnefs  of  ge- 
nius incapacitated  him  from  receiving  inftrudlion  In  the  ordinary  methods,  and  he  was  remanded  t« 
his  mother,  as  a  dull  boy,  and  incapable  of  improvement. 

She  was  rendered  extremely  unhappy  by  the  unpromifing  afpedl  of  his  infant  faculties,  till  he  felt 
»« /oir,  as  (lie  exprefled  herfelf,  with  the  illuminated  capitals  of  an  otdmufical  manufcriptin  French, 
which  enabled  her  to  initiate  dim  in  the  alphabet.  She  afterwards  taught  him  to  read,  from  an  old 
black-lettered  Teftament  or  Bible  ;  and  it  is  not  unreafonable  to  fuppofe,  that  his  peculiar  attach- 
pient  to  antiquities,  may,  in  a  confiaerable  deg-ree,  have  refulted  from  thisciicumaaoce. 
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On  the  3<I  of  Auguft  1760,  when  he  wanted  a  few  months  of  eight  years  of  age,  he  wis  ailmittefl 
Into  Colfton's  charity-fchool,  m  St.  Auguftin's  Back,  in  Brinol.  In  this  inftituiion,  the  boys  are  board- 
ed in  the  houfe,  clothed,  and  taught  reading,  writing,  and  arithmetic.  The  fchool  hours,  in  fom- 
nier,  arc  from  fcvtn  o'clock  till  twelve  in  the  morning,  and  from  one  till  five  in  the  afternoon  ;  and 
in  winter,  from  eiyht  to  t*relve,  and  from  one  to  four.  The  boys  are  obliged  to  be  m  bed  CTery 
night  in  the  year  at  eight  o'clock,  and  arc  never  permitted  to  be  ablent  from  fchool,  except  on  Sa- 
turdays and  fiint-days,  and  then  only  from  between  one  and  two  in  the  afternoon,  till  between  fcvea 
and  eight  in  the  evening. 

The  firfl  years  of  his  refidence  at  this  feminary  pafTeJ  without  notice,  and,  perhap;,  without  effort. 
His  filler,  indeed,  in  her  letter  to  Mr.  Croft,  remaiks,  that  he  very  early  difcovered  a  thirll  for  pr«. 
eminence,  and  ihat  even  before  he  was  five  years  old,  he  was  accuftomed  to  prefide  over  his  play- 
mates. To  the  fame  purpofe,  it  is  faid,  that  when  very  young,  a  manufa<flurer  proraifed  to  make  the 
family  a  prefent  of  fome  earthen  ware,  and  that  on  alking  him  what  device  he  would  havr  painted  on 
his;—"  paint  mi.-,"  faid  he,  ''  an  angel  with  wings  and  a  trumpet,  to  trumpet  my  name  over  tha 
world." 

It  appears  from  Mr.  Thiflkwaite's  letter,  publiflied  by  Dr.  Millei,  that  he  formed  a  conneAio* 
with  Chatterton,  towards  the  latter  end  of  1763.  by  means  of  his  intimacy  with  Mr.  Thomas  Philips, 
the  afliftant  raaftcr  of  the  charity  fchool,  who  poITfacd  a  tafte  for  hiftory  and  poetry  ;  and  by  his  at- 
tempts in  verfe,  excited  a  degree  of  literary  emulation  among  the  elder  boys.  It  is  very  remarkable, 
that  C:hatterton  is  faid  to  have  appeared  altogether  an  idle  fpe(f\ator  of  thufe  poetical  contefts ;  he  ap. 
patently  polVeffcd  neither  inclination  nor  ability  for  literary  purfuits,  nor  does  Mr.  Thidlethwaite  be- 
lieve, that  he  attempted  a  fir.gle  couplet  during  the  firft  three  years  of  his  acquaintance  with  him. 
Whatever  grounds  Mr.  Thiftlethwaite  might  have  for  his  opinion,  Chatterton,  doubtlefs,  at  that  pe- 
riod was  poflefied  of  a  vigour  of  underftanding,  of  a  quicknefs  of  penetration,  a  boldnefs  of  imagina- 
tion, far  fuperior  to  the  talents  of  his  companions. 

If  he  produced  any  compofitlons,  his  exquifite  tafte  led  him  tofuppref$  them.  In  the  mean  time, 
he  was  laying  in  (lores  of  information,  and  improving  both  his  imagination  and  his  judgment. 

About  his  tenth  year,  his  fifter  informs  us,  he  acquired  a  tafte  for  reading,  and  began  to  hire  books 
from  a  circulating  library,  with  the  trifle  allowed  him  for  pocket-money. 

As  his  tafte  was  different  frjm  children  of  his  own  age,  his  dlfpofitions  were  alfo  different.  In- 
(tead  of  the  thoughtlefs  levity  of  childhood,  he  poffefled  the  gravity,  penfivenefs,  and  melancholy 
of  maturer  life.  "  His  fpirits,"  his  fifter  fays.  "  were  rather  uneven  ;  fometimes  fo  gloomed,  that  for 
many  days  together,  he  would  fay  very  little,  and  that  by  conftraint ;  at  other  times  exceedingly 
cheerful."     Hisinlimates  in  the  fchool  were  few,  and  thofe  of  the  moft  ferious  caft. 

In  the  houts  allotted  hiin  for  play,  he  generally  retired  to  read;  and  he  was  particularly  folicitous 
to  borrow  books.  Between  his  eleventh  and  twelfth  year,  he  wrote  a  catalogue  of  the  books  he  had 
read,  to  the  number  of  fcventy,  confifting  chiefly  of  hiftory  and  divinity. 

The  earlieft  evifting  fpecimcn  of  his  compofition,  is  a  poem  called  the  Apojlate  JVlll,  printed  la 
"  Love  and  Madnefs,"  which  appears  by  the  date,  Aptil  14-  17^4.  to  have  been  written  at  the  age 
of  eleven  years  and  a  half,  and  was  probably  tranfcribed  from  the  remains  of  a  pocket-book,  which 
his  fifter  had  made  h.m  a  prefent  of,  as  a  new-year's  gift,  and  which  he  returned  at  the  end  of  the 
year,  filled  with  writing,  chiefly  poetry. 

This  fa.-t  is  a  ftrong  contradiaion  to  Mr.  Thiftlethwaite's  aflertlon ;  but  Chatterton  might,  at  that 
time.txercife  himfelf  in  compofition,  without  being  under  any  neceff.ty  of  imparting  his  compofitions 
to  Mr.  Thiftlethwaite  or  Mr.  Philips. 

At  twelve  years  old,  he  was  confirmed  by  the  Bifliop.  His  fifter  adds,  that  he  made  very  fenfible 
and  ferious  remarks  on  the  awfulnefs  of  the  ceremony,  and  on  his  own  feelings  preparatory  to  it. 

He  foon  after,  during  the  week  in  which  he  was  door-keeper,  made  fome  vcrfes  on  the  Laft  Bay^ 
and  paraphraffd  the  ninth  chapter  of  Job,  and  fome  chapters  ol  Ifainh. 

The  bent  of  his  genius,  however,  more  ftrongly  inclined  him  to  fatire,  of  which  he  was  toJerably 
lavilhonhis  fchool-fellows;  nor  did  the  upper  mafter,  Mr.   Warner,  efcape  the  rod  of  h.s  repre- 

heiifion.  .1. 

From  what  has  been  related,  it  Is  probable,  that  he  was  no  favourite  with  Mr.  Warner  ;  he,  how. 
ever,  found  a  friend  in  th<^undcr  mafter.  Mr.  Hayaes,  who  conceived  foi;  kim  a  ftrong  and  affedliOH. 
ate  atcachnacnt. 
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Mr.  Thiftlethwaite,  in  the  letter  already  quoted,  fays,  that  Chatterton  informed  him,  that  he  was  in 
foffc'fllon  of  certain  old  MSS.  which  had  been  found,  dspofited  in  a  cheft,  in  Redcliffe  church,  and 
that  he  had  lent  one  to  Philips,  which  he  fhowed  him,  and  which  he  is  confident  was  Elaiourc  and  'Ju'- 
gs,  afterwards  publifhed  in  the  "  Town  and  Country  Magazine  for  May  1769."  "  1  endeaveurcd,- 
fays  he,  "  to  aflill  Philips  in  inveftigating  the  meaning  of  the  lines ;  but,  from  an  almoft  total  igno- 
rance of  the  charafters,  manners,  language,  and  orthography  in  which  they  were  written,  all  our 
ffforts  were  unprofitably  exerted."  There  appears  goodreafon  for  fufpedling  fome  miftake  in  Mr. 
Thiftlethwaite's  narrative,  either  as  to  the  date,  or  fome  other  circumllance  ;  fince  both  his  motlier 
jind  Gfter  affirm,  that  he  knew  nothing  of  the  parchment*  hrought  from  Redcliffe  church,  till  after 
|ie  had  left  fchool. 

Under  all  the  difadvantages  of  education,  the  acqulfitlons  of  Chatterton  were  furpiifing.  Eefide* 
^he  variety  Qf  reading  which  he  had  gone  through,  Mr.  Croft  remarks,  he  had  fome  knowledge  of 
mufic  ;  had  acquired  a  tafte  for  drawing,  which  afterwards  he  greatly  improved ;  and  the  ufher  of  the 
fchool  affcrted,  he  had  made  a  rapid  progrefs  in  arithmetic. 

An  cxtraodinary  effcd  of  his  difcovering  an  employment  adapted  to  his  genius,  is  remarked  in  hi« 
fifter's  letter.  He  had  been  gloomy  from  the  time  he  began  to  learn ;  but,  it  was  obferved,  that  he 
became  mere  cheerful  after  he  began  to  write  poetry. 

On  the  id  of  July  1767,  he  left  the  charity  fchool,  and  was  bound  apprentice  to  Mr.  John  Lam- 
bert, attorney,  of  Brillol,  for  feven  years;  the  apprentice-fee  was  ten  pounds ;  the  mafter  was  to 
find  himi  in  meat,  drink,  clothes,  and  lodging  ;  the  mother  in  wafting,  and  mending.  He  flept  in 
the  fame  room  with  the  foot-boy,  and  went  every  morning  at  eight  o'clock  to  the  office,  which  wa» 
at  fome  diftance  •,\nd  except  the  ufual  time  for  dinner,  continued  tbere  till  eight  o'clock  at  night, 
after  which  he  was  at  liberty  till  ten,  when  he  was  always  expeded  to  be  at  home. 

Mr.  Lambert  affords  the  moft  honourable  teftlniony  in  Chatterton's  favour,  with  relped  to  the  re- 
gularity of  his  attendance,  as  he  never  exceeded  the  limited  hours  but  once,  when  he  had  leave  to 
fpend  the  evening  with  his  mother  and  fome  friends.  Once,  and  but  once,  he  thought  h.mfelf  under 
the  neceffity  of  correfting  him  ;  and  that  was  fur  f  nding  a  very  abufive  anonymous  letter  to  his  old 
fchoolmafter,  a  fhort  time  after  he  was  bound  to  him.  He,  however,  accufes  him  of  a  fuUen  and 
gloomy  temper,  which  particularly  difplaycd  itfelf  among  the  fervants.  Chatterton's  fuperior  abili- 
ties, and  fuperior  information,  with  the  pride  which  ufually  accompanies  thefe  qualities,  doubtlefs 
rendered  him  an  unfit  inhabitant  of  the  kitchen,  where  his  ignorant  affociates  would  naturally  be 
inclined  to  envy,  and  would  affed  to  defplfe  thofe  accompllihments  which  he  held  In  the  highell  ef- 
timatlon  ;  and  even  the  familiarity  of  vulgar  and  illiterate  perfons,  muft  undoubtedly  be  rather  dif- 
gufling  than  agreeable  to  a  mind  like  his. 

Mr.  Lambert's  was  a  Ctuation  not  unfavourable  to  the  cultivation  of  his  genius.  Thouah  mucl^ 
confined,  he  had  much  leifure.  His  mailer's  bufmefs  confumed  a  very  fmall  portion  of  his  time  ; 
frequently,  his  filler  fays,  it  did  not  engage  him  above  two  hours  in  a  day. 

'While  Mr.  Lambert  was  from  home,  and  no  particular  bufinefs  interfjred,  his  flated  employment 
was  to  copy  precedents,  a  book  of  which,  containing  344  folio  pages,  clofely  written  by  Chatterton, 
is  am  in  poffeffion  of  Mr.  Lambert,  as  well  as  another  of  about  thirty  pages.  ^  The  office  library 
contained  nothing  but  law  books,  except  an  old  edition  of  Cambden's  "  Britannia." 

He  feems  to  have  had  a  very  early  predilccftion  for  old  words  and  ihci-ldh-r  lor:.  His  filler  re- 
lates, that  foon  after  his  apprentlceffiip,  and  fome  months  before  he  was  fifteen,  he  "  wrote  a  letter 
to  an  old  fchool-mate  (then  at.  New- York),  confifting  of  a  collection  of  all  the  hard  words  in  the 
Engllffi  language,"  and  "  requefted  him  to  anfwer  it."  He  that  could  colled  hard  ivords  for  a  let- 
jtr,  might  collsft  oW  wiw  for  a  poem. 

He  had  continued  this  courfe  of  life  for  upwards  of  a  year  ;  not,  however,  without  fome  fymptoms 
•f  an  averfion  to  his  profeffion,  before  he  began  to  attraft  the  notice  of  the  literary  world. 

In  the  beginning  of  Oilobcr  1768,  the  new  bridge  at  Briftol  was  finlfhed.  At  that  time,  there 
appeared  in  Fcclix  Farley's  «  Briftol  Journal,"  an  account  of  the  ceremonies  on  opening  the  old 
btidge,  introduced  by  a  letter  to  the  printer,  intimating,  that  "  the  following  defcriptlon  of  7he 
friars  frjl  PaJJing  o-ver  the  Old  Bridge,  was  taken  from  an  ancient  manufcript,"  and  figned  Dunbelmut 
SriJ}o!ienf,s.  The  paper  demonftrates  ftrong  powers  of  invention,  and  uncommon  knowledge  of  oh- 
cieat  cuitoms. 
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Mr.  RiidJal  informed  Mr.  Croft  that  he  afliaed  Chatterton  in  difguirmg/rvfral  pieces  of  ptrdi- 
mcnt  with  the  appcaranci;  of  age,  juft  before  The  Account  of  Paffwg  the  Bri/ge  appeared  in  Farley'* 
"  Journal ;"  that  after  they  had  made  fevcral  experiments,  Cbatterton  faid,  "  this  will  do,  now  I 
yvi\l  black  the  parchment ;"  and  that  Chatterton  told  him,  after  the  Account  appeared  in  the  newf- 
paper,  that  fhe  parchment  which  he  had  blacked  and  difguifcd  after  their  experiments,  was  what  he 
had  fent  to  the  printer,  containing  the  Account. 

So  finguhr  a  memoir  could  not  fail  to  excite  curiofity,  and  many  pcrfons  became  anxious  to  fee  the 
origmal.  After  much  inquiry,  it  was  found  that  the  manufcript  was  brought  to  the  printer  by  Chat- 
terton. «  To  the  threats  of  thofe,"  fays  Mr.  Croft,'^  who  treated  him  (agreeably  to  hh  appearance) 
as  a  child,  he  returned  nothing  but  haughtinefs,  and  a  rtfufal  to  give  any  account."  He  at  firft  al- 
leged that  he  was  employed  to  tranfcribe  the  contents  of  certain  manufcripts  by  .1  gentlemi:n,  who 
alio  had  engaged  him  to  furnifh  complimentary  vcrfes,  infcribcd  to  a  lady,  with  whom  that  gentle- 
man was  in  love.  On  being  farther  preffed,  he  at  laft  declared,  that  he  had  received  the  paper,  to- 
gether with  many  other  manufcripts,  from  his  father,  who  had  found  them  in  a  large  cheft,  in  the 
upper  room,  over  the  chapel,  on  the  north  fide  of  Redcliffe  church. 

When  rents  were  received,  and  kept  in  fpecie,  it  was  ufual  for  corp6rate  bodies  to  keep  the  writ- 
ings and  rents  of  eftatcs,  left  for  particular  purpofes,  in  chefls  appropriated  to  each  particular  bene- 
fador,  and  called  by  the  benefacflor's  name. 

Over  the  north  porch  of  Rcilcliffe  church,  which  was  founded  or  rebuilt,  in  the  reign  of  Edwari 
IV.  by  Mr.  William  Canynge,  a  merchant  of  Briftol,  there  is  a  kind  of  muniment  room,  in  which 
tvcre  (Icpniited  fix  or  fcven  chelts,  one  of  which  in  particular  was  called  Mr.  Canynge  s  cofre.  This 
cheft,  it  is  faid,  wasfecurcd  by  fix  keys,  intrufted  to  the  minifter,  procurator  of  the  church,  mayor, 
and  churchwardens,  which,  in  procefs  of  time,  were  loft. 

In  1747,  a  notion  prevailed,  that  fome  title-deeds  and  other  writings  of  value  were  contained  iu 
Mr,  Canynge" i  cnfre:  in  confequencc  of  which,  an  order  of  vcftry  wa»made  that  the  chcll  fliould  be 
opened  under  the  infpctftion  of  an  attorney,  and  that  thefe  writings  which  appeared  of  confequcncc 
fliould  be  removed  to  the  fouth  porch  of  the  church.  The  locks  were  therefore  forced,  and  not  only 
the  principle  cheft,  but  the  others,  which  were  alfo  fuppofed  to  contain  writings,  were  broken  open. 
The  deeds  immediately  relating  to  the  cliurch  were,  kept,  and  the  other  manufcripts  were  left  ex- 
pofcd,  as  of  no  value. 

Chatterton's  father,  having  free  accefs  to  the  church,  by  means  of  his  uncle,  the  fexton,  carried 
off,  from  time  to  time,  parcels  of  the  parchments  for  covering  copy-books  and  Bibles. 

At  his  death,  his  widow  being  under  the  neccflity  of  removing,  carried  the  remainder  to  her  own 
habitation  ;  where,  according  to  her  account,  they  continued  neglected,  or  were  converted  into 
thread  papers,  till  her  fon  took  notice  of  them  and  carried  them  away,  telling  her,  "  that  he  had 
found  a  trcafure." 

The  account  which  he  thought  proper  to  give  of  them,  and  which  he  wifhed  to  be  believed,  was 
that  they  were  poetical,  and  other  compofitions,  by  Mr.  Canynge,  and  a  particular  friend  of  his, 
Thomas  Rowley,  whom  he  at  firft  called  a  riTonk,  and  afterwards  a  fecular  prieft  of  the  fifteenth 
century. 

Mr.  C.tcott,  p.  pcwterer  in  Briftol,  having  heard  of  Chatterton's  pretended  difcovcry,  was  intro- 
duced to  liim,  and  foon  after  obtained  from  him,  very  readily,  without  any  reward,  The  Brlfta-.o 
'Tragedy,  and  Rowley's  Epitaph  upon  Mr.  Canynge  t  Aneejlor.  In  a  few  days  he  brought  fome  morc» 
among  which  was  the  Telloiu  Roll. 

Thcfe  pieces  were  immediately  communicated  to  Mr.  Barret,  a  refpeAable  furgeon  in  Briftol, 
then  engaged  in  writing  the  hlftory  of  that  city,  whofe  friendftiip  and  patronage,  by  thtfc  means, 
Chatterton  was  fortunate  enough  to  fccure. 

During  the  firft  conveifations  which  Mr.  Catcott  had  with  him,  he  heard  him  mention  the  namea 
•fmoft  of  the  poems,  Cnce  printed,  as  being  in  his  pofTefllon. 

He  afterwards  grew  more  fufpicious  and  refcrved  ;  and  it  was  but  rarely, and  with  difficulty,  that 
any  more  originals  could  be  obtained  from  him. 

He  confcffcd  to  Mr.  Catcott  that  he  had  deftroycd  foveral,  and  fome  which  he  owned  to  havc^ 
liecn  in  his  poiTcaio.u,  %ycrc  never  afterwards  fccn.     One  of  thcfc  was  the  Tragedy  ojthc  Afpti,  ^. 
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which  only  a  fniall  part  has  been  preferved  by  Mr.  Barret.  The  fabjedl  of  It  was  the  apoftacy  of  a 
perfon  from  the  Chriftian  to  the  Jewifli  faith. 

Mr.  Barret,  however,  obtained  from  him,  at  different  times,  feveral  fragments  in  verfe  and  profe, 
written  upon  vellum  ;  and  he  aflerted  them  to  be  a  part  of  Rowley's  manufcripts.  ^fac  funile  di 
one  of  thefe  fragments,  the  Accou7il  of  William  Canynges  Feaft,  engraved  by  Mr.  Strutt,  is  publilh- 
ed  in  Mr.  Tyrwhitt's  and  Dr.  Milles's  edition  of  Rowley's  Poems.  The  hand-writing  is  not  the  re- 
cord hand  ufed  in  the  fifteenth  century.  The  Arabian  numerals,  6^,  are  perfedly  modern,  and  ex- 
adily  fuch  as  Chatterton  hirafelf  was  accuftomed  to  make. 

The  friendfliip  of  Mr.  Barret  and  Mr.  Catcott  was  of  confiderable  advantage  to  Chatterton.  He 
fpent  many  agreeable  hours  in  their  company.  His  fifter  fays,  that  after  he  was  introduced  to  their 
acquaintance,  his  ambition  daily  and  perceptibly  increafed,  and  he  would  frequently  fpeak  in  rap- 
tures  of  the  undoubted  fuccefs  of  his  plan  for  future  life.  "  When  in  fpirits,  he  would  enjoy  his 
rifing  fame  ;  and,  confident  of  advancement,  he  would  promife  his  mother  and  I  Ihould  be  partak- 
ers of  his  fuccefs." 

Mr.  Barret  lent  him  feveral  medical  books,  and,  at  his  requeft,  gave  him  fome  inftruftions  ia 

furgery. 

His  tafte  was  verfatile,  and  his  ftudies  various.  In  1768  and  1769,  Mr,  Thiftlethwaite  frequently 
faw  him,  and  defcribes  in  a  lively  manner,  the  employment  of  his  leifure  hours.  "  One  day  he 
might  be  found  bufily  employed  in  the  ftudy  of  heraldry  and  Englifli  antiquities,  both  of  which  arc 
numbered  among  the  moft  favourite  of  his  purfuits ;  he  next  difcovered  him  deeply  engaged,  con- 
founded, and  perplexed,  amidft  the  fubtilties  of  metaphyfical  difquifitions,  or  loft  and  bewildered  in 
the  abftrufe  labyrinths  of  mathematical  refearches;  and  thefe  again  negleaed  and  thrown  afide,  to 
make  room  for  mufic  and  aftronomy,  of  both  of  which  fciences,  his  knowledge  was  entirely  con- 
fined to  theory.  Even  phyfic  was  not  without  a  charm  to  allure  his  imagination,  and  he  would 
talk  of  Galen  and  Hippocrates  with  all  the  confidence  and  familiarity  of  a  modern  empiric." 

With  a  view  of  perfedling  himfelf  in  the  ftudy  of  Englifh  antiquities,  he  borrowed  Skinner's  "Ety- 
mologicon,"  and  Eenfon's  "  Saxon  Vocabulary,"  of  Mr.  Barret,  which  he  foon  returned  as  ufelefs, 
moft  of  the  interpretations  being  in  Latin. 

He  was  furnirtied  by  Mr.  Green,  a  bookfeller  in  Briflol,  with  "  Kerfey's  Dictionary,"  and 
"  Speght's  Chaucer,"  the  "  Gloflary"  to  which  he  carefully  tranfcribed.  Thefe  books,  together 
with  "  Bailey's  Didionary,"  which  he  ftudied  very  clofely,  fupplied  him  with  the  language  of 
Rowley's  Poems.  Whatever  plan  be  adopted,  he  entered  upon  with  an  earneftnefs  and  fervour  al- 
moft  unexampled.  Like  Milton,  he  believed  he  was  more  capable  of  writing  well  at  fome  particular 
times  than  at  others ;  and  the  full  of  the  moon  was  the  feafgn  when  he  imagined  his  genius  to  be 
in  perfeflion ;  at  which  time  he  generally  devoted  a  confiderable  portion  of  the  night  to  compofi- 

tion. 

His  Sundays  were  continually  fpent  in  walking  alone  into  the  country  about  Briftol;  and  from 
thefe  excurfions,  he  never  failed  to  bring  home  drawings  of  churches,  or  other  objects  which  had 
imprefled  his  romantic  imagination. 

His  attention  was  not  confined  to  the  fuppofed  poems  of  Rowley  ;  he  wrote  a  variety  of  pieces, 
chiefly  fatirical,  both  in  profe  and  verfe,  which  he  fent  to  the  "  Town  and  Country  Magazine." 

One  of  the  firft  of  his  pieces  which  appeared,  was  a  letter  on  the  tin«flures  of  the  Saxon  heralds, 
iated  Briftol,  February  4.  1769,  and  figned  Bmihelmus  Brljlolienfis  ;  and  in  the  fame  Magazine,  a 
poem  was  inferted  on  Mr.  Alcock  of  Briftol,  figned  A/aphides,  attributed  to  him,  which  has  beea 
claimed  by  one  Lockftone,  a  linen-draper  in  Briftol. 

In  the  fame  Magazine  for  March,  are  forne  pretended  extradts  from  Rowley's  manufcripts;  and 
in  different  numbers  for  the  fuccceding  months,  fome  pieces,  called  Saxon  Poems,  written  in  the  ftyle 
•f  Oflian. 

In  March  1769,  he  wrote  to  the  Hon.  Horace  Walpole,  the  prefent  Earl  of  Orford,  offering  t» 
furnifli  him  with  fome  account  of  a  feries  of  great  painters  and  engravers,  who  had  fiourilhed  at 
Briftol,  which,  he  faid,  had  been  lately  difcovered,  with  fome  old  poems,  in  that  city.  His  letter 
was  left  at  Bathurft's,  Mr.  Walpole^s  bookfeller,  with  an  Ode  or  Sonnet,  of  two  or  three  ftanzas, 
ia  alternate  rhyme,  on  the  death  of  Richard  I.  (the  era  of  which  he  firft  fixed  upon  for  his  forge - 
lies),  as  a  fpecimen  of  the  poems  which  were  found. 
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"  Richard  of  Lyon's  heart  to  fight  ij  gone." 

Mr.  Walpolc  haJ  juft  IjcFure  been  made  the  inftrument  of  introdacinj  into  the  vrorld  Macphw*  ] 
fon's  "  Ortian."     A  fimilar  application,  therefore,  ferved  at  once  to  awaken  liis  fufpicion.   He,  how«  j 
ever,  anfwert-d  Chatterton's  letter,  dcfiring  further  information;  and  in  reply  was  informed,  that 
•*  h«  was  the  fon  of  a  poor  widow,  who  fupported  him  with  great  difficulty;  that  he  was  appretu 
tice  to  an  attorney,  but  had  a  tafte   for  more  elegant  ftudics ;"  and  hinted  a  wiili,  that  Mr.  U'al. 
pole  wonld  alTift  him  in  emeriring  from  fo  dull  a  profffTun,  by  procuring  him  fome  place,  in  which  | 
he  might  purfue  the  natural  bias  of  his  genius.     He  affirmed,  that  great  treafurc*  of  ancient  poetry  ] 
had  been  dilcovfred  nt  Brirtol,  and  were   in  the  hands  of  a  pcrfon,  who  had  lent  him  the  fpecimen  ■ 
already  tranfmitted,  as  well  as  tlie  pieces  which  accompanied  this  letter,  among  which  was  Elinour  > 
andjuga,  "  an  abfolute  modern  paftoral,"  as  IMr.  Walpolc  terms  it,  "  thinly  fprinkled  with  old 
words." 

In  the  mean  time,  the  poems  were  communicated  by  Mr.  Walpole  to  Cray  and  Mafon;  and  theft  ■ 
excellent  and  impartial  judges,  at  firft  fight, pronounced  them  forgeries;  "  the  language  and  metres 
being  totally  unlike  any  thing  ancient."  I 

Mr.  Wal[)ole,  though  convinced  of  his  intention  to  impofe  upon  him,  could  not  help  admiring  the  i| 
fpiritof  poetry  which  animated  thefe  compofitioiis.     His  reply  was  cold  and  difcouraging.    He  hint-  1 
cd  his  fufpicions  of  the  authenticity  of  the  fuppofed  MSS..  and  complained,  in  general  terms,  of  hii  , 
want  of  power  to  be  a  patron,  and  advifed  him  to  purfue  the  line  of  bufmefs  in  which  he  was  plac« 
ed,  as  moft  likely  to  fecure  a  decent  maintenance  for  himfelf,  and  enable  him  to  affift  his  mo- 
ther. 

This  frigid  reception,  extraded  immediately  from  Chatterton  "  a  peevifli  anfwer,"  as  Mr.  Wal-  | 
pole  terms  it ;  demanding  to  have  the  MSS.  returned,  as  they  'wcrc  the  property  of  iinother  gtntle» 
man ;  and  Mr.  Walpole,  either  offended  at  his  warm  and  independent  fpirit,  or  plcafed  to  be  difen-  ■ 
gaged  from  the  bufinefs  in  fo  eufy  a  manner,  proceeded  on  a  journey  to  Paris,  without  taking  any 
farther  notice  of  him 

On  his  return,  he  found  a  letter  from  Chattertoa,  in  a  ftyle,  as  he  terms  it,  "  fingularly  uupt rti- 
laent,"  estprefllve  of  much  refentment  on  account  of  the  detention  of  his  poems,  roughly  demandinf 
themiback  again,  and  adding,  "  that  Mr,  Walpole  would  not  have  dared  to  ufe  him  fo  ill,  had  he 
not  been  acquainted  with  the  narrownefs  of  his  circumftances." 

"  My  heart,"  fays  Mr.  Walpole,  in  his  "  Letters"  to  the  editor  of  Chatterton's  Mifcellaniet,  "  did 
notaccufc  me  of  infolence  to  him.  I  wrote  an  anfwer  to  him,  expoftulating  with  him  on  his  in- 
juftice,  and  renewing  good  advice ;  but,  upon  fecond  thoughts,  reflecting  that  he  might  be  abfurd 
«nough  to  print  my  letter,  I  flung  it  into  the  firej  and  wrapping  up  both  his  poems  and  letters, 
t/ithout  taking  a  copy  of  either,  for  which  I  am  now  forry,  1  returned  all  to  him;"  and  never  af- 
terwards heard  from  him,  or  of  him,  during  his  life. 

The  affront  was  poignantly  felt  by  Chatterton,  though  it  is  perhaps  more  than  repaid  by  the  ridi- 
culous portrait  which  he  has  exhibited  of  Mr.  Walpole,  in  the  Memoirs  of  a  Sijd  Dog,  under  the 
charaifter  of"  the  redoubted  Baron  Otranto,  who  has  fpent  his  whole  life  in  cor.jecflures."  He  La> 
however,  paid  him  a  compliment,  in  his  Verfes  to  Mifs  M.  R.  printed  in  the  "  Town  and  Country 

Magazine,"  for  January  177c.  "■ 

To  keep  one  lover's  flame  alive, 
Requires  the  ijenius  of  a  Clive, 

With  Walpole" s  mental  tafle. 

Mr.  Walpolc  has  incurred  much  cenfure  for  his  rejcdlion  of  Chatterton,  "  as  if  his  rejeftion  iiail 
driven  him  to  defpair."  But  to  afcribe  to  his  negledl  the  dreadful  cataftrophe,  which  happened 
■early  Xvro  years  after,  would  be  the  hightrt  degree  of  injuftice  and  abfurdity.  It  appear*  from  hi* 
eletjant  and  fpirited  narrative  of  thefe  tranfaiflions,  that  he  afterwards  regretted  that  he  had  not 
feen  this  extraordinary  youth,  and  that  he  did  not  pay  a  more  favourable  attention  to  his  correfpon. 
dence.  But,  to  be  neglc(fbed  in  life,  and  regretted  and  admired,  when  thefe  paiHofls  can  be  no  long* 
tt  of  fervicc,  has  been  the  ufual  fate  of  genius  and  learning. 

Chatterton,  however,  in  part  adopted  Mr.  Walpole's  advice,  by  continuing  with  hi?  mailer  z 
full  twelvemonth  after  this  tranfaiflion  ;  but  without  applying  himfelf  to  the  duties  of  his  prafeflioB, 
%i  Q)9re  ccjctaia  n)eji.o$,of  attaiuiu^  the  iade^cnJcTue  a:;^  Iciiuxe  0^  which  he  was  (ie£rou?. 
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He  paft  hi«  hours  of  leifure  in  refpe(a;able  company ;  and  his  filter  fays,  that  "  he  viGted  his  mo- 
ther regularly  mod  evenings  before  nine  o'clock,  and  they  were  feldom  two  evenings  together  with- 
out feeing  him." 

«<  He  would  frequently,"  file  fays,  «  walk  the  College  Green  with  the  young  girls,  that  ftatedly 
paraded  there  to  (how  their  finery;"  but  fhe  is  perfuaded  that  the  reports  which  charged  hira  witk  li- 
bertinifm,  are  ill-founded.  She  could  not  perhaps  have  idded  a  better  proof  of  it,  than  his  inclina- 
tion to  form  an  acquaintance  with  Mifs  Rumfcy,  a  young  female  in  the  neighbourhood,  apprehend- 
ing that  it  might  foften  that  aufterity  of  temper,  which  had  refulted  from  folitary  ftudy.  He  ad- 
dreffed  a  poem  to  her,  and  they  commenced,  Mrs.  Newton  adds,  a  correfponding  acquaintance. 

Early  in  1769,  it  appears  from  a  poem  on  Hjppincf,  addreffed  to  Mr.  Catcott,  that  he  had  imbibed 
the  principles  of  infidelity;  one  of  the  efFe<9:s  of  which  was,  to  render  the  idea  of  fuicide  familiar,  and 
to  difpofe  him  to  think  lightly  of  the  moft  facred  depofit  with  which  man  is  intrufted  by  his  Creator. 

The  progrefs,  however,  from  fpeculative  to  praiStical  irreligion,  is  not  fo  rapid  as  is  commonly  fap- 
pofed.  The  greateft  advantage  of  a  ftrifl  and  orderly  education,  is  the  refiftance  which  virtuous  ha- 
bits, early  acquired,  oppofe  to  the  allurements  of  vice. 

The  editor  of  his  Mifcdlanics  has  afferted,  that  his  "  profligacy  was  at  leaft  as  confplcuous  as  his 
abilities ;"  but  he  has  rather  grounded  his  aflertion  on  the  appareotly  profane  and  immoral  tendency 
©f  feme  of  his  produiftions,  than  on  pcrfonal  knowledge,  or  a  correct  review  of  his  condudt. 

Of  few  young  men  in  his  fituation  it  can  be  faid,  that  during  a  courfe  of  nearly  three  years,  he  fel- 
dom encroached  upon  the  flrict  limits  which  were  affigned  him,  with  refpeft  to  his  hours  of  liberty ; 
that  his  mafler  could  never  accufe  him  of  improper  behaviour ;  and  that  he  had  the  utmoft  reafon  to 
be  fatisfied  he  never  fpent  his  hours  in  any  but  refpe(5table  company. 

Mrs.  Newton,  with  that  imaffcftcd  fimplicity  which  fo  eminently  charaflerifes  her  letter,  ifloll 
powerfully  controverts  the  obloquy  which  had  been  thrown  upon  her  brother's  memory. 

The  teftimony  of  Mr.  Thifdethwaite  is  not  lefs  explicit  or  lefs  honourable  to  Chatterton.  "  The 
•pportunities,"  fays  he,  "  which  a  long  acquaintance  with  him  afforded  me,  juftlfy  me  in  faying, 
that  while  he  lived  at  Briftol,  he  was  not  the  debauched  chara^er  he  has  been  reprcfented.  Tem- 
perate in  his  living,  moderate  in  his  pleafures,  and  regular  in  his  excrcifcs,  he  was  undeferving  of" 
the  afperfion.  I  admit,  that  among  his  papers  may  be  found  many  paffages,  not  only  immoral,  but 
bordering  upon  a  llbertinifm  grofs  and  unpardonable.  It  is  not  my  intention  to  attempt  a  vindica- 
tion of  thefe  paJTagcs,  which,  for  the  regard  1  bear  his  memory,  I  wifh  he  had  never  written ;  but 
which  I  neverthelefs  believe  to  have  originated,  rather  from  av/armth  of  imagination,  aided  by  a  vain 
affesflation  of  Angularity,  than  from  any  natural  depravity,  or  from  a  heart  vitiated  by  evil  example." 

But  though  it  may  not  be  the  effc(5l  of  infidel  principles  to  plunge  the  perfon  who  becomes  un- 
fortunately infedted  with  them  into  an  immediate  courfe  of  flagrant  and  fhamclefs  depravity,  they 
feldom  fail  to  unhinge  the  mind,  and  render  it  the  fport  of  Ibme  paflion  unfriendly  to  our  happlnefs 
and  profperity. 

On  the  14th  of  April  1770,  lie  wrote  a  paper,  intituled,  The  Lajl  Will  and  Ttfatr.ent  of  Thomas  Chat- 
terton, in  which  he  indicated  his  defign  of  committing  fuicide  on  the  following  day.  The  paper  was 
probably  rather  the  refult  of  temporary  uneafinefs,  than  of  that  fixed  avcriion  to  his  fuuation,  v/hich 
he  conftantly  manifeiled ;  but  Mr.  Lambert  confidered  it  as  no  longer  prudent,  after  fo  decifive  a 
proof,  to  continue  him  in  the  houfe  ;  he  accordingly  difmifTjd  him  immediately  from  his  fervice,  ia 
which  he  had  continued  two  years,  nine  months,  and  thirteen  days. 

The  adivity  of  his  mind  during  this  fhort  period  is  alnioft  unparalleled.  TIic  grcatefl  part  of  his 
compoHtioTis,  both  under  the  name  of  Rowley  and  his  own,  w.is  written  before  April  1770,  he  being 
then  aged  feventeen  years  and  five  months ;  and  of  the  former,  they  were  almoft  all  produced  a 
twelvemonth  earlier,  before  April  1769.  But  our  furprife  muft  decreafe,  when  we  confider  that  he 
flept  but  little,  and  that  hr$  whole  attention  was  direded  to  literary  pnrfuits. 

Encouraged  by  the  rnoft  liberal  promifes  of  afLflance  and  employnient  from  feveral  bookfellers 
and  printers  in  London,  he  now  refolved  to  try  Ids  fortune  in  the  metropolis,  which  he  flattered  him- 
felf  would  afford  him  a  more  enlarged  field  for  the  fuccefsful  excrclfc  and  dlfplay  of  his  abilities;  and 
he  entered  on  his  new  plan  of  life  with  his  ufual  enthuCafm. 

"  I  interrogated  him,"  f5ys  Mr.  Thiftlethwalte,  "  as  to  the  obje<^  of  his  views  and  expeftations,  and 
what  mode  of  life  he  intended  to  purfuc  on  his  arrival  in  Lonaoa."  Hi  anfvver  was  remarkable. 
"  My  firft  aUcinpt,"  faid  he,  "  ihall  l»e  in  tlie  litcn-.ry  way;  th:  p.-omdes  I  haVi  received  arc  fuf5-» 
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cicnt  to  difpel  doubt ;  but  fliould  1,  contrary  to  my  czpcdation,  find  myfclf  deceived;  I  will,  in  that 
cafe,  turn  Mcthodift  preacher.  Credulity  is  as  potent  a  deity  as  ever  ;  and  a  new  icA  niay  ealily 
be  dcvifcd.     But  if  that  too  fhould  fail  me,  my  laft  and  final  rcfource  is  a  piftol." 

Before  he  quitted  Briftol,  he  had  entered  decjily  into  politics,  and  had  embraced  the  patriotic 
party.  In  March  1770,  he  wrote  a  fatirical  poem,  called  Ke^v  Garden:,  confiding  of  1300  lines,  a* 
gainll  the  Princefs  of  Wales,  Lord  Bute,  and  their  friends  in  London  and  Briftol ;  which  has  not 
been  printed.  He  wrote  alfo  another  political  f.itirc,  called  The  IVbort  of  Babylon,  confifting  of  near 
600  lines,  wiuch  is  in  the  poflcnion  of  a  friend  of  Mr.  Catcott ;  an  invedivc  in  profe  againft  Bifliop 
Newton,  ri;,'neJ  Dcclmus  .•  and  an  indecent  fatirical  poem,  called  The  Exhibiiion,  occafioned  by  the 
improper  bihaviour  of  a  ptrfon  in  Briftol.  Mod  of  the  furgcons  in  Briftol  are  delineated  in  it. 
Jjonic  of  the  defcriptive  pafiages  in  this  poem  have  great  merit.  'Ihus  fpeaking  of  a  favourite  or- 
gaaift,  he  fays, 

He  keeps  the  pafTions  with  the  found  in  play. 

And  the  foul  trembles  with  the  trembling  key. 

In  the  latter  end  of  April  1770,  he  bade  his  native  city  a  final  adieu.  In  a  letter  to  his  mother, 
Jated  April  20th,  he  dcfcribes,  in  a  lively  flyle,  the  little  adventures  of  his  journey,  and  his  reception 
from  his  patrons,  the  bookfcHers  and  printers,  with  whom  he  had  correfponrfed,  Mr.  Edmunds,  Mr.  • 
I'ell,  Mr.  Hamilton,  Mr.  Dodfley,  &c.  From  all  of  them  he  profcflcs  to  have  received  great  en- 
couragement, that  all  approved  of  his  dcfign,  and  that  he  Ihould  probably  be  foon  fettled.  He  dc- 
fircs  his  mother  to  call  upon  Mr.  Lambert.  "  Show  him  this,"  fays  he,  with  uncommon  dignity 
and  Tpirit,  "  or  tell  Iilm,  if  I  deferve  a  recommendation,  he  would  oblige  mc  to  give  me  one ;  if  I  do 
not,  it  would  be  beneath  him  to  take  notice  of  me." 

His  firft  habitation,  after  his  arrival  in  London,  was  at  Mr.  Walmfley's,  a  plafterer  in  Shore- 
ditch,  to  whom  he  was  introduced  by  a  relation  of  his,  a  Mrs.  Ballance,  who  rcfidcd  in  the  fame 
Loufc. 

Of  his  firft  eftablifliment  his  report  is  favourable.  "  I  am  fettled,"  fays  he,  in  a  letter  to  his  mo- 
ther, dated  Alay  6.  "  and  in  fuch  a  fcttlcment  as  I  could  dtfire.  I  get  four  guiiieas  a  month  by  one 
magazine,  and  ftiall  engage  to  write  a  Hiftory  of  England,  and  othtr  pieces,  which  will  more  than 
double  that  fum.  Occafional  Effays  for  the  daily  papers  will  more  than  fupport  mc.  What  a  glo- 
rious profpcd; !" 

In  confequcncc  of  his  engagements  with  the  different  magazines,  we  find  him,  about  the  fame  time, 
foliciting  communications  from  his  poetical  and  literary  friends  at  Briftol,  and  dcfiring  them  to  read 
the  "  Freeholder's  Magazine." 

In  a  letter  dated  May  14,  he  writes  in  the  fame  high  flow  of  fpirits.  He  fpcaks  of  the  great  en- 
oouragcjnent  which  genius  meets  with  in  London  ;  adding  with  exultation,  "  If  Rowley  had  been  1 
Londoner,  inftead  of  a  Briftowyan,  I  might  have  lived  by  copying  his  works;"  yet  it  does  not  ap- 
j>car  that  any  of  Rowley's  pieces,  except  the  B.ilaJc  of  CLaritie,  were  exhibited  after  he  left  BriftoL 
He  exhorts  hi-,  fifter  to  "  improve  in  copying  mufic,  drawing,  and  every  thing  which  requires  ge- 
nius," ohferving,  that  although  in  Briftol's  mercantile  ftyle  thofe  things  may  be  ufelcfs,  if  not  a  de- 
triment to  her,  here  they  arc  very  profitable." 

His  engagements  at  that  period  appear  to  have  been  numerous;  for,  befides  his  employment  in 
the  magazines,  he  fpeaks  of  a  connei^ion  he  had  formed  with  a  dodor  in  mufic,  to  write  fongs  for 
Ranelagh,  Vauxhall,  &;c.;  and,  in  a  letter  of  the  30th  to  his  fifter,  he  mentions  another  with  a  book- 
feller,  "  the  brother  of  a  lord,"  (a  Scotch  one  indeed,)  to  compile  a  voluminous  hiftory  of  London, 
to  appear  in  number'^,  for  which  he  was  to  have  his  board  at  the  bookfcller's  houfe,  and  a  handfome 
premium.  "  Affurc  yourfelf,"  he  adds,  "  every  month  fhall  end  to  your  advantage.  I  will  fend 
you  two  fiiks  this  fummer.     My  mother  ftiall  not  be  forgotten." 

Party-writing,  however,  feems  to  have  been  one  of  his  f.ivouritc  employments.  It  was  agreeable 
to  the  fatirical  turn  of  his  dlfpofit'on,  and  it  gratified  his  vanity,  by  the  profpe<5l  of  elevating  him 
into  immediate  notice.  When  Mr;.  BaUance  recommended  it  to  him  to  endeavour  to  get  into  fomc 
ofticc,  he  told  her,  "  he  hoped,  with  the  blefling  of  God,  verj'  foon  to  be  fent  prifoncr  to  the  Tower, 
which  would  make  his  fortune." 

In  his  letter  to  his  mother.  May  6,  he  fays,  "  Mr.  Wilkes  knew  me  by  my  writings  fince  I  firfl 
r»rrefpondcd  v.ith  the  bookfcHets  here.     1  ftiall  vifit  ban  next  week.     He  aFirmcd  that  what  .Mr. 
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Fell  had  of  mine  could  not  be  the  writings  of  a  youth,  and  exprefied  a  defire  to  know  the  author. 
By  means  of  another  bookfeller,  1  Ihall  be  introduced  to  Townfend  and  Sawbridge.  I  am  quite  fa- 
mihar  at  the  Chapter  cofFeehoufe,  and  know  all  the  geniufes  there.  A  charadcr  is  now  unneccilary; 
an  author  carries  his  chara<9:er  in  his  pen." 

He  informs  his  filler,  that  if  money  flowed  as  faft  upon  him  as  honours,  he  would  give  her  a 
portion  of  five  thoufand  pounds.  This  extraordinary  elevation  of  fpirits  arofe  from  an  introduiftion 
to  the  celebrated  patriotic  Lord  Mayor,  Beckford. 

Chattcrton  had,  it  feems,  addreffcd  an  efTay  to  him,  which  was  fo  well  received,  that  it  encouraged 
him  to  wait  upon  his  Lordlhip,  in  order  to  obtain  his  approbation,  to  addrel's  a  fecond  letter  to  him, 
on  the  fubjed  of  the  City  Remonflraiice.  "  His  Lordfhip,"  adds  he,  "  received  me  as  politely  as 
a  citizen  Could,  and  warmly  invited  me  to  call  upon  him  again.     The  reft  Is  a  fccret." 

His  inclination,  doubtlefs,  led  him  to  efpoufe  the  party  of  Oppofition;  but  he  complains  that  "  na 
money  is  to  be  got  on  that  fide  of  tke  quelUon  ;  intereft  is  on  the  other  fide  ;  but  he  is  a  poor  author 
who  cannot  write  on  both  fides.  I  believe  I  may  be  introduced  (or  if  I  am  not,  I'll  introduce  my- 
fclf)  to  a  ruling  power  in  the  Court  party." 

When  Beckford  died,  he  is  faid  to  have  been  almoft  frantic,  and  to  have  exclaimed  that  he  wa« 
ruined.  He  folaced  his  grief,  by  writing  an  Elegy  on  his  death,  which  contains  more  of  frigid 
praife  than  ardent  feeling. 

Indeed,  that  he  was  ferious  in  his  intention  of  writing  on  both  fides,  and  chat  he  "  alternately 
flattered  andfatirized  all  ranks  and  parties,"  is  evident  from  the  following  lift  of  pieces,  written  by 
him,  but  never  publifhed,  which  Lord  Orford  has  preferved. 

"  The  Flight :  addreffed  to  Lord  Bute.  In  forty  ftanzas  of  fix  lines  each.  Thus  indorfed  :  '  Too 
long  for  the  Political  Regifter — Curtailed  in  the  digreflions — Given  to  Mr.  Mortimer.'  Kexu  Gar~ 
dens — A  fatirical  rhapfody  of  fome  hundred  lines  in  Churchill's  manner,  againft  perfons  in  power. 
The  Doiuager,  a  TrugdJy, — Unfinifiied — only  two  fcenes.  Verfes  addrejfed  to  the  Rem.  Mr.  Catcott,oii 
hh  Book  on  the  Deluge:  ridiculing  his  fyftem  and  r\.oX\om.—\inferted  in  the  fupplement  to  Chattel  ton  s  Mif- 
cdlanies.']  To  a  great  Lady.  A  very  fcandalous  addrefs,  figned  Decimus.  On  the  back  of  this  is 
written,  '  (Jeremiah  Dyfon,  Efq.  by  the  Whifperer,  10s.  6d.  a  column).'  To  C.  Jenkinfon,  Efq. 
an  abufive  letter,  figned  Ded?nus  (or  Prolus,  as  it  fliould  feem  from  the  indorfement)  :  beginning 
thus :  '  Sir,  As  the  nation  has  been  long  in  the  dark  in  conjedturing  the  minifterial  agent,  &c.'  To 
Lord  Mansfield.     A  very  abufive  letter,  figned  Decimus  (or  JEnenemm^  as  it  ihould  feem  from  the 

indorfement):  beginning  thus; '  My  Lord,  I  am  not  going  to  accufe  you  of  pufillanimity,'  &e. 

In  this  piece  many  paragraphs  are  cancelled,  with  this  remark  on  the  margin :  '  Profecutlon  will 
lie  upon  this.'  An  Introdu^ory  EJfity  to  a  political  paper,  fet  up  by  him,  called  the  Moderator,  in 
favour  of  adminiftration  :  thus  beginning,  '  To  enter  into  a  detail  of  the  reafons  which  induced  me 
to  take  up  the   title  of  this  paper,'   £cc.    To  Lord  North ;   a  letter  figned  the  Moderator,  and  dated 

May26.  1770:  beginning  thus : '  My  Lord,  It  gives  me  a  painful  pleafure,'  &c.     This  is  an 

encomium  on  adminiftration  for  reje6ting  the  Lord  Mayor  Beckford's  Remonftrance.  A  Letter  tp  the 
Lord  Mayor  Bedford,  figned  Probus ;  dated  May  26.  1770. — This  is  a  violent  abufe  of  government 
for  rcjedting  the  Remonftrance,  and  begins  thus :  '  When  the  endeavours  of  a  fpirited  people  to  free 
themfelves  from  an  unfupportable  flavery.' — On  the  back  of  this  effay,  which  is  direded  to  Gary, 
[a  particular  friend  of  Chatterton  in  Briftol,]  is  this  indorfement :  '  Accepted  by  Binglcy,  fet  for  and 
thrown  out  of  the  North  Briton,  aift  June,  on  nccount  of  the  Lord  A^ayor's  death. 

'  Loft  by  his  death,  on  this  eiTay,  -  -  -  -  -  ^  £.  1   ix     6 

*  Gained  in  Elegies,  -  «.,  -  -  .  -  azo 
'  in  EfTays,             ^             »             -             -             -             -             •              33^ 

*  Am  glad  he  is  dead  by  -  t  -  »  -  -3  13     6 

"  Efl"ays,"  he  fays  to  his  fifter,  "  on  the  patriotic    fide,    fetch   no  more    than   what   the    copy 
is  fold  for.     On  the  other  hand,  unpopular  effays  will  not  even  be  accepted,  and  you  muft  pay  to 
have  them  printed,  but  then  you  feldom  lofe  by  it.     Courtiers  are  fo  fenfible  of  their  deficiency  in, 
merit,  that  they  generally  reward  all  ■\^ho  know  how  to  daub  them  with  an  appearance  of  it," 
Vol.  XL  U 
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On  this  Tandy  founJation  of  party  writing,  Chatterton  credcd  a  vifionary  fabric  of  future  great- 
ncfj.  It  was  a  common  afTcrtiou  with  him,  "  that  he  would  fettle  the  world  before  he  had 
done." 

In  a  Ifttcr  to  his  filkr,  July  20.  he  tells  her,  "  My  comjianyis  courted  every  where;  and  could 
1  humble  myftif  to  go  into  a  Compter,  could  have  bad  twenty  places  before  now;  but  1  muft  he 
among  the  great  ;  Aate  matters  fuit  me  much  better  than  conmiercial." 

His  tafte  for  diflipation  fecms  to  luivc  kept  pace  with  the  incrcafe  of  his  vanity.  To  frequent 
places  of  public  aniufcment,  he  accounts  as  nectfliiry  to  him  as  food.  "  I  employ  my  money,"  fays 
he,  "  now,  in  litting  niyfelf  fafhionably,  and  getting  into  good  company ;  this  lad  article  always 
brings  me  in  interell." 

In  the  letter  to  his  motlicr,  May  14.  be  fays,  "  a  gcntl-.-man  who  knows  me  at  the  Chapter,  as 
an  author,  would  b.ivc  introduced  me  as  a  companion  to  the  young  Duke  of  Northumberland,  in 
his  intended  genera!  tour;  but  alas!  I  fpeak  no  language  but  my  own."  It  is  not  very  credible  that 
he  wus  likely  to  be  accepted  on  fo  (lender  a  ground  of  rcconnnendatioii. 

But  his  fplenJid  vilioub  of  promotion  and  confequtiire  foon  vanilhcd.  Not  long  after  his  arrival 
in  London,  he  writes  to  his  mother,  "  The  poverty  of  authors  is  a  common  obfervation,  but  not 
always  a  true  one.  No  author  can  be  poor  who  underftands  the  arts  of  bookfeilers;  without  this 
recefl'.iry  knov/lcdge,  the  greateft  genius  may  flarvc,  and  with  it  the  greateft  dunce  may  live  in 
fpliiidor.      1  hii  knowledge  I  have  pretty  nnich  dipped  into." 

This  knowkd^-e,  however,  inftead  of  condu<5ling  to  opulence  and  independence,  proved  a  dtlufivc 
guide  ;  and  though  he  boafls  of  having  pieces  in  the  month  of  June  1770,  in  the  •  Gofpel  Maga- 
zine," the  "  Town  and  Country,"  the  "  Court  and  City,"  the  "  London,"  the  "  Pohtical  Regi- 
ftcr,"  &c.,  and  that  almoft  the  whole  "  Town  and  Country"  for  July  was  his ;  yet  it  appears,  fo 
.'canty  is  the  reniui!cratifin  for  thofe  periodical  labours,  that  even  thefe  uncommon  e.xertiens  of  in- 
duflry  and  genius  were  infufhcient  to  ward  off  the  approach  of  poverty;  and  he  feems  to  have  funk 
at  once  from  the  higheft  elevation  of  hope  and  illuCon,  to  the  depths  of  defpair. 

Early  in  Juiu-,  he  removed  his  lodgings  from  Shore-ditch,  to  Mrs.  Angel's,  fackmakcr  in  Brook- 
Arect,  Holborn.  Mr.  Croft  attributes  the  change  to  the  neceflity  he  was  under,  from  the  nature  of 
his  employment*,  of  frequenting  public  places.  It  is  probable  that  he  might  remove,  left  Mr.  Walm- 
Icy's  fimiiy,  who  had  heard  his  freqiicnt  boafls,  and  obferved  his  dreams  of  grcatnefs,  fhould  be 
the  fpedators  of  his  approaching  indigence.  Pride  was  the  ruling  paflion  of  Chatterton  ;  and  a  too 
acute  fenfe  of  ihanie,  is  ever  found  to  accompany  literary  pride. 

But  however  dcfirous  he  might  be  of  prefcrving  appearances  to  the  world,  he  was  fuflicicntly 
IcwTred  in  his  own  expeeniations;  when  we  find  his  tov/cring  an)bition  reduced  to  the  miferable  hope 
of  fecuring  the  very  inelcgible  appointment  of  a  furgeon's  mate  to  Africa. 

His  refolution  was  announced  in  a  poem  to  J^'/s  Bujb.  Probably,  indeed,  when  he  wrote  the 
Aj'rkan  Ecloum,  which  was  juft  before,  he  might  not  be  without  a  diftant  contemplation  of  a  fmii- 
lar  dcfign  ;  and  perhaps  wc  are  to  attribute  a  part  of  the  exulting  cxprefllons  which  occur  in  the  let- 
tcr  to  his  mother  and  (ifter,  to  the  kind  and  laudable  intention  of  making  them  happy,  with  refped: 
to  his  profpedi  in  life,  £\nct  wc  find  him,  almoft  at  tlic  very  crifis  of  his  diftrcfs,  fending  a  number 
of  httle  unneceffary  prefents  to  them  and  his  grandmother,  while,  perhaps,  he  was  himfelf  ahntill  in 
wart  of  the  ncceilarics  of  life. 

He  appUed,  in  his  diftrefa,  tq  Mr.  Barrett,  for  a  recommendation  tq  this  unpromifmg  ftation.  On 
the  fcorc  of  incapacity  probalily,  Mr.  Barrett  refufcd  him  the  ncceftr.ry  recommendation,  and  his 
la.1  hope  was  blafted.    .  ' 

Of  Mrs.  Angel,  with  whom  he  !aft  refidcd,  no  inquiries  have  afforded  any  fatisfadlory  intelligence  ; 
I.ut  there  can  be  little  doubt  that  hi«  death  was  preceded  by  extreme  huligencc. 

Mr.  Crof-i,  an  apoth'.c;iry  in  Brook-ffrcet,  informed  Mr.  W'arton,  that  when  Chattcnon  lived  in  j 
the  neighbourhocd,  he  frequently  cal^d  at  the  ftiop,  and  was  repeatedly  preftcd  by  Mr.  Crofsto  dine    . 
«tr  fup  with  him,  in  vain.    One  evening,  however,  human  frailty  fo  far  prevailed  over  his  dignity,  as 
to  tempt  him  to  partake  of  the  regale  of  a  barrel  of  oyfters,  when  he  was  obferved  to  eat  moft  vo- 
racioufiy. 

Mrs.  \\\)lfe,a  barb«(r's  wife,  within  a  few  doors  of  the  houfc  where  Mrs.  Angel  lived,  has  alfo  af- 
forded ample  teftimony,  both  to  his  poverty  and  his  pride.     She  fays,  "  that  Mrs.  Angel  told  hcf 
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lifter  his  death,  that  on  the  24th  of  Auguft,  as  fhe  knew  he  had  not  eateil'any  thing  for  two  or  three 
days,  fhe  begged  he  would  take  fome  dinner  with  her  ;  but  he  was  oifended  at  her  cxpreliitns,  whicti 
feemed  to  hint  that  he  was  in  want,  and  allured  her  he  was  not  hungry." 

"  Over  his  death,  for  the  lake  of  huraanity,"  fays  Mr.  Croft,  "  I  would  willingly  draw  a  veil. 
But  this  muil  not  be.  They  who  are  in  a  condition  to  patronife  merit,  and  they  who  feel  a  confci- 
oufnefs  of  merit  which  is  not  patronifed,  may  form  their  own  refolutions  from  the  cataftrophe  of 
his  t-.Ue ;— thole  to  lofe  no  opportunity  of  befriending  genius;  thefe  to  feize  every  opportunity  oi 
befriending  ihemfelves,  and  upon  no  accoimt  to  harbour  the  mofl  diflant  idea  of  quitting  this  world, 
however  it  may  be  unworthy  of  them,  lell  delpondency  Ihould  at  laft  deceive  them  into  fo  unpar- 
donable a  ilep." 

Chatterton,  as  appears  by  the  Coroner's  inquell,  fwallowed  arfcnic  in  v/ater,  on  the  24th  of 
Auguft  1776,  and  died  in  confequence  thereof,  the  next  day,  at  the  age  of  fcventecn  years  and 
cine  months.     He  was  buried  in  a  Ihell  in  the  burying-ground  of  Shoe-lane  work-houfe. 

Whatever  unliniflicd  pieces  he  might  have,  he  cautioully  deftroyed  them  before  his  death  ;  and  his 
room,  when  broken  open,  was  found  covered  with  little  fcraps  of  paper. 

What  muft  increafe  our  regret  for  this  hally  and  unhappy  Itep,  is  the  information  that  the  late 
Dr.  Fry,  head  of  St.  John's  College,  O.xford,  went  to  Briftol,  to  fearch  into  the  hiflory  of  RbwleyJ 
and  Chatterton,  and  to  patronife  the  latter,  if  he  appeared  to  deferve  alFiflancc.     When,  alas  I  all 
the  intelligence  hs  could  procure,  was,  that  Chatterton  had,  within  a  few  days,  deftroyed  hira- 
leir 

The  poems  produced  by  Chatterton,  at  different  times,  under  the  names  of  Rowley,  Canynge,  Sic. 
■were  purchafed  from  Mr.  Catcott  and  Mr.  Barrett,  and  publiftied  by  Thomas  Tyrvvhitt,  Efq.  the 
learned  editor  of  Chaucer,  in  an  ocSlavo  volume,  1777,  with"  a  Preface,  Introdu(51ion,  and  Gloffary." 
Mr.  Tyrwhitt  added  to  the  edition  1778,  an  "  Appendix,  containing  fome  Obfervations  upon  the 
Language  of  the  Poems,  tending  to  prove,  that  they  were  written,  not  by  any  ancient  author,  but 
entirely  by  Chatterton."  A  very  fplendid  edltioii  was  publilhed  in  quarto,  1783,  by  Jeremiah 
Millcs,  D.  D.  Dean  of  Exeter,  and  Prefiderit  of  the  Society  of  Antiquaries,  with  "  a  Preliminary 
Differtation  and  Commentary,"  tending  to  prove,  that  the  poems  were  really  written  by  Rowley  and 
others,  in  the  fifteenth  century.  His  Mijccllanlts  in  Frofc  ami  Vi^rfc,  colle<iled  from  the  Mao-azines, 
'&c.  with  a  fketch  for  Beckford's  liatue,  a  fpecimcn  of  his  abilities  in  the  arts  of  drawing  and  de- 
iign,  were  publifhed  in  oftavo,  1778,  with  a  preface,  figned  'J.  B.  dated  Briftol,  June  ao. ;  and  this 
publication  was  followed  by  a  Supplement  to  the  MlfcelLwiei  of  Chatterton^  8vo,  1786.  J3tfides  thefe, 
there  are  many  unpubhfhed  poems  in  the  hands  of  his  friends,  and  feventeen  hiftorical  profe  com* 
pofitions  and  drawings,  in  the  pofleflion  of  Mr.  Barrett.  His  poems,  reprinted  from  Tyrwhitt's  edi- 
tion, 1777,  the  Mifcellan'us,  1773  and  1786,  Croft's  "  Love  and  Madncfs,''  1780,  arc  now,  for  the 
flrft  time,  received  into  a  colledlion  of  claffical  Englifh  poetry. 

The  celebrated  "  Architologicaf  Epiftle  to  Dr.  Milles,"  4to,-i782,  fuppofed  to  be  Vy-rittcn  by 
Mafon  ;  a  beautiful  "  Monody  to  the  Memory  of  Chatterton,"  written  by  Mrs.  Cowley  ;  a  "  Son- 
net to  Expreflion,"  from  the  polifticd  and  pathetic  pen  of  Mifs  Helen  Maria  WiUiams ;  an  irreo-ular 
"  Ode,"  from  "  Rowley  and  Chatterton  in  the  Shades,"  8vo,  1782  ;  and  an  elegant  offering  to  the 
genius  of  Chatterton,  from  the  "  Gentleman's  Magazine,"  1782  ;— are  inferted  in  this  edition,  with 
tire  double  view  of  adorning  the  colleiSion,  and  of  gratifying  the  reader. 

Elis  charader,  compounded  of  good  qualities  and  defcds,  may  be  eafily  collected  from  this  account 
of  his  life.  A  few  of  his  peculiarities  remi.in  to  be  mentioned.  His  perfon,  like  his  genius,  was 
premature :  he  had  a  manlinefs  and  dignity  beyond  his  years,  and  there  was  fomething  about  him 
■uncommonly  prepoffclling.  His  moll  remarkable  feature  was  his  eyes,  which,  though  gray,  were 
uncommonly  piercing.  WTien  he  was  warmed  in  argument,  or  otherwife,  they  fparkled  Vvfith  fire; 
and  one  eye,  it  Is  faid,  was  ftill  more  remarkable  than  the  other.  He  had  an  uncommon  ardour  in 
the  purfuit  of  knowledge,  and  uncommon  facility  in  the  attainment  of  it.  It  was  a  favourite  maxim 
with  him,  that  "  man  is  equal  to  any  thing,  and  that  every  thing  might  be  atchieved  by  diligence 
and  abftinence."  If  any  uncommon  charader  was  mentioned  in  his  hearing,  "  all  boy  as  he  was  " 
fays  Mr.  Croft,  "  he  would  only  obfervc,  that  the  perfon  in  queftion  merited  praife;  but  that  God 
had  lent  his  creatures  intp  the  world  with  arms  long  enough  to  reach  any  thing,  if  they  would  be  a 
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the  trouble  of  extending  them."  "  He  Lad  read,"  he  himlclf  tells  us,  "  more  than  MagTiabcchi, 
though  he  fpokc  no  tongue  but  his  own."  He  probably  might  have  acquired  feme  knowledge  of 
the  Latin,  Greek,  and  French  languapcs ;  but  it  cannot  be  fuppofcd  to  have  betn  very  citcnfive. 

When  we  confidcr  the  variety  of  his  enj^agemcnt*  while  at  lirirtol,  his  cxteufivc  reading,  and  the 
great  knowledge  he  had  acquired  of  the  ancient  language  of  his  native  country,  wc  cannot  wonder 
that  he  had  not  time  to  occupy  hinife  f  in  tlie  fluriy  of  other  languages;  and  after  his  arrival  in  Lon- 
don, he  had  a  new  and  neceflary  (ciencc  to  learn,  the  world;  and  that  ht  made  the  molLadvanta- 
geous  ule  of  his  time,  is  evident  from  the  extcnfive  knowledge  of  mankind,  difplayed  in  the  dif- 
ferent clTays  which  he  produced  in  the  periodical  f  ublications.  His  lively  .ind  vigorous  imagination 
contributed,  doubtlcfs,  to  un;n;;itc  h  m  with  tlut  Ipirit  of  entcrprife,  v  Iiieli  led  liim  to  form  lb  ma- 
ny impr.idlicable  and  vifionary  fchemes,  for  tlic  acquifition  of  fame  and  furtune.  His  ambition  was 
CTidcnt  from  his  carlieft  youth;  and  perhaps  the  inequality  of  his  Ipirits  might,  in  a  great  meafurC, 
depend  upon  the  fairnefs  of  his  views,  or  the  dilTipation  of  his  project.'.  Mr.  Catcott  left  him  one 
evening  totally  deprcfTed ;  but  he  returned  the  next  morning  with  unufual  fpirits.  He  faid,  *•  he 
had  fprung  a  mine,"  and  produced  the  S/>rytn,  a  poem,  in  the  pofltfiion  of  Mr.  Barrett.  His  natu- 
ral melancholy  was  not  corrected  by  tlie  irreligious  principles  which  he  Iiad  fo  unfortunately  im- 
bibed. But  he  is  not  convivSttd  of  any  immoral  or  difhoneft  adl  in  confcqucnce  of  his  fpeculativc 
opinions.  The  prefervatives  of  which  he  was  poiTi-lTjd  again!  the  contagion-  of  vice,  and  the  cri- 
minal exccfles  of  the  paflions,  were  the  pride  of  genius,  the  cnthufafm  of  literature,  auU  that  deli- 
cacy of  fentinient  whicli  taflc  and  reading  infpirc.  To  the  regularity  tif  his  conduct  during  his  rc- 
fidcnce  at  Brillol,  fomc  relpeiSlable  tcilimonies  have  been  already  exhibited.  Alter  his  arrival  in 
i..ondon,  there  are  fonie  proofs  in  his  fuvour,  which  ought  not  to  be  dilVcgardjd.  During  a  reli- 
dence  of  nine  weeks  at  Mr.  Ualmfley's,  he  never  llaid  out  beyond  the  iamiiy  hours,  except  one 
night,  when  Mrs.  Ballance  knew  tl:a    he  lodged  in  the  houfc  of  a  relation. 

The  lilt  ot  his  virtues  appears  to  exceed  the  catalogue  of  his  faults.  His  temper.ince  was  in  forrie 
refpeds  exemplary.  He  feldom  eat  animal  food,  and  never  tailed  any  ilrong  or  fpiritous  liquors. 
He  lived  chiefly  on  a  morfel  of  bread  or  a  tart,  with  a  draught  of  water.  His  high  fenfc  of  digni- 
ty has  been  already  noticed.  But  the  mod  amiable  feature  in  his  charader,  was  his  gcnerofity  and 
attachment  to  hii  mother  and  relations.  Every  fortunate  projcdl  ior  his  advancement  in  life  was 
accompanied  with  promifes  and  encouragement  to  them :  v.liilc  in  Lor.dt'n  he  continued  to  fenJ 
them  prefcnts,  at  a  time  when  he  vas  known  himfelf  to  be  in  want:  and  indeed  the  unremitting 
attention,  kindnefs,  and  rti'ptifl,  which  appear  in  the  whole  of  his  conduifl  towards  them,  are  dc- 
fervinj  the  imitation  of  perlons  in  more  fortunate  circunifcances.  It  can  never  be  fuflicicntly  la- 
mented that  this  amiable  principle  was  not  more  uniform  in  Chatterton  A  real  love  for  his  rel.i- 
tions  ought  to  have  arrelled  the  hand  of  luicido ;  but  when  religion  is  loH,  all  uniformity  of  prin- 
ciple is  loll. 

He  had  a  number  of  friends;  and,  notwithflanding  his  difpofitlon  to  fatire,  is  fcarccly  known  to 
have  had  any  eneniic.    By  the  accounts  of  all  who  were  acquainted  wiih  him,  there  was  fomcthing 
uncomnirnly  infinuating  in  liis  manner  and  converfation.     Mr.  Ctofs  info.''med  Mr.  A\'arton,  that 
in  Chatterton's  frequent  vifits,  wJiile  he  refided  in  Brook-flrect,  he  found  his  converfation,  a  little 
infidelity  excepted,  mofl  captivating.     His  exteniivc,  though  in  many  inflanccs,  funcrlicial  know- 
ledge, united  with  his  genius,  wit,  and  fluency,  muil  have  admirably  accomplifi.cd  him  for  tJie  ploa- 
fures  of  focicty.     His  pride,  wliich  perhaps  fhoiild  rat'ier  be  termed  the  ilrong  ccufcioufncfs  of  in- 
telk<5lual  excellence,  did  not  deflroy  his  affability.     He  was  always  acceflible,  and  rather  forward  to 
make  acquaintance,  than  apt  to  decline  the  advances  of  others.     There  is  renfon,  however,  to  be- 
lieve, tl)at  the  inequality  of  his  fpirits  afieded  greatly  his  behaviour  in  company.     His  fits  of  ab-  ■ 
fence  were  frequent  and  long.     He  would  often  look  llcdfaftly  in  a  perfon's  face  without  fpcaking,  | 
or  feeniing  to  fee  the  peifon  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  or  more.     Mr.  VValmfley's  nephew  (Chatter-  I 
ton's  bedfellow  during  the  laft  fix  wceljs  he  lodged  there)  told  Mr.  Croft,  that,  notwithflanding  hi»  j 
pride  and  haughtinefs,  it  was  impolTible  to  help  liking  him  ; — that,  to  his  knowledge,  he  never  flept 
■while  they  lay  together;  that  he  never  came  to  bed  till  very  late,  fometimes  three  or  four  o'clock, 
and  w  as  always  awake  when  he  (the  nephew)  awaked,  and  got  up  at  the  fame  time,  about  five  or 
fi.t ;  and  that  almoft  every  morning  the  floor  was  covered  with  pieces  of  paper,  not  fo  big  as  fiX'^ 
pen  CCS,  into  which  he  had  toro  -what  he  had  been  wriiinj  before  he  came  to  bed. 
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He  had  one  ruling  paffion  which  governed  his  whole  condu<Sl:,  and  that  was  his  defire  of  literary 
fame  ,  this  paffion  intruded  itl'elf  on  every  occafion,  and  abforbed  his  whole  attention.  Whether  he 
would  have  continued  to  improve,  or  the  contrary,  muft  have  depended,  in  fome  meafure,  on  the 
circumftances  of  his  future  life.  Had  he  fallen  into  profligate  habits  and  connedtions,  he  would 
probably  have  loft  a  great  part  of  his  ardour  for  fludy,  and  his  maturer  age  would  only  have  dinii- 
nilhed  the  admiration,  which  the  efforts  of  his  childhood  have  fo  juflly  excited. 

As  a  poet,  his  genius  will  be  mofl:  completely  eflimated  by  his  writings.  His  imagination  was 
more  fertile  than  correiSl: ;  and  he  feems  to  have  erred,  rather  through  hafte  and  negligence  than 
through  any  deficiency  of  taftel  He  v/as  above  that  puerile  affecftation  which  pretends  to  borrow 
nothing.  He  knew  that  original  genius  confifls  in  forming  new  and  happy  combinations,  rather 
than  in  fearching  after  thoughts  and  ideas  which  never  had  occurred  before.  He  pofiefTed  the 
flrongeft  marks  of  a  vigorous  imagination,  and  a  found  judgment  in  forming  great,  confiftent,  and 
ingenious  plots,  and  in  making  choice  of  the  moft  interefting  fubjedts.  His  genius,  like  Dryden's, 
was  univerfal.  It  will  be  difficult  to  fay,  whether  he  excelled  moft  in  the  fublime,  the  pathetic,  the 
defcriptive,  or  the  fatirical.  Whatever  fubjed  is  treated  by  him,  is  marked  with  the  hand  of  a  maf- 
ter,  with  the  enthufiafm  of  the  poet,  and  the  judgment  of  the  critic. 

His  poems  abound  with  lu.\uriant  defcription,  vivid  imagery,  and  ftriking  metaphors.  Through 
the  veil  of  ancient  language,  a  happy  adaptation  of  words  is  ftill  apparent,  and  a  ftyle  both  energetic 
and  exprefllve.  They  are  equally  confpicuous  for  the  harmony  and  elegance  of  the  verfe ;  and  fome 
pafiages  are  inferior,  in  none  of  the  eifentials  of  poetry,  to  the  moft  finifhed  produdlions  in  our  lan- 
guage. 

It  muft  not,  however,  be  diffemblcd,  that  fome  part  of  the  charm  of  his  compofitions  may  proba- 
bly refult  from  the  Gothic  fublimity  of  the  ftyle.  We  gaze  with  wonder  on  an  antique  fabric ; 
and,  when  novelty  of  thought  is  not  to  be  obtained,  the  novelty  of  the  language,  to  which  we  are 
unaccuftomed,  is  frequently  accepted  as  a  fubftitute.  Even  Shakfpeare  and  Milton  have  derived 
advantages  from  the  antique  ftruifture  of  fome  of  their  moft  admired  paflages.  The  facility  of 
compofition  is  alfo  greatly  increafcd,  where  full  latitude  is  permitted  in  the  ufe  of  an  obfolete  dia- 
led, fince  an  author  is  indulged  in  the  occafional  ufe  of  both  the  old  and  the  modern  phrafeology  ; 
and  if  the  one  does  not  fupply  him  with  the  word  for  which  he  has  immediate  occafion,  the  other, 
in  all  probability,  will  not  difappoint  him.     Thus,  in  the  .S'c/70'<;  ta  JElla,  the  poet  had  in  one  line 

written, 

Beefprengedd  all  the  mees  with  gore. 

In  a  fubfequent  ftanza  he  writes,  , 

Orr  feeft  the  hatchedd  ftede 
Ypiaunceying  oer  the  mead. 

J\'Iees  being  the  ancient  word,  and  mead  the  modern  Englifli  one,  he  thought  himfelf  at  liberty  to 
write  modern  ^nglifli  whenever  rhyme  required  him  to  do  fo.  The  ufe  of  the  Anglo-Saxon  prefix 
1/,  S.S  yfiraunci/ig,  ior  prauncing,  enables  him  to  write  a  fmooth  line  in  any  given  number  of  fyllables. 
The  imagery  and  metaphors  in  this  ftyle  of  poetry,  are  frequently  very  common-place,  and  it  is 
poflible  to  labour  through  feveral  ftanzas,  v/ithout  finding  any  ftriking  beauty,  when  the  attention 
of  the  reader  is  kept  alive  by  the  fubjedl  alone.  Many  defefls  of  ftyle,  and  many  paiTages  of  rant 
and  bombaft,  are  concealed  or  excufed  by  the  appearance  of  antiquity. 

The  piece  of  moft  confpicuous  merit  among  the  compofitions  of  Chatterton,  is  uElla,  a  Tragycat 
Entcrlude ;  which  is  a  moft  complete  and  well-written  tragedy,  upon  the  model  of  Mafon's  "  El- 
frida"  and  "  Caradtacus."  The  plot  is  both  interefting  and  full  of  variety,  though  the  dialogue  is 
in  fome  places  tedious.  The  charadler  of  Cdmonu!:  reminds  us  of  Glenahon  in  "Douglas,"  but  is 
better  drawn.  His  foliloquy  is  beautiful  and  chara6leriftic.  The  firft  chorus,  or  IViynf, relies  Songe,  is 
a  perfe<5l  paftoral.  It  contains  a  complete  plot  or  fable,  and  abounds  in  poetical  and  tender  fentiments, 
and  appofite  imagery.  Thomfon's  Mafque  of  "  Alfred"  probably  fuggefted  the  idea  of  a  Danifh 
ftory.  For  converting  ff^^i^a  into  Hvrra,  he  might  have  his  reafons.  Tht  raven  Jlandard  ol  the 
Danes,  to  which  he  alludes,  is  poetically  defcribed  by  Thomfon. 

The  imperfc(5^  tra~edy  of  Goddiuyn,  as  well  as  JElla,  is  indebted  to  the  Grecian  fchool,  revived 
in  the  eighteenth  century.  Both  are  the  effufions  of  a  young  mind,  warm  from  ftudyino^  "  Elfrida" 
and  "  Caraflacus."  The  beauties  of  poetry  are  fcattered  through  them  with  no  fparing  hand.  The 
fiij?  vde  01  flonis  in  Goddzvyn,  rivals,  if  no:  exceed?  any  thing  of  that  kind  we  have  in  A^afon,  or 
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even  ill  Gray  or  CalHns.     In  the  animated  portrait  oi  FrreJom,  aud  the  group  of  her  attendants,  yt/- 
flight,  Po-.ver,  iVar,  Envy,  Sec.  botli  Sacl:vil!e  and  Spcufcr  niuft  yield  the  paliu  of  allegoric  poetry. 

When  Freedonic  drcfte  in  bloddc-ftcynctl  vcfle, 

'I'o  every  knygiite  her  warre  fonge  funjre  ; 
I'ponne  her  iieddc  wylde  wedes  were  Iprcdc; 

A  goric  aiilafj  bye  lirr  hunge. 

She  daunccd  ounc  the  heai.'ie, 

She  heard  tlie  voice  of  deathe  ; 
Pale-eyntd  afTryElitc,  his  hartc  of  fylver  liue, 
III  vayne  afTayled  her  boiominc  to  acale  ; 
She  hcarde  onflemcd  the  flirickinge  voice  of  \vor, 
And  ladiicfle  in  the  owlette  fhakc  the  dale. 

.She  fhooke  the  burled  fjieerc, 

On  hie  file  jeftc  her  (liecldc, 

Her  focnien  all  appcrc. 

And  flizze  along  the  fccldc,  &c. 

1\\c  Firjlf^art  ol\.\\c  Battle  of  H,>fiiig.',  which  he  confcfTed  ht  haJ  iiri/ien  himffJf,  when  he  wai 
taken  by  furprife,  though  at  other  times  he  preferved  a  degree  of  confidence  in  liis  falfehood,  con- 
tains an  unvaried  recital  of  wounds  and  deaths,  with  little  to  intcrcfl  curiofity,  or  engage  the  tender 
pafhons,  and  but  few  of  the  beauties  of  poetry  to  reheve  the  mind  from  the  difgufting  fubjcft.  In 
the  Hecsnd  Part',  with  the  fame  faults,  there  is  more  of  poetical  dcfcription,  more  of  nature,  more  of 
eharadler.  The  imagery  is  more  animated  ;  the  incidents  more  varied.  The  clitirafler  of  Tancar' 
lUlc  is  well  drawn;  and  the  fpirit  of  candour  and  humanity  which  pervades  it,  is  unparalleled  in 
any  writer  before  the  age  of  Shakfpcare.  The  whole  cpifodc  of  Girtba  is  well  conduced;  and  the 
altercation  between  him  and  his  brother  Hursld  is  interefling.  The  following  defcription  of  morn- 
ing is  cxquifitily  beautiful,  and  tlie  verfification  nuifical  and  pleafmg.  'Ihc  eight  line  is  a  (Iriking 
imitation  of  a  line  of  Milton's;  "  Scatters  the  rear  of  darkncfi  thin." 

And  now  the  greic-eyd  morne  witli  vi'lcts  droll, 
Shakyng  the  dewdrops  on  the  floi;ric  mcedes, 
I'lcd  with  hir  rofic  radiance  to  the  v/efl  : 
Forth  from  the  eaftcrne  grttc  t!;c  fierle  ftecdos 
Of  the  bright  funne  awaytynge  fpirits  lecdes: 
'i'he  funne,  in  fierie  pompe  cnthiond  on  h.ie, 
Swyfter  than  ihoughte  alonge  hys  jcrne  gl'cde:?, 
,  AnAfjttcrs  ry;ghu-i  >c,v/jy/ies  from  oute  the  fkie ; 

He  fawe  the  armies  make  for  bloudie  fraie, 
And  ftopt  his  driving  fteedes,  and  hid  his  lyghtfomc  rayc, 

The  dcfcription  of  Salifaury  Plain  is  pitSurefque  and  animated.  In  that  part  of  it  which  relates  to 
the  worfliip  of  the  ancient  JSn.fons,  Mr.  Tyrwhitt  propofes  to  fubfHtute  i'\c^tu/.\-s  for  vy^ualte,  an  in- 
genious, but  peihiips  unrccefTary  emendation.  The  flanra  of  l-'rior  was  his  model  for  verfification, 
in  this  poetn,  as  well  as  the  Tcurimment,  <S^c.  The  origin  and  ufe  o{  Stai.chrrr,-,  he  might  find  in  mo- 
dern works.  Though  he  couid  have  no  :•■  cefs  to  Malmclbury,  and  other  Latin  chroniclers,  he 
might  take  many  particulars  from  Hollinfl.e/,  who  has  tranflated  them.  The  names  of  the  Kormcu 
warriors  he  might  find  in  Fuller's  «  Church  Hillory.''  He  had  but  few  .Sj.ven  names  to  which  he 
might  refer  ;  of  the  NcrKam,  iie  had  a  lift  of  eight  hundred.  He  borrowed  his  Homeric  image"; 
from  the  verCons  of  Chapma.!i  and  Pope,  in  the  latter  of  wliich  he  found  th.cfe  allufions  drefied  out 
in  all  the  fplendid  ornaments  of  the  eighteenth  century.  The  prolix  circumftantial  comparifon,  which 
did  not  exift  in  the  fifteenth  century,  but  was  imported  into  our  poetry  by  Spcnfer,  afTords  a  proof, 
excluding  all  impofition,  that  the  Batih  of  Haf'm^i  is  the  forgery  of  Chattertcn. 

The  interlude  of  th.e  T(,:irn,:wtitt  has  fome  beautiful  and  nervous  lines  ;  particularly  the  dcfcription 
oi  B.7iljy!c  s.rA  PIcifure,  m  \.\\e  cborui  cf  Minjlrelles,  that  opens  with — irLcn  Brtt.iyL;  mrfthynge,  ItV. 
Compare  this  with  Collins's"  Ode  to  Mercy,"  and  the  marks  of  imitation  will  befufficicntly  evident. 

The  Brif.c-.v:  Tragedy,  or  the  Dctle  of  Syr  Charles  Baivdin,  has  little  but  its  pathetic  fimplicity  to 
recommend  it.  It  has  nothing  ingenious  in  the  plot,  or  ftriking  in  the  execution.  It  is,  however, 
clear  and  intelligible  ;  and  ranks  with  the  beft  imitations  of  the  ancient  tragic  ballad. 

The  E:lccr:ies  are  not  inferior  to  the  heft  compofitions  of  that  kind,  cither  ancient  or  modem.  The 
/rfl  paftoral  bears  a  remote  re femblance  to  the  firft  eclogue  of  Virgil,  and  contains  a  beautiful  and  pa- 
thetic pifture  of  the  (late  of  England  during,  the  civil  wars  between  the  houfes  of  York  and  Lancaf^. 
ter.    'I'he  thoughts  and  images  are  all  truly  paftoral ;  and  it  is  impodiblc  to  read  it  without  expc- 
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tiencing  thofe  lively,  yet  melancholy  feelings,  which  a  true  delineation  of  nature  alone  can  infpirc. 
The  ftcoiid  paftoral  is  an  eulogium  on  the  aiSlions  of  Richard  I.  in  the  Holy  Land.  It  is  fuppofed  to 
be  fung  by  a  young  fliepherd,  whofe  father  is  abfent  in  the  Holy  W'ar ;  and  the  burden  is  happily 
imagined. 

Sprytes  of  the  blefl,  and  every  feyncle  ynedde, 

Pcur  out  your  pleafaunce  on  my  fadre's  hedde. 

Before  he  has  concluded  his  fong,  he  is  cheered  by  the  fight  of  the  veffcl,  in  which  his  father  returns 
vidlorious.  The  third  paftoral  is  chiefly  to  be  admired  for  its  excellent  morality.  It  is,  however,  en- 
livened by  a  variety  of  appropriate  imagery,  and  many  of  the  ornaments  of  true  poetry.  The  laft  of 
thefe  paflorals,  called  Elimure  and  Juga,  is  one  of  the  fineft  pathetic  tales  in  our  language.  The  com- 
plaint of  two  young  females  lamenting  their  lovers  flain  in  the  wars  of  York  and  Lancafter,  was  one 
of  the  happieft  fubjeiils  that  could  be  chofen  for  a  tragic  paftoral.  The  beautiful  ftanza  beginning 
No  moe  the  mifhyndte foall  icjLt:  the  mm/ie,  [eems  to  be  an  imitation  of  a  ftanza  in  Gray's  "  Elegy." 

The  Songe  to  MlLi  is  an  admirable  fpecimen  of  his  abilities  in  lyric  compofition.  The  following 
ftanza  is  eminently  beautiful. 

O  thou,  where'er  (tliie  bones  att  refte) 

Thye  fpryte  to  haunte  delyghteth  befte, 
Whether  uponne  the  bloud  embrewed  pleyne, 

Orr  whare  thou  kennll  from  farre 

The  dyfmal  crye  of  warre, 
Orr  feeft  fommc  mountain  made  of  corfe  of  fleyne. 

Thofe  who  can  fuppofe  that  this  ftanza  was  written  in  the  fifteenth  century,  muft  be  very  little  ac- 
quainted with  the  ftyle  and  manner  of  our  poetry  in  that  petiod.  Only  change  the  orthography, 
and  it  is  perfedlly  modern. 

O  thou,  where'er  (thy  bones  at  reft) 

Thy  fprite  to  haunt  delighteth  beft, 
"Whether  upon  the  blood  embnied  plain, 

Or  where  thou  kenn'ft  from  far 

The  difmal  cry  of  war, 
Or  fecft  feme  mountain  made  of  corpfe  of  flain. 

The  original  MS.  is  written  in  long  lines,  like  a  profe  compofition,  as  was  ufual  three  hun- 
dred years  ago,  when  parchment  was  fcarcc  ;  but  it  was  furely  lefs  difficult  to  write  it  on  parchment, 
in  "  lines  not  kept  diftincSt  in  the  manner  of  profe,"  than  to  be  the  author  of  it. 

The  BalaJe  of  Charitis  is  an  imitation  of  the  moft  beautiful  and  afFedling  of  our  Saviour's  pafables, 
the  good  Samaritan.  The  poetical  defcriptions  are  truly  pidlurefque.  We  feel  the  horror  of  th; 
dark  cold  night ;  we  fee  the  big  drops  full,  and  the  fallfocks  dti'ving  o'er  the  plain  ,■  the  welkin  opens, 
and  the yelloiv  lightning  Jlies  ;  thi  thunder'' s  rattlir.'Tfciind  moves  fiotvly  on,  cr.d,five!i!ng,  hiirjls  into  a  violent 
crafo,fiales  the  high  fpire,  'd'c.  The  note  which  accompanied  this  paftoral  to  the  publiftier  of  the 
"  Town  and  Country  Magazine,"  is  dated  Briftol,  July  4.  1770,  only  a  month  before  his  death.  "  If 
the  glolTary  annexed  to  the  following  piece  will  make  the  language  intelligible,  thefentiment,  defcrip- 
tion,  and  verjification,  are  highly  deferi'ing  the  attention  of  the  literati."  In  addition  to  the  internal  proofs 
that  it  was  a  compoGtion  of  the  day,  the  following  ftanza,  in  which  he  alludes  to  his  own  deferted. 
fituation,  carricE  melancholy  convidlion  to  the  mind  that  it  was  the  compofition  of  Chatterton. 

Look  in  his  glcmmed  face,  his  fprighte  there  fcanne ; 
Howe  woc-be-gone,  how  withered,  forwynd,  deade  ! 
Hafte  to  tbie  churcli-gkbe-houfe,  afshrewed  manne  ! 
Hafte  to  thie  kifte,  thie  onlis  dortcure  bfdde. 
Cale,  as  the  claie  whiche  will  gre  on  thie  hedde, 
Is  charitie  and  love  aminge  higlie  elves ; 
Knightis  and  Barons  live  for  pleafure  and  themfelves. 

The  fmaller  pieces  are  not  without  merit.  There  is  much  elegant  fatire  in  the  two  Epifdes  to 
Can^nge  prefixed  to  ^lla ;  Mid  fome  ftrokes  of  pleafantry  in  the  Stcrie  cf  Canynge. 

The  poems  contained  in  the  Mifcellanies  and  Supplement,  acknowledged  by  Chatterton  to  be  his 
own  compofition,  have  been  thought  inferior  to  thofe  which  he  produced  as  Vv-ritten  by  Rowley.  If 
there  is  any  inequality,  at  leaft  the  fame  hand  appears  in  both.  Imagination  in  a  young  mind  is  not 
always  juft.  Rowley  has  his  faults  as  well  as  Chatterton  ;  but  both  colkdions  contain  an  imagery 
«f  the  fame  fort.    If  fome  of  Chat terton's  avowed  pieces  arc  fcarcely  to  be  infpcdted  v.'ith  all  the 
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fevcTity  of  criticifm,  it  ftiould  be  remembered,  that  the  poemi  attributed  to  Rowley  tre  by  no  means 
uniicrmly  excellent.  It  flioiild  alfo  be  remembered,  that  Chattertoii  laviftied  all  his  powers  on  the 
countfrfoit  Rowley,  with  whom  he  intended  to  aAonifh  or  deceive  the  world;  that  the  pieces  he 
produced  as  written  h\  him,  wer-.-  com]<ofcd  v.ith  one  uniform  obje(fl  in  view,  and  in  a  flatc  of  ki- 
fure  and  rcpofe.  "  In  his  own  charaiSer,"  fays  Mr.  Croft,  "  he  painted  for  bookfcUcrs  and  bread, 
in  Pvowl'ry's  for  fame  and  eternity.*'  Confid'-rablc  allowance  ouglst  to  be  made  for  the  exercifcs  of 
hh  infantine  years;  for  the  incorreft  tffufions  of  momentary  rcfentment ;  for  a  few  lines  thrown 
together  in  a  pla\ful  mood  to  pleafe  an  illiterate  female,  or  to  amufe  a  fchoolfcllow,  and  perhaps 
not  It'i  for  the  hifly  and  involunfary  iirodudHons  of  indigence  and  necclTity,  conftruiSed  for  a  ma- 
gazine, and  calculated  for  the  folc  purpcfe  of  procuring  a  fubfiflcnce. 

His  Mfcllr.nici  Contain  the  fame  even  and  flowing  vcrfifKaiion  as  the  others,  the  fame  flrokcs  of 
nncommon  fpii'it  and  imagination,  and,  in  general,  dif[ilay  the  fame  premature  abilities.  "  Nothing 
in  Cliattcrton,"  fays  Lord  Oiford,  "  can  be  ffparatcd  from  Chatterton.  His  noblefl  fliglus,  his 
fwciteft  ftrains,  his  grofTcd  ribaldry,  and  his  mod  common-place  imitations  of  the  produ<5tif)ns  of 
magazines,  were  all  tlie  tfTervefccnces  of  the  fame  ungovernable  impulfc,  which,  camcleon-likc,  im- 
bibed the  colours  of  all  it  looked  on.  It  was  OfTian,  or  a  Saxon  monk,  or  Gray,  or  Smollett,  or  Ju- 
nius; and  if  it  failed  moft  in  what  it  afftcfled  moft,  to  be  a  poet  of  the  fifteenth  century,  it  was  bc- 
caufc  it  could  not  imitate  what  had  not  exifled." 

In  the  Elegy  on  Thomas  Philips, of  Fa':rfor.-l,-pri.)hz\i\y  his  old  mafter,  there  are  fome  dcfcriptive  flar.- 
zas  not  unworthy  of  the  author  of  JElla,  and  the  incomparable  chorus  of  Godduyn. 

Pale  rugged  winter  bending  o'er  his  tread, 

His  grizzled  hairbedropt  with  icy  dew  ; 
His  eyes,  a  dufky  light,  corigtal'd  and  dead; 

His  robe,  a  tinge  of  bright  ethcrial  blue  : 

His  train,  amotley'd,  fanguine,  fable  cloud. 

He  limps  along  the  ruflet  dreary  moor; 
Whilfl  riliiig  whirlwinds,  blalHng,  keen,  and  loud. 

Roll  the  white  furges  to  the  founding  fiiore. 

Fancy,  whofc  various  figure-tindlur'd  veft, 

Was  ever  changing  to  a  difTerent  hue  : 
Her  head,  w  ith  varied  bays  and  flow'rets  drcft, 

Her  eyes,  two  fpangles  of  the  morning  dew,  &c. 

1  hat  he  was  capable  of  writing  on  a  religious  fubjciS,  w  ith  great  appearance  of  devotion,  is  evi- 
dent from  his  O'di  on  licfis^natic-n,  fird  publiflicd  in  "  l>ove  and  Madncfs,"  in  which  we  fcarcely  know, 
whether  moft  to  admire  the  piety  of  tlie  fcntinients, or  the  beauty  of  the  poetry.  The  iaft  ftanza  is 
eminently  beautiful. 

His  AjVuan  Eclogues,  though  unconnecfled  and  unci-iual,  contain  fome  excellent  lines;  the  follow- 
ing occur  alinofl  at  the  beginning  of  the  finl,  and  are  animated,  expreflive,  and  harmonious : 

High  from  the  ground  the  youthful  warriors  fprung, 

Loud  on  the  concave  flicU  the  lances  rur.g  ; 

In  all  the  myftic  mazes  of  the  dance. 

The  youths  of  iJanny's  burning  fands  advance; 

V.'hilfl  the  foft  virgin  panting  looks  behind, 

.•\iid  rides  upon  the  pinions  of  the  wind. 

The  Gmilc  in  the  fecond  etlnguc,  beginning,  Bo  iihcn  arrivd  at  G.ugras  h'-ghrjl Jleep,  XS/c,  is  not 
pcrfedly  corrc<5l ;  but  the  livclinefsof  the  defcription  evinces  a  moft  vigorous  imagination. 

Of  the  poem  On  Hahpinrfs,  inferted  in  "  Love  and  Madnels,"  Mr.  Croft  tells  us,  "  that  Catcott, 
talking  one  c'av  with  Chatterton  about  happincfs,  Chatterton  faid,  he  had  never  yet  thought  on  the 
fubji.'(5l  ;  b'lt  that  he  would.  The  next  dj\  he  brought  Catcott  thcfc  lines,  and  told  him  they  con- 
tained his  creed  of  liappinefs."  T  Iv  poem,  confiding  of  upwards  of  a  hundred  lines,  is  undoubt- 
edly irreligious;  but  it  bears  the  flrnngeft  marks  of  genius,  fagacity,  and  accutencfs,  and  convinces 
us  of  the  great  extent  and  variety  of  his  abilities. 

The  poem,  called  Afof.cte  Will,  written  when  he  was  eleven  years  and  alm^/A  five  months  old, 
ippears  to  have  been  aimed  at  fomcl^ody  who  had  formerly  been  a  Metliodift,  and  was  lately  pro- 
moted in  the  Edablifhcd  Chuich.  It  fhcws  the  early  turn  End  bent  of  his  genius  to  fatirc,  which  wa« 
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his  fort,  if  any  thing  can  be  called  his  fort,  •who  excelled  in  every  thing  he  undertook ;  and  that  he 
was  then  no  ftranger  to  the  works  of  Bingham,  Young,  and  StiUingfleet,  which  were  probably  among 
th;  books  of  divinity,  mentioned  in  his  fifler's  letter. 

The  ConfuUad,  a  political  piece,  written  at  Briflol,  and  in  the  highell  llraln  of  party  fcurrility,  has 
fome  ftrokes  of  fatire  in  a  fuperior  ftyle.  The  introdudlory  lines  are  animated  and  poetical.  The 
Prophecy,  Written  apparently  a  fliort  time  after,  is  in  the  bell  ftyle  of  Swift,  and  appears  to  be  the 
genuine  effuCon  of  that  enthufiaftic  love  of  liberty,  which  generally  takes  poffeflion  of  young  and 
fanguine  difpofitions. 

1  he  fatire  of  Chatterton  has  the  poignancy  and  fometimes  the  coarfenefs  of  Churchill.  Dryden 
and  Pope  feem  to  have  been  his  models  for  verfification  ;  but  he  has  more  of  the  luxuriance,  fluency, 
and  negligence  of  Dryden,  than  of  the  terfencfs  and  refinement  of  Pope. 

In  his  Saxon  Poifwfj,  written  in  the  ftyle  of  Offian,  he  has  not  improved  upon  an  indifferent  modeL 
They  are  full  of  wild  imagery  and  inconfiftent  metaphor,  with  little  either  of  plot  or  of  chara<5ler  to 
recommend  them. 

Of  the  profc  compofitions  of  Chatterton,  the  Adventures  of  a  Star,  the  Memoirs  of  a  Sad  Bog,  the 
Hunter  of  Oddities,  Tony  SehvooJ\  Letter,  Iffe.  difplay  confiderable  knowledge  of  what  is  called  the 
town,  and  demonftrate  the  keennefs  of  his  obfervation,  and  his  quicknefsin  acquiring  any  branch  of 
knowledge,  or  in  adapting  hlmfelf  to  any  fituation.  A  confiderable  fund  of  reading  in  Magazines, 
Reviews,  &c.  which  Mr.  Warton  obferves,  "  form  the  fhool  of  tbe  people,"  had  prepared  him  well 
to  exercife  the  profefliou  ot  a  periodical  writer. 

Antiquities,  however,  conftituted  his  favourite  ftudy,  and  in  them  his  genius  always  appears  to  the 
greateft  advantage  ;  even  the  moft  humorous  of  his  pieces,  Tony  Sehvood's  Letter,  derives  its  prin- 
cipal excellence  from  his  knowledge  of  ancient  cuftoms.  In  the  Chrifmas  Games,  which  are  acknovv^- 
ledged  to  be  his  own,  and  in  his  EJf^y  on  Sculpture,  there  is  much  of  that  peculiar  learning  in  Britiflx 
antiquities,  which  was  neceffary  to  lay  the  foundation  of  Rowley's  poems..  His  iViii,  written  be- 
fore he  left  Briftol,  throws  much  light  on  his  real  charadter,  his  acquaintance  with  old  Engllfh 
writers,  and  his  capability  of  underftanding  and  imitating  old  French  and  Latin  infcriptions,  not 
indeed  grammatically,  but  fufficient  to  anfwer  the  purpofes  to  vi'hich  he  often  applied  this  know- 
ledge. From  this  writing,  it  appears,  that  he  would  not  allov/  David  to  have  been  a  holy  man,  from 
the  ftrains  of  piety  and  devotion  in  his  Pfalms,  becaufe  a  great  genius  can  affeB  any  thing,  that  is,  affumt 
any  charaSier  and  mode  of  -writing  he  pleafes.  This  is  an  anfwer  from  Chatterton  himftlf,  to  one  ar- 
gument, and  a  very  powerful  one,  in  fupport  of  the  authenticity  of  Rowley's  poems.  The  pieces 
figned  Afjphides,  do  not  appear  to  be  Chatterton's.  He  almoft  always  figned  himfelf  D.  B.,  the 
initials  of  his  firft  Latin  fignature,  Dunkelmus  Brifolienfis.  The  ftory  of  Maria  Friendlcfs,  which 
Chatterton  himfelf  fent  to  the  "  Town  and  Country  Aiagazine,''  probably  for  the  fake  of  obtain- 
ing an  immediate  and  neceffary  fupply  of  money,  is  almoft  a  literal  tranfcript  of  the  Letter  of 
Mifella  in  the  "  Rambler." 

So  verfatile,  fo  extenfive,  fo  commanding  was  his  genius,  that  he  forged  kiflory,  architeciurc,  and 
bemldry.  He  wrote  alfo  a  Manks  Tragedy,  which,  if  his  forgeries  had  met  with  a  more  favourable 
reception  than  they  did,  he  would  doubtlefs  have  produced  as  an  ancient  compofition.  With  the  ar- 
dour of  true  genius,  he  afpired 

-  petere  inde  coronam, 
Unde  prius  nulli  velarint  tempora  mufa;. 

The  reputation  of  Chatterton  does  not  reft  folely  on  thofe  works  which  he  acknowledged  as  his 
vtviv.  His  faireft  claim  to  immortality  Is  founded  on  the  poems  attributed  to  Rowley,  which  it  feems 
ihow  to  be  generally  acknowledged  were  really  of  his  own  compofition.  The  controverfy  which  their 
publication  excited  is  brought  to  an  ifiue.  The  generality  of  the  learned,  fince  they  were  put  in  the 
plain  track  of  inquiry,  have  acquiefced  in  the  decifion  of  the  advocates  for  Chatterton's  title.  The 
confcio'js  filence  of  the  defenders  of  their  antiquity  fufficiently  ftiows  that  little  can  be  oppofed  to 
the  proofs  brought  in  fupport  of  his  title  to  ^em. 

A  ftate  of  the  controverfy,  which,  both  on  account  of  its  novelty  and  its  merit,  is  the  moft  curious 
and  extraordinary,  which,  fmce  the  days  of  Bentley  and  Boyle,  has  divided  the  literary  world,  claim* 
a  place  in  the  life  of  Chatterton;  and  the  reader  will  not  bo  inclined  to  confidcr  it  as  unimportant, 
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nor  deem  it  unwortliy  of  fuch  panicular  and  elaborate  difcuflion,  when  he  pcrufcs  a  lift  of  the  yvih* 
lications  on  both  lidci,  and  perceives  that  it  has  been  honoured  with  the  attention  of  gentlemen  of 
the  firlt  erudition  in  the  republic  of  letters,  and  reflcds,  that  its  determination  afTcds  not  only  the 
reputation  of  Chattcrton,  but  "  the  great  lines  of  the  hiftory  of  Englilh  poetry,  ' 

On  the  fide  of  the  queftion  which  aflcrts  the  authenticity  of  the  poems,  arc  the  names  of  Lang- 
fcornc  (Monthly  Review,  J 777),  Milks  (Commentary,  &c.  1782),  Bryant  (Obfcrvatioiis  &c. 
1782),  Orei  ne  (Stridures  on  Malonc,  Walton,  &c.  1782),  Matthias  (EfTay  on  the  Evidence,  &c. 
17?;,),  and  the  author  of  "  Obfcrvations  on  Rowley,  and  Remarks  on  Tyrwhitt's  Appendix"  (1782). 
The  "  Gcntlanan's  Magazine"  (1777)  was  on  the  fame  fide.  'l"he  "  Critical  Review"  (1777) 
gave  cxtraifls,  but  no  opinion.  Dr.  Gregory  (Life  of  Chattcrton,  1789)  gives  an  abftradl  of  the 
arguments  on  both  fides,  but  no  vcrditft  of  his  own.  He  kans  to  the  fame  fide  ;  but  his  candour 
and  mojelly  exempt  him  from  being  confidered  as  a  partizaii. 

The  publications  of  Dr.  Milks  and  Air.  Bryant  have  been  juflly  confidered,  not  only  as  t!ic  mod 
Yolumiiious,  but  as  the  firft,  in  point  of  learning  and  ingenuity,  on  this  fide  of  th.e  queftion.  1-ang- 
hornc  himfclf,  a  poet, "  on  firft  opening  the  poems,"  concluded  "  that  they  were  oiod  ruin:."  Upon 
the  tcftimony  of  Mr.  Catcott,  &c.  he  pronounced  them  "  the  original  produJlions  of  Rowley,  with 
many  alterations  and  interpolations  by  Chattcrton."  Mr.  Matthias  has  delineated  the  leading  objcifls 
of  the  controverfy  with  great  accuracy,  pcrfplcuity,  and  elegaucc.  Though  he  himfclf  cfpoufes  the 
authenticity  of  the  poems,  yet  his  book,  having  fo  ftrongly  and  faithfully  reprefcnted  the  arguments 
on  the  other  fulc  of  the  queftion,  is  more  calculated  to  overthrow  th.in  to  confirm  hii  own  opinion. 
'I  he  obje(51ion  is  too  forcible  for  the  anfwer. 

'I'he  arguments  which  the  advocates  of  Rowley  advance,  are  the  afTcvcrations  of  Chattcrton, 
whom  they  themfclvcs  calumniate  as  "  unprincipled,"  and  who  indeed  contradicted  himfelf  in  the 
very  outfct  of  his  adventure;  the  teftimonies  of  his  friends,  who  thought  him  incapable  of  writing 
the  poems;  partial  quotations  from  the  poems,  for  a  difplay  of  antiquated  words  and  obfcurc  cxprcf- 
fions ;  quotations  ftill  more  partial,  from  one  or  two  old  Englilh  poets,  in  order  to  ftiow  how  loJjlhU 
it  was  for  them  to  produce,  now  and  then,  an  harmonious  coincidence  of  words;  and  the  incom- 
petency of  Chatterton,  both  as  to  his  genius  and  acquired  knowledge,  to  this  literary  fraud 

"  They  who  are  willing,"  fays  Dr.  Milks,  "  to  think  Cliatterton's  time  and  abilities  equal  tc  all 
that  is  attributed  to  him,  muft  confidcr  the  great  compafsand  variety  of  knowledge  nccelTary  to  qualify 
■him  for  fo  extenfivc  a  forgery.  He  muft  have  been  converfant,  to  a  certain  degree,  with  the  language 
of  our  ancient  poets,  with  the  meaning  and  inflexion  of  their  words,  and  with  the  rules  of  grammar 
which  they  obferved.  He  muft  liavc  formed  a  vocabulary  from  their  books,  which  muft  have  been 
previoufly  read  and  imderftood  by  him,  as  the  groundwork  cf  his  imitation,  ,;ind  undoubtedly  tli; 
moft  diflicult  part  of  tlic  undertaking." 

To  the  truth  of  thefc  obfcrvations,  an  advocate  for  Chattcrton  may  in  a  great  degree  fubfcribc, 
without  being  convinced  that  he  was  unequal  to  the  talk  in  queftion.  Ciiatterton,was  an  extraordi- 
nary jnft'ance  of  prematurity  of  abilities,  fuch  as  Wotton,  Bafrctier,  Pfalmanazar,  Crichton,  Servin, 
ix.c.  Common  gloftaries  and  didlionaries,  Speght,  Kerfcy,  Bailey,  <Scc.  furnifticd  him  with  moft  of 
the  obfolcte  terms  which  he  has  introduced,  and  common  hiftorics,  Geoffry  of  Moiiniouth,  Hol- 
iinftied,  Fox,  Fuller,  Camden,  &c.  with  moft  of  the  facls  he  has  alluded  to. 

The  leading  objc<5l  of  Mr.  Bryant's  work  is  to  prove,  that  Chattcrton  could  not  liavc  been  the 
author  of  the  poems;  becaufe,  in  a  variety  of  inftances,  he  appeared  not  to  uiiderftand  them.  There 
is  fomething  fpccious  in  this  plea  ;  but  the  learned  writer  has  cgrcgioudy  failed  in  his  proofs.  He 
fcas  invented  "  meanings  never  meant,"  and  difcovcrod  allufions  never  intended;  and,  deluded  by 
his  own  fancy,  has  made  the  moft  whimfical  hypothefcs  <ie  ground  of  his  argument;  fo  that, 
becaufe  Chatterton  did  not  anticipate  his  conjefturcs,  he  muft  be  ignorant  of  Rowley's  meaning  I 
This  is  to  make  the  error,  in  order  to  corrcft  it.  Chattcrton  undoubtedly  miftook  the  meaning  of 
fcvcral  words ;  but  the  miftake  equally  concerns  the  poet  and  the  glofiarift.  .Mr.  Bryant  would  con- 
fine every  miftake,  both  a«  to  words  and  things,  to  the  laft  ;  and  produces  a  lift  of  upwards  of  fifty 
terms  to  "  dcmonftratc"  his  propofiiion  ;  but  his  rcafonings,  in  almoft  every  inftancc,  are  futile,  and 
his  inferences  forced  and  unratural.  .^peght,  Kerfcy,  and  Bailey,  in  whom  Chatterton  confided,  wiU 
explain  the  whole. 

The  obfcrvations  of  IVIr.  Alatthias  on  the  po-.vcr  cf  genius,  and  what  he  calls  the  capability  of  the 
Englifii  language,  carry  little  force  or  convidion  with  them.  His  example  is  Homer.  The  cafe  of 
Rowley  and  Homer  is  exceedingly  different.     Wc  liavc  real  groui;d  to  proceed  on  when  wc  fpealt 
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ff  the  poetry  of  Rowley's  age ;  but  nothing  better  than  imaginary,  -when  fpeaking  of  the  age  of 
Homer.  The  ancients  were  convinced  that  Homer  had  fome  models  to  guide  him  ;  and  it  ie  high- 
ly reafonable  to  luppofe  it.  But  the  point  in  difpute  is  not,  whether  Rowley  might  not  have  been 
fuperlor  to  every  other  poet  of  his  day,  hut  whether  there  is  any  ground  in  reafon  to  fuppofe,  or 
whether  experience  will  warrant  the  fuppofition,  that  he  (hould  be  ejfentially  and  almoft  totally  dif- 
ferent in  language,  in  mode  of  compofition,  in  harmony,  in  metre,  in  allufions,  in  references,  in  ob- 
fervations,  in  fentiment,  and  in  every  thing  that  falls  within  the  compafs  of  what  is  called  talle,  from 
not  only  a  few,  but  from  all  the  writers  of  his  own  and  of  every  preceding  age  ?  The  defenders  of 
Rowley  muft  affent  to  this  propofition  in  its  fulleft  extent ;  a  propofition  to  which  the  mind  almoft 
inftincSively  revolts,  and  which  the  experience  of  mankind  univerfally  contradicSls. 

Among  the  advocates  of  Chatterton,  arc  the  names  of  Tyrwhitt  (Appendix  to  the  odavo  edition 
ef  Rowley,  1777,  and  Vindication  of  the  Appendix,  1782),  Croft  (Love  and  Madnefs,  178a),  Scott 
(Gentleman's  Magazine,  1777,  and  Poetical  Works,  1782),  the  Earl  of  Orford  (Two  Letters  print- 
ed at  Strawberry-hill,  1779),  Badcock  (Monthly  Review,  1782),  Warton  (Hift.  of  Englilh  Poetry, 
vol.  2.  and  Inquir)',  &c.  1782).  Malonc  (Curfory  Obfervations,  1782)  ;  Gray,Mafon,  Hayley,  Pyc, 
Preflon,  Percy,  Mickle,  Headley,  Johnfon,  Knox,  Dyer,  &c.  The  "  Critical  Review''  (.1782),  and 
•'  Gerxtleman's  Magazine"  (1782),  joined  the  party,  which  denies  the  authenticity  of  the  poems. 

The  publications  of  Mr.  Warton,  Mr.  Tyrwhitt,  Mr.  Malone,  and  the  mafterly  critique  of  Mr. 
Badcock,  have  defervedly  been  confidered  as  the  firit,  in  point  of  confcquence,  on  this  fide  of  the 
queftion,  and  indeed  decifive  of  the  controverfy. 

"  Infignificant  as  it  may  feem,"  fays  Mr.  Warton,  "the  determination  of  this  quefllon  affects 
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fhould  at  lafl  be  decided,  that  thefe  poems  were  really  v/ritten  fo  early  as  the  reign  of  King  Edward 
IV.,  the  entire  fyftem  that  hath  been  framed  concerning  the  prepofieflion  of  poetical  compofition, 
and  every  theory  that  has  been  eftablifhed  on  the  gradual  improvement  of  tafte,  flyle,  and  language, 
will  be  fhaken  and  difarranged." 

The  firftferiousobje(5iion  which  occurs,  againfc  the  authenticity  of  the  poems,  is,  that  Chatterton 
never  could  be  prevailed  upon  to  produce  more  than  four  of  the  originals,  the  Challenge  to  Lydgate, 
the  Songe  tn  Mlla,  and  Lydgate" s  Anfiver,  contained  in  one  parchment,  and  the  account  of  Pi^.  Cauynge^s 
Feajl,  the  Epitaph  on  Robert  Canynge,  and  part  of  the  Story  of  IV.  Cc.nyngc ;  the  whole  not  contain- 
ing more  than  124  verfes.  If  he  had  been  in  poffefTion  of  the  original  MSS.  of  JElla,  Battle  of  Hajl- 
i'lgs,  is'c.  what  fhould  have  hindered  his  producing  them  ?  If  he  wifhed  to  give  credit  to  his  pre- 
tenfions,  how  could  he  better  have  cffeded  his  purpofe  than  by  fliowing  his  originals  ?  What  could 
have  been  his  motive  for  deftroying  them,  upon  the  fuppofition  of  his  having  poflefled  them .''  This 
queftion  was  never  anfwered.  The  fad;  was,  Chatterton  confined  his  attempts  at  forging  MSS.  to 
fmaller  pieces ;  but  in  thefe  he  failed.  How  much  more  would  he  have  failed  in  poems  of  any  coufi- 
derable  length  .'     The  attempt  was  too  daring  even  for  his  adventurous  pen. 

The  firft  parchment,  containing  66  verfes,  has  fince  been  loft ;  but  there  can  be  no  difficulty  in 
pronouncing  it  a  forgery,  as  tlie  correfpondence  itfelf,  between  Lydgate  and  the  fuppofed  Rowley,  is 
plainly  fiftitious.  Dr.  Milles  fays,  "  that  the  hand  in  which  the  ftory  of  Canynge  is  written,  is 
lomewhat  diflercnt  from  the  Account  of  Canyage's  Feafi i"  and  Air.  Tyrwhitt  adds,  "  that  the  hand 
in  which  the  Epitaph  on  Robert  Canynge  is  written,  dilTers  entirely  from  both."  They  could  not  both, 
therefore,  have  been  written  by  Rowley.  The  archetype  of  thcfac  fimile  of  Canynge' s  Feafl  is  evident- 
ly a  forgery.  It  contains  no  fpecies  of  handwriting  that  ever  cxifted  in  any  age,  and  could  only  have 
been  read  by  the  perfon  who  wrote  it. 

The  very  exiftence  of  any  fuch  perfon  ns  Rowley  is  queftioned,  and  upon  good  grounds.  He  is  not 
fo  much  as  noticed  by  William  of  Wyrceftre,  who  lived  about  the  fuppofed  time  of  Rowley,  was 
himfelf  of  Briftol,  and  makes  frequent  mention  of  Canynge.  "  Bale,"  fays  Lord  Orford,  "  who 
lived  near  two  hundred  years  nearer  to  Rowley  than  we,  and  who,  by  unwearied  induftry,  dug  a 
thoufand  bad  authors  out  of  obfcurity,"  has  never  taken  the  leaft  notice  of  fuch  a  perfon  ;  nor  yet 
Leland,  Pitts,  or  Tanner,  nor  indeed  any  other  hterary  biographer.  That  no  copies  of  any  of  his 
works  fhould  exift,  but  thofe  depofited  in  Redcliffe  church,  is  alfo  an  unaccountable  circumftance  not 
.cafy  to  be  furmounted.  The  manner  in  which  they  are  faid  to  have  been  preferved  is  improbable. 
.That  title  deeds,  relating  to  the  church,  or  even  hiftorical  records,  might  be  lodged  in  the  muni- 
ment room  of  Reddiife  church,  is  fufiiciently  probable;  but  that/wsr^  fhould  have  been  configned 
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to  a  cheft  with  fix  keys,  kept  in  a  private  room,  with  title  deeds  and  conveyances,  and  that  thefc  key* 
ibould  be  intrufled,  not  to  the  heads  of  a  college  or  any  Utcrary  locicty,  but  to  aldcrnun  and  church- 
wardens, is  a  luppofition  replete  with  abfurdity  ;  and  the  improbability  is  increaled,  wlicn  we  confidcr, 
that  thefc  very  papers  pdHcd  tl»rouj;h  ihc  h.tndb  of  perfon-*  of  fomc  litei^lurc,  of  Chattcrton's  father 
in  particular,  who  had  a  tallc  for  poetry,  and  yet  without  the  leaft  dikovcry  of  their  intrinfic  value 

No  writing^ii,  or  cheft.  dcpolited  tn  Rcdclirfc  church,  are  mentioned  in  .Mr.  Canynge's  will,  which 
has  been  carefully  infpeclcd;  nor  any  books,  except  two,  culled  "  Ligcrj  cum  intepra  legenda," 
which  he  leaves  to  be  ufed  occafionally  ;n  the  choir,  by  the  two  thapbins  cJlablillicd  by  him. 

To  account  for  Chattel  ton's  cxtcjifive  acquaintance  with  old  boojts,  out  of  the  line  of  common 
reading,  Mr.  W'arton  obf'.rves,  that  the  0!d  Lilrary  at  Driliol,  wab,  during  his  lifetime,  of  univerfal 
acccfs,  aud  Chutierton  was  adually  introduced  to  it'  by  the  Rev.  Mr.  Cafcoit,  who  wrote  on  the 
••  Deluge,"  the  brother  of  Mr.  George  Catcott  the  pewtcrer.  He  adds,  that  Mr.  Catcolt,  the  cler- 
gyman, always  looked  on  Chatterton's  pretenCous  with  fufpicion,  and  regarded  the  poems,  which 
he  attributed  to  R.owley,  as  the  fpurious  productions  of  his  own  pen. 

Chatterton's  account  of  Canynge,  &c.  as  far  as  it  is  countenanced  by  William  of  W  yrccftrc  (that 
is,  as  far  as  it  refpecls  his  taking  orders,  and  paying  a  fine  to  the  king,,  may  be  found  in  the  epitaph 
on  M'ljlcr  Ciiiiyt:^;,  ftill  remaining  to  be  read  by  every  pcrlon,  both  in  J  utin  and  Englifh,  in  Red- 
cliffe  Church,  which  indeed  appears  to  be  the  authority  that  \\  iiliam  of  Wyrcellrc  himillf  has  fol- 
lowed. 

Ciiattcrton's  account  alfo  of  Redcliffe  ftccple,  is  to  be  found  at  the  bottom  of  a  print  of  that 
church,  publifhcd  in  1746,  by  one  John  Halfpenny, «'  in  which,"  fays  Mr.  Tyrwh.tt, "  was  recount- 
«d  the  ruin  of  the  fteeplc  in  l^z/i,  by  a  temped  and  fire." 

As  to  the  old  vellum,  or  parcliment  on  which  Chatterton  tranfrrihcd  his  fragments,  Mr.  Malone 
obfcrves,  that  "  at  the  bottom  of  each  fiicct  of  old  deeds  (of  which  theie  were  many  in  the  Brifto! 
chefl),  there  isufually  a  blank  fpacc  of  about  four  or  five  inches  in  breadth  ;"  and  this  exactly  agree* 
\/n\\  the  lliape  and  fizc  of  the  longeft  fragment  wliich  he  has  exhibited,  viz.  eight  and  a  half  inches 
long,  and  four  and  a  half  broad.  Mr.  Ruddall  attefts  that  Chatterton  pracSifed  experiments  to  give 
the  ink  and  parchments  which  he  produced  the  colour  and  the  ftain  of  antiquity. 

In  point  o^J!yle,eompnJ'tikn,  frntimfiit,  and  i>crpficat'ion,  the  poems  of  Rowley  are  infinitely  fupcrior  to 
every  other  produclion  of  the  century  which  is  laid  to  have  produced  them. 

It  was  eafy  for  Chatterton  to  copy  ancient  ii-ords,  but  it  was  by  no  means  fo  eafy  for  him  to  copy 
ancicnt^j/f.  Here  lies  the  mean  defe6l  in  the  impofition';  and  by  /if>,and  this  alone,  the  controverfy 
may  be  fairly  decided  to  the  fatisfadion  of  every  pcrfon  of  tafl.e  and  judgment.  The  old  word* 
thickly  laid  on,  form  an  antique  cruft  on  the  language,  which  at  firft  view  impofes  on  the  view ;  but 
which,  on  c::amir!.ition,  appears  not  to  belon";  orin;inally  to  it.  It  was  put  on  the  better  to  cover  the 
impofition;  but  like  mod  impofi'ions,  it  is  overloaded  with  difguife,  and  dlfcovers  itfclf  by  the  very 
means  which  were  defigned  to  hide  it.  The  langunge  is  too  ancient  for  the  date  of  the  poems.  It  is 
on^y  neccfiary  to  refer  the  reader  to  the  "  Pafton  Letters,"  publifited  by  Sir  John  Fenn,  to  the 
"  Nat-brown  Maid,''  to  the  "  Fiophecies,"  printed  at  London  in  IJ33,  all  works  coeval  with  the 
fuppofed  Rowley,  to  convince  him  that  the  language  was  at  that  time  completely  different  from  Chat- 
terton's forgery.  The  papers  of  fiatc  in  the  reign  of  Henry  VI.  are  as  modern  and  good  Englifli  at 
thofc  of  Henry  VIII.  It  is  not  the  langr,age  of  any  particular  period,  or  particular  province.  The 
words  are  ."^axon  and  Anglo-Savon,  and  Scottifli  and  Englifh.  We  have  provincial  terms  of  the  north 
and  of  the  fouth ;  wc  have  Chaucer,  and  Pope,  and  Skelton,  and  Cray,  and  that  frequently  within  the 
fliort  compafs  of  a  fiigle  verfi  .  The  didlon  ani  verfification  are  at  peiprtiial  variance.  He  borrowed 
his  ancient  language,  not  from  the  ufagc  of  common  life,  but  from  lexicographers,  and  copied  their 
millakcs.  He  has  even  introduced  words  which  never  made  a  part  of  the  Englifh  language,  and 
■which  arc  evidently  the  coinage  of  fancy,  analogy,  or  mid.'.ke. 

They?v/'  is  evidently  modern.  Out  old  Englifli  poets  are  minute  and  particular;  they  do  not 
deal  in  abftradion  and  general  e:^hibition,  but  even  in  the  courfe  of  narration  or  defcription  dwell 
on  realities.  But  the  counterfeit  Rowley  adopts  ideal  terms  and  artificial  modes  of  telling  a  fad, 
and  too  frequently  falls  into  metaphor,  metaphyfical  imagery,  and  incidental  perfonification.  The 
poets  of  the  fourtcenfh  and  fifteenth  centuries  abound  in  unnatural  conceptions,  ftrange  imagina- 
tions, capricious  extiav.'-gancics,  and  even  the  mofl  ridiculous  inconfifleccics.     But  Rowley's  poems 
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prcfent  u$  with  no  incongruous  combinations,  no  mixture  of  manners,  conftitutions,  ufages,  and  cha- 
raiSers.  They  contain  no  violent  or  grofs  improprieties.  One  of  the  ftrlking  charaftcriftics  of  old 
Englilh  poetry  is  a  continued  tenor  of  difparity.  In  Gower,  Chaucer,  and  Lydgate,  elegant  defcrip- 
tions,  ornamental  images,  &c.  bear  no  proportion  to  pages  of  langour  and  mediocrity,  affedled  con- 
ceits of  exprefEon,  dull  and  trite  reflections,  or  tedious  and  unadorned  narratives.  The  poems  of 
Ro\  ley  are  uniformly  good.  They  are  the  produdtions,  not  only  of  genius  bur  of  tafte  ;  a  tafte  wliich 
tfould  not  pofiibly  have  been  acquired  on  a  fudden,  or  by  any  fpontaneous  efforts,  or  by  a  penetration 
or  feeling  which  anticipated  the  improvements  of  a  poliflied  age,  but  by  an  intimate  acquaintance 
with  tlie  manners  and  fentiments  of  the  prefent  times,  and  a  diligent  fludy  of  the  befl  produdions  of 
our  modern  poets. 

"  Thefe  poems  exhibit,"  fays  Mr.  Warton,  "  both  in  connedlion  of  words  and  fentenccs,  a  faci- 
lity of  combination,  a  quicknefs  of  tranfition,  a  rapidity  of  apo.T:roph;,  a  frequent  variation  of  force 
end  phrafe,  and  a  firmpefs  of  contexture,  which  muft  have  been  the  refult  of  a  long  cflablilhment  of 
the  arts  and  habits  of  wilting.  The  verification  is  equally  vigorous  and  harmonious,  and  is  formed 
on  a  general  eleganc.  and  flability  of  cxprefllon.  It  is  remarkable,  that  whole  flanzas  Iparkle  with 
that  brilliancy  which  did  not  appear  in  our  poetry,  till  towards  the  middle  of  the  prefent  century. 
The  lines  have  all  the  tricks  and  trappings,  all  the  fophiflications  of  poetical  Ilyle  belonging  to  thofe 
models,  which  were  popular  when  Chatterton  began  to  write  verfes." 

"  If  a  modern  correftor,"  he  adds,  "  has  been  at  work,  he  has  apparently  been  fo  very  bufy,  as 
to  leave  but  little  or  none  of  the  original.  His  file  has  worn  what  it  poliflied.  If  the  poetry  before 
us  fhould  have  been  only  corredted  or  interpolated  by  parts,  I  believe  there  will  be  no  difficulty  in 
drawing  the  line  of  diflinfticn  between  the  refpeftive  property  of  Rowley  and  Chatterton ;  for  fuch 
corrections  and  interpolations  appear  to  confifl,  not  only  in  words  and  hemiflics,  but  in  a  fuite  of 
flanzas,  in  pages  of  confiderable  length,  and  fuch  as  have  been  the  favourite  of  the  public,  and  have 
been  diflinguifiied  for  their  poetical  beauties." 

There  appears  in  thefe  poems  none  of  that  Ur.rr.ir.g  v.-hich  peculiarlj  marks  all  the  compofitions 
of  the  fifteenth  century.  Our  old  poets  are  perpetually  confounding  Gothic  and  clafTical  allufions, 
knight-errantry  and  ancient  hiflory,  fculptuic,  and  romance,  religion,  and  chivalry.  Ovid  and  St. 
Auflin  are  fometimes  cited  in  the  fame  line.  A  ftudious  ecclefiailic  of  that  period  would  give  us  a 
variety  of  ufelefs  authorities  from  Arlflo.le,  from  Boethius,  and  from  the  fathers;  and  the  whole 
would  have  been  interfpcrfed  with  allufions  to  the  old  romances:  The  round  table,  with  Sir  Laun- 
celot,  and  Sir  Triflram,  and  Charlemagne  v.ould  have  been  conflantly  cited.  Poems  from  fuch  an 
author  would  have  occafionally  exhibited  prolix  devotional  epifodes,  mingled  with  texts  of  fcrip-. 
ture,  and  addrefs  to  the  faints  and  Blefled  Virgin,  inftead  of  apoilrophes  to  fuch  allegorical  divini- 
ties, as  Truth,  and  Content,  and  others  of  Pagan  original. 

The  metre  oi  the  old  Englifh  poetry  is  totally  different  from  that  of  Rowley.  The  flanza  in 
which  the  majority  of  thefe  poems  are  written,  confifls  of  ten  lines,  the  two  firft  quatrains  of  which 
rhyme  alternately,  and  it  clofes  v/ith  an  Alexandrine-  no  example  of  which  occurs  in  Chaucer,  Lyd- 
gate, or  Gower.  Spenfer  extended  the  oBava  rim.i  of  Chaucer  to  nine  lines,  cloCng  with  an  Alex- 
andrine, to  which  Prior  added  a  tenth.  This  laft,  of  which  examples  have  been  multiplied,  was 
Chatterton's  model.  Mr.  Warton  obferves,  thaX  the  un'-jaried  and  habitual  exaSiticfs  cf  the  modutatian  of 
thejinal  Alexandrine,  in  the  poems  of  Rowley,  excludes  their  claim  to  antiquity.  «  Had  the  fuppof- 
ed  Rowley,"  he  adds,  "  written  Alexandrines,  he  would  not  have  exceeded  Spenfer  and  equalled 
Dryden  In  the  mufic  of  verfification."  ,■ 

Notwithllanding  the  affeftation  of  ancient  language,  the  tinfel  of  modern  phnzfcology  may,  in  too 
many  inflances,  be  deteftcd.  Such  plirafes  as  pu-riUt'te  i  before  his  optics;  blamclefs  tongue;  the 
audhoure  of  the  piece ;  vefiel  wrcckt  upon  the  tretgk  fand  ;  proto-feyne,  &c.  could  not  be  the  language 
of  the  fifteenth  century.  We  find  alfo  a  number  of  modern  formularies  and  combinations,  "  fyflers  in 
forrow  ;"  "  Ih,  what  availde,"  "  Oh,  thou,  whate'er  thie  name,"  &c.  with  a  number  of  compound 
epithets,  fuch  as,  gulle-depeyntsd ;  natne-depcynted ,  blodde-feyned ;  fiulft-her-ved  :  gore-red ;  fuper-halUe, 
&c.  and  other  terms  of  exprefuon  and  allufions  evidently  modern. 

To  thefe  may  be  added  fome  anaclronlfms,  fuch  as  the  art  o{  Inittitigjloclings,  alluded  to  in  the  tra- 
gedy of  MlLi,  which  was  utterly  unknown  in  the  reign  of  Edward  IV.  and  a  great  variety  oi par- 
ticular and  approprlat:  imlUtioni  of  uiudcrn  poets.     Such,  coincidences  as  the  following  are  fo  palpable. 
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that  it  fccms  to  be  out  of  the  power  of  prejudice  itfilf  to  evade  the  inference  which  arifcs  from 

theci. 

O  for  a  mufc  of  fire  !         ShaL  Hen.  V. 

O  forr  a  fpr^'te  al  fccrc  !         JEUj. 

His  beard  all  white  as  Ihow, 

All  flaxen  was  his  pole.         Hamlet. 

Blackc  his  cryne  as  the  wj-ntcrc  nyghte, 
M'hytc  his  rode  as  the  fommer  fnowc.         JElla. 

And  tears  began  to  flow.         Dryd.  Alex.  Feajl. 

And  tearcs  begannc  to  flowe.        Sy  C.  Baivdin. 

No,  no  he  is  dead, 

Gone  to  liis  death-bed.         Hjmkt. 

JVIic  love  is  dcdde, 

Gone  to  his  deathe-bcdde.         JElla. 

Ualioufcll'd,  iiiiunointed,  unahtsU'd.         ILimUt,  Po^ci  Edit 

IJnburled,  undclyvrc,  uncfprj'te.         Codd-.iya. 

Their  fouls  from  corpfcs  unakrteU'd  depart.         Bat.  of  Hajl.  p.  1. 

The  gray  goofc  wing  that  was  thereon, 

In  his  heart's  blood  was  wet.         Cl.-r.iy  Cb,if;. 

'T\\c  gray-goof:  pyneon  that  thereon  was  fctt, 

tfifoous  wyth  fmoking  i.ry////Z«  Lloud  luai  well.         Bjt.  rf  H.''. 

With  fneh  a  force  and  vehement  might, 

He  did  bis  body  gore, 
The  fpcar  v/tiit  tlirough  the  olher  fide, 

A  large  cloth  yard  and  more.         Cl.Kvy  Cbafe. 

With  thill:  a  force  it  did  Lis  body  gore. 
That  in  his  tender  guts  it  entered. 
In  vcritie  a  full  clotb-yard  or  more.     .     Bat.  if  Hafl. 

Clos'd  his  eyes  in  cndlefs  night.         Grays  Bard. 

He  clos'd  his  cyne  in  evcrlaftyngc  nygiite.         Bet.  nf  Haf. 

of  the  forms  of  covipofition  adopted  by  the  fuppofed  Rowley,  fuch  as  Odes,  Eclogues,  Difourfing  Tra- 
gedies, Sec.  not  one  example  could  be  found  in  England  in  the  fifteenth  century.  Plays,  if  any  exifled, 
were  nothing  more  than  a  ballad,  or  folitary  recital,  without  plot  or  dialogue,  and  incapable  of  r?- 
prefcntatiorr. 

The  fimilarity  of  manner,  language,  verfification,  &c.  in  the  poems  faid  to  >.ave  been  written  by 
Canyn^e,  Sir  Tbyioot  Gorges,  fnhn  Jfcavi,  and  fohn.  Abbot  of  St.  Auguftine,  who  is  faid  to  have  died 
in  1215,  is  an  objedion  to  their  autlicnticity.  If  Rowley  polVcfTcd  a  talent  of  writing  mtlodioufly, 
unknown  to  his  contemporarie?,  it  is  not  eafy  to  conceive  how  he  could  comir.unicaic  to  his  friends 
the  f.imc  miraculous  endowment.  All  Rowley's  friends  v/rite  with  his  fpirit;  tlieir  lines  are  equally 
harmonious,  and  the  verfification  has  the  fame  fufpicious  cart  of  modem  manufadure.  Sir  Tbyhbct 
Gorge:  fingi  with  the  cafe  and  airinefi  of  a  poet,  who  has  only  antitjiilty  in  the  fpclling  of  his 

name. 

JVIie  hufbanJc,  I.orJ  Tliomas,  a  forrifler  bnuldc. 
As  ever  clove  pymie  or  the  bafkettc,.  &c. 

Dynge  Maif.ie  CanjTigc  is  i  poct  fo  much  like  (hcgodeprirfc,  that  Dr.  Milles,  like  a  true  commenta- 
tor, fuppofe.s,  that  "  Rowley  might  give  his  friend  and  patron  the  credit  of  the  performance."  The 
fame  pen  undoubtedly  produced  what  is  called  Canyrge'j,  &c.  as  well  as  what  is  called  Rowley's;  but 
that  pen  was  Chattcrton's. 

Such  is  the  conclufion  which  the  prefent  writer  has  formed,  from  an  examination  of  the  argu- 
ments on  both  fides  of  this  curious  literary  qucftion.  He  helitatcs  not  to  d<.ciare,  tJiat  his  opinion 
rcfpedting  the  authenticity  of  the  poems  is  on  the  fide  of  thofc  who  fupport  the  title  of  Cliatterton. 
jVlr.  VVarton  and  Mr.  Tyrwliitt  have  convidlcd  them  of  being  fpuriou'i,  by  technical  criterion*. 
He  efieemcd  it,  therefore,  a  part  of  his  duty  to  arrange  them  with  the  compofitions  of  a  modern  era. 
But,  though  he  canno:  ciitcrtr.in  r.  doubt  but  that  they  were  v/ritten  by  Chatterton,  yet  he  means 
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KOt  to  didlate  to  others.  He  has  expreffed  his  diffent  from  the  opinion  of  thofe  who  defend  their 
authenticity^  without  being  influenced  by  the  authority  of  names.  He  has  ftated  his  obfervations  as 
they  rofe  in  his  mind,  from  *  confideration  of  the  fadls,  without  being  influenced  by  the  force  of  ri- 
dicule. He  has  expreffed  his  feelings  as  thofe  of  a  reader,  who,  though  he  refpetfls  the  ftudy  of  an- 
tiquities, diflikes  the  blind  prejudices  of  the  mere  antiquary.  It  was  impoflible  for  him  to  perufc  a 
flate  of  this  controverfy,  without  fmiling  at  the  delufion  and  gravity  of  thofe  learned  gentlemen, 
•who  have  all  their  lives  dealt  in  uncouth  lore,  and  not  in  our  claffic  authors,  nor  have  perceived  that 
tafte  had  not  developed  itfelf  in  the  reign  of  Edward  IV.  The  queftion,  in  his  opinion,  is  as  much 
a  matter  of  talle  as  it  is  of  learning,  and  is  more  to  be  decided  by  internal  evidence  tlian  by  external 
fadls.  The  man  of  tap,  who  has  a  moderate  at  leaft,  if  not  a  critical  knowledge  of  the  compofitions 
of  our  poets  from  Chaucer  to  Pope,  Jcds  every  argument  on  this  head  to  be  decifive,  by  an  emotioa 
which  is  fuperior  to  all  laboured  rcafonings,  but  wliich,  neverthelefs,  every  reafon  and  every  exami- 
nation, ftill  more  llrongly  ferve  to  fupport.  It  is  the  tafte  in  the  poems  of  the  fuppofed  Rowley  that 
will  for  ever  exclude  them  from  belonging  to  the  period  in  which,  it  is  faid,  they  were  written.  Su- 
periority of  genius  could  not  poflibly  have  produced  any  thing  fo  perfe^l  and  refined,  in  language, 
flrudlure,  and  fentiment,  as  thofe  poems,  by  any  native  effort  of  its  own,  xmaffifted  by  preceding  im- 
provements, and  independent  of  all  models ;  for  poetry,  like  other  branches  of  literature  and  fcience, 
has  its  gradual  acceffions,  is  iuflucnced  by  the  condition  of  fociety,  affumes  accidental  and  arbitrary 
forms,  and  is  fubjedl:  to  new  and  peculiar  modifications. 

"  It  is  not,"  fays  Dr.  ^Varton,  "  from  the  complexion  of  ink  or  of  parchment,  from  the  Informa- 
tion of  contemporaries,  the  tales  of  relations,  the  recolleftion  of  apprentices,  and  the  prejudices  of 
friends,  nor  even  from  Doomfday  Book,  pedigrees  in  the  heralds  oifice,  armorial  bearings,  parlia- 
mentary rolls,  inquifitions,  indenture?,  cpifcopal  regillers,  epitaphs,  tomb-ftones,  and  brafs-platcs, 
that  this  controverfy  is  to  be  finally  and  effedually  adjuffed.  Our  argument  fliould  be  drawn  from 
principles  of  tafte,  from  analogical  experimens,  from  a  familiarity  with  ancient  poetry,  and  from 
the  gradations  of  com.pofition.  Such  a  proof,  excluding  all  impofition,  liable  to  no  deception,  and 
proceeding  upon  abffracfted  truth,  will  be  the  fureft  demonftration.  A  man  furniflied  with  a  juil 
portion  of  critical  difcernment,  and  in  the  m.ean  time  totally  unacquainted  with  the  hiflory  of  thefe 
poems,  is  fufficiently,  perhaps  moll  properly,  qualified  to  judge  of  their  authenticity.  To  fuch  a  per- 
fon,  unprepared  and  unprejudiced  as  he  is  by  any  previous  intelligence,  and  a  firanger  to  fad:s,  let 
the  poems  be  fliown.  I  can  eafily  conceive  to  which  fide  of  the  queftion  he  will  incline.  Nor  will 
he  afterwards  fuffer  his  opinion  to  be  influenced  by  reports.  External  arguments,  fuch  at  lead  as 
have  hitherto  appeared,  may  be  ufeful,  but  they  are  not  ncceffury.  They  will  hang  out  hghts  Ibme- 
times  falfe,  and  frequently  feeble.  In  the  prefcnt  cafe,  external  arguments  have  feldom  ferved  to  any 
other  pui-pofe  than  to  embarafs  our  reafoning,  to  miflead  the  inquiutive,  and  to  amufe  the  ignorant." 

At  the  fiirine  of  Chatterton  fome  grateful  incenfe  has  been  offered  by  the  mofl;  elegant  and  pa- 
thetic poets  of  our  nation.  Mr.  Pye,  the  prefent  poet  laureat,  thus  fpeaks  of  Chatterton,  in  his 
elegant  andclaffical  poem  on  the  "  Progrefs  of  Refinement." 

Yet  as  with  ftreaming  eye  the  forrowing  mufe 

Pale  Chatterton  s  untimely  urn  bedews,  ,      .)  • 

Her  accents  fl:a!l  arraign  the  partial  care 

'I'hat  fhielded  not  her  fon  from  cold  defpalr. 

Mr.  Preilon,  an  elegant  poet  of  a  neighbouring  kingdom,  has  dillinguiflied  Chatterton  among  tht 
"  martyrs  of  the  lyre,"  in  his  pathetic  "  Epiftle  to  a  Young  Gentleman,  on  his  having  addicted  him- 
felt  to  the  Study  of  Poetry." 

Behold  yon  fhade  !  he  bears  an  antique  roll, 

^V'■ith  many  a  fcutcheon  clad  and  many  a  fcroU  ! 

'Tis  he,  the  wond'rous  youth  oi  Brijroice's  plain, 

Who  pour'd  in  Roivky's  garb  hisfolemn  ftrain; 

A  ftripling  fcarcely,  and  yet  more  than  man ; 

His  race  was  ended  ere  it  well  began. 

Th'  indignant  fpirit  tower'd  o'er  little  men  ; 

He  look'd  through  nature  with  an  angel's  ken. 

And  fcorn'd  v/ith  confcious  pride  this  petty  ftag^, 

The  tardy  homage  of  a  thanklefs  age. 

The  furies  wrung  his  agonizing  foul, 

And  defperation  mix'd  the  Stygian  bowl. 
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The  following  lines  in  Mr.  Haylcy's  excellent  "  Effay  on  Epic  Poetry"  arc  uncommonly  ani- 
mated and  poetical. 

If  changing  times  fugged  the  plcafinghope 
That  b:irds  no  more  with  ad verfe  fortune  cope; 
That  in  thisaltcr'd  clime,  where  arts  increafe, 
And  make  our  polifli'd  iflc  a  fecond  Greece ; 
'i'hat  now,  if  pocfy  proclaims  hir  fon, 
And  challenges  the  wreath  by  fancy  won  ; 
Both  fame  and  wealth  adopt  him  as  thtir  heir. 
And  liberal  grandeur  makes  his  life  her  care  ; 
From  fuch  v;iin  thoughts  thy  erring  mind  defend,  ■ 
And  look  on  Ch.utcrton's  difaftrous  tnd. 
Oh,  ill-ftarr'd  youth,  whom  nature  form'd  in  vain, 
With  powers  on  Pindus'  fplendid  iuight  to  reign  ! 
O  dread  example  of  w-hat  pangs  await 

Young  genius  llrugrijling  with  malignant  fate! 
What  could  the  muie,  who  fir'd  thy  infant  frame, 
With  the  rich  promifc  of  poetic  fame  ; 
Who  taught  thy  hand  its  magic  art  to  hide. 
And  mock  the  infolence  of  critic  pride; 

What  could  her  unavailing  cares  oppofe, 

To  lave  her  darling  from  his  defperate  foes; 

From  prcffing  w  ant'-,  calamitous  controul, 

And  pride,  the  fever  of  the  aidcnt  foul? 

Ah,  fee,  too  confcious  of  her  failing  power. 

She  quits  her  nurfling  in  his  deathful  hour  ! 

In  a  chill  room,  within  whole  wretched  wall 

No  cheering  voice  replies  to  mifery's  call ; 

Near  a  vile  bed,  too  crazy  to  fullain 

Misfortune's  wafted  limbs,  convuls'd  with  pain. 

On  the  bare  floor,  with  hcaven-direcflcd  eyes, 

The  haplefs  youth  in  Ipecchlefs  horror  lies  i 

The  pois'nous  vial,  by  diftradion  drain'd. 

Rolls  from  his  hand,  in  wild  contortion  ftrain'd: 

Pale  with  life-wafting  pangs,  its  dire  effedl. 

And  ftung  to  madncfs  by  the  world's  ncglcd. 

He,  in  abhorrence  of  the  dangerous  art, 

Once  the  dear  idol  of  his  glowing  heart, 

Tears  from  his  harp  the  vain  deteftcd  wires, 

And  in  the  frenzy  of  defpair  expires  ! 

Nor  have  the  critical  writers  been  backward  in  commendation  of  Chatterton. 

Mr.  Warton  fpeaks  of  him  as  "  a  prodigy  of  genius,"  as  "  a  fingular  inftance  of  prematurity 
of  abilities."  He  adds,  that  "  he  pofTefied  a  comprehenfion  of  mind,  and  an  adivity  of  under- 
ftanding,  which  predominated  over  his  fituation  in  life,  and  his  opportunities  of  inftruiftion."  And 
Mr.  Malone  "  believes  him  to  have  been  the  greateft  genius  that  England  has  produced  fince  the 
days  of  Shakfpcarc."  Dr.  Gregory,  to  whom,  in  the  courfe  of  this  narrative,  the  prefcnt  writer 
has  had  many  obligations,  fays,  "  he  muft  rank,  as  an  univcrfal  genius,  above  Drydcn,  and  perhaps 
cnly  fecond  to  .Shakfpcare."  Mr.  Croft  is  ftill  more  unqualified  in  his  praifcs.  He  alTerts,  that 
"  no  fuch  human  being,  at  any  period  of  life,  has  ever  been  known,  or  poflibly  ever  will  be  known.'' 
He  runs  a  parallel  between  Chatterton  and  Milton ;  and  aflerts,  "  an  army  of  Macedonian  and 
Swcdifli  mad  butchers  indeed  fly  before  him;  nor  docs  my  memory  fupply  me  with  any  human 
being,  who  at  fuch  an  age,  with  fuch  difadvantages,  has  produced  fuch  compofitions.  Under  the 
Heathen  mythology,  fuperftition  and  admiration  would  have  explained  all,  by  bringing  Apollo  on 
earth;  nor  ivould  the  god  ever  have  defcendcd  with  more  credit  to  himfelf." 

The  teftimony  of  Dr.  Knox  ("  Effay"  144),  docs  equal  credit  to  the  daflical  tafte  and  amiable 
benevolence  of  the  writer,  and  the  genius  and  reputation  of  Chatterton. 

"  When  I  read  the  refearchcs  of  thofe  learned  antiquaries  who  have  endeavoured  to  prove  that 
the  poems  atributed  to  Rowley  were  really  written  by  him,  I  obfcrve  many  ingenious  remarks  in 
confirmation  of  their  opinion,  which  it  would  be  tedious,  if  not  difficult,  to  controvert ;  but  I  no 
foMcr  turn  to  ilic  pbcras,  thin  the  laboitr  of  the  antiquaries  appeari  only  waftc  of  time,  and  I  am 
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involuntarily  forced  to  join  in  placing  that  laurel,  which  he  fcems  fo  well  to  have  deferved,  on  th(^ 
brow  of  Chatterton. 

«  The  poems  bear  fo  many  marks  of  fuperior  genius,  that  they  have  defervedly  excited  the  gene- 
ral attention  of  polite  fcholars,  and  are  confidered  as  the  moft  remarkable  produ61:ions  in  modern 
poetry.  We  have  many  infiances  of  poetical  eminence  at  an  early  age;  but  ncitlier  Cowley,  Milton, 
nor  Pope,  ever  produced  any  thing  while  they  were  boys,  which  can  juftly  be  compared  to  the  po- 
ems of  Chatterton.  The  learned  antiquaries  do  not  indeed  difpute  their  excellence.  They  extol  it 
in  the  hidieft  terms  of  applaufe.  They  raife  their  favourite  Rowley  to  a  rivalry  with  Homer;  but 
they  make  the  very  merit  of  the  works  an  argument  agair.fl  the  real  author.  Is  it  pofiible,  fay  they, 
that  a  boy  could  produce  compofitions  fo  beautiful  and  fo  maflerly  ?  That  a  common  boy  fhould 
produce  them  is  not  pofiible;  but  that  th.  y  fiiould  be  produced  by  a  boy  of  an  extraordinary  genius;, 
fuch  a  o-enius  as  was  that  of  Homer  and  Shukfpeare;  fuch  a  genius  as  appears  not  above  once  in  ma- 
ny centuries'   though  a  prodigy,  is  fuch  an  one  as  by  no  means  exceeds  the  bounds  of  rational  credl- 

"  That  Chatterton  was  fuch  a  genius,  his  manners  and  his  life  in  fome  degree  evince.  He  had  all 
the  tremulous  fenfibility  of  genius,  all  its  eccentricities,  all  its  pride,  and  all  its  fpirit.  Even  his 
death,  unfortunate  and  wicked  as  it  was,  difpjayed  a  haughtinefs  of  foul,  which  urged  him  to  fpurn 
a  world,  where  even  his  exalted  genius  could  not  vindicate  him  from  contempt,  indigence,  and  con- 
tumely. 

"  Unfortunate  boy  '.  fhort  and  evil  were  thy  days,  but  thy  fame  fliall  be  immortal.  Hadft  thou 
been  known  to  the  munificent  patrons  of  genius — 

"  Unforti  nate  boy!  poorly  waft  thou  accomodated  during  thy  fhort  fojourning  among  us;—, 
rudelv  v\  afl  thou  treated, — forely  did  thy  feeling  foul  TufFer  from  the  fcorn  of  the  unworthy ;  and 
there  are,  at  laft,  thole  who  wifii  to  rob  thee  of  thy  only  meed,  thy  pofthumous  glory.  Severe  toa 
are  the  cerfi:reb.o;  thy  morals.  In  the  gloomy  moments  of  dcfpondency,  I  fear  thou  haft  uttered  im- 
pious ana  bJnfphemcus  thoughts,  which  none  can  defend,  and  which  neither  thy  youth,  nor  thy 
fierv  fpirit,  nor  thy  fituation,  can  excufe.  But  let  thy  more  rigid  cenfors  refledt,  that  thou  waft  li= 
tcially  and  flri<Si:ly  but  a  boy.  Let  many  of  tliy  bittereft  enemies  refled  what  were  their  own  re- 
ligious principles,  and  whether  they  had  any,  at  the  age  of  fourteen,  fifteen,  and  fixteen.  Surely  it 
is  a  fevere  and  an  unjuR  furnii-fe,  that  thou  wouldft  probably  have  ended  thy  life  as  a  vicflim  of  the 
laws,  if  thou  hadft  not  finilhed  it  as  thou  didft ;  fince  the  very  a&  by  which  thou  durft  put  an  end 
to  thy  painful  exiftence,  proves  that  thou  thoughteft  it  better  to  die,  than  to  fupport  life  by  theft  or 
violence. 

"  The  fpeculative  errors  of  a  boy  who  wrote  from  the  fudden  fuggeftions  of  pafiion  or  dcfpon- 
dency, who  is  not  convitSled  of  any  immoral  or  difhoneft  adl  in  confequence  of  his  fpeculations, 
ought  to  be  configned  to  oblivion.  But  there  feems  to  be  a  general  and  inveterate  difllke  to  the  boy, 
exclufively  of  the  poet;  a  diflike  which  many  will  be  ready  to  impute,  and,  indeed,  not  without  the 
appearance  of  reafon,  to  that  infolence  and  envy  of  the  little  great,  which  cannnot  bear  to  acknow- 
ledge fo  tranfcendent  and  commanding  a  fuperiority  in  the  humble  child  of  want  and  obfcurity. 

"  Malice,  if  there  was  any,'  may  furely  now  be  at  reft ;  for  "  Cold  he  lies  in  the  grave  below." 
But  where  were  ye,  O  ye  friends  to  genius,  when,  ftung  with  difappointment,  diftrefled  for  food  and 
raiment,  with  every  frightful  form  of  human  mifery  painted  on  his  fine  imagination,  poor  Chatter- 
ton funk  in  defpair  ?  Alas !  ye  knew  hmi  not  then,  and  now  it  is  too  late, 

For  now  he  is  dead. 

Gone  to  his  death-bed,  t 

All  under  the  willow  tree. 

So  fang  the  fweet  youth,  in  as  tender  an  elegy  as  ever  flowed  from  a  feeling  heart. 

"  In  return  for  the  pleafure  I  have  received  from  thy  poems,  I  pay  thee,  poor  boy,  the  trifling  tri- 
bute of  my  praife.  Thyfelf  thou  haft  emblazoned ;  thine  own  monument  thou  haft  eredled.  But 
they  whom  thou  haft  dehghted,  feel  a  pleafure  in  vindicating  thine  honours  from  the  rude  attacks 
of  detradion.  Thy  fentiments,  thy  verfe,  thy  rhyme,  all  are  modern,  all  are  thine.  By  the  help  of 
gloflaries  and  didlionaries,  and  the  perufal  of  many  old  Englifli  writers,  thou  haft  been  able  to  tranf- 
late  the  language  of  the  prefent  time  into  that  of  former  centuries.  Thou  haft  built  an  artificial 
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ruin.  The  (lone?  arc  mody  and  oM,  the  whole  fabric  appears  really  antique  to  the  diilant  and  the 
carclcfs  fpcdlator;  tvcn  the  coniioifTLiir,  wlio  pores  with  fptdackson  the  finglc  lloncs,  and  infpcds 
the  mofl'y  concretions  with  an  antiquarian  eye,  boldly  authenticates  irs  antiquity ;  but  they  who  exa- 
mine without  prejudice,  and  by  the  criterion  of  comm/on  leiifc,  clearly  dlfcover  the  cement  and  the 
wotkmanfhip  of  a  modern  mafon." 

"  O!  Genius,"  clcgat^tly  apoftrophizes  Mr.  Dyer,  in  his  humane  and  fcnfible  "  DiiTcrtation  on 
Benevolence,"  1795,  "  art  thou  to  be  envied  or  pitied  ?  Doomed  to  form  expedations  the  mod 
faneuine,  and  to  meet  with  difappointmcnts  the  moll  mortifying?  To  indulge  towards  others  the 
mod  generous  wiflici,  to  receive  thyfclf  the  mnfl  illiberal  treatment  ?  To  be  applauded,  admired, 
and  negleded  ?  To  be  a  friend  to  all,  befiiended  often  by  none  ?  Oh,  thou  creative,  difcriminatir.jr 
powcrj  fource  of  intxprcirible  deliojht;,,  and  nurk  of  unluiov-n  lerifibiliiic>,  that  perpttruate  dillrcfs. 
Fancy  (hall  embody  tliy  form,  and  often  vifit  the  grave  of  C/jatter:o/i,  to  drop  the  tear  of  fympathy 
over  tliut  ingenlowj,  unfriended,  ;uid  unfortunate  youth!" 


PREFACE, 

TO    THE 

Firfl;  Edition,  8vo,  1777,  piubliihedbyTHO^tAsTYRV,-HiTT,  Elq. 


The  poems  which  make  the  principal  part  of  this 
collpolion,  have  for  fome  tiniK  e:<cited  much  cn- 
liofity,  as  the  iuppn-.'sd  pro.-lii(flions  of  Thomas 
RiAvley,  a  pneil  l-:  Bnftof,  in  the  reigns  of  Henry 
VI.  and  Ed  ward  IV,  They  arc  h<?re  faithfully 
printed  from  the  moft  authentic  MSS.  that  could 
be  procured  ;  of  which  a  particular  dtfcription  is 
given,  in  tba  introdu(£to.y  account  of  the  feveral 
pieces  corttaincd  in  this  volume,  fubiolned  to  this 
preface.  Nothing  moie,  therefore,  feems  neciir.uy 
at  prefent,  than  to  inform  the  reader  Ihortiy  of  the 
m.anner  in  which  thefe  poems  were  firft  brought 
to  light,  and  of  the  authority  upon  which  they  are 
afcribed  to  the  perfons  whofe  names  they  bear. 

This  cannot  be  done  fo  fatisfaclorily  as  in  the 
words  of  Mr.  George  Catcott  of  Bnftol,  to  whofe 
•very  laudable  zeal  the  public  is  indebted  for  the 
moll  coufiderable  part  of  the  following  colleilion. 
His  account  of  the  matter  is  this :  "  The  lirft  dif- 
"  covcry  of  certain  MSS.  having  been  depofited 
"  in  Redclift  church,  above  three  centuries  ago, 
'"  was  made  in  the  year  176S,  at  the  time  of 
"  opening  the  new  bridge  at  Briftol,  and  was  ow- 
"  ing  to  a  pubhcation  in  Farley's  vVeekly  Jour- 
■"  nal,  ift  Odtober  1768,  containing  an  account  of 
"  the  ceremonies  obferved  at  the  opening  of  the 
'*  old  bridge,  taken,  as  it  was  laid,  from  a  very 
''  ancient  MS.  Tiiis  excited  the  curiofity  of  fome 
,"  perfons  to  inquire  after  the  original.  The  print- 
•♦  er,  Mr.  Farley,  could  give  no  account  of  it,  or 
"  of  the  perfon  who  brought  the  copy  ;  but,  after 
"  much  inquiry,  it  was  difcovered,  that  the  per- 
•<  fon  who  brought  the  copy  was  a  youth  between 
«•  fifteen  and  fixteen  years  of  age,  whofe  navne 
"  was  Thomas  Chattenon,  and  whofe  family  had 
"  been  festons  of  Redclift  church  for  near  150 
"  years.  His  fatl^er,  who  was  now  dead,  had  alio 
"  been  mafter  of  the  free-fchool  in  Pile-ilreet. 
"  The  young  man  was  at  firft  very  unwiihng  to 
"  difsover  from  whence  he  had  the  original ;  but, 
•'  after  many  promifes  made  to  him,  he  was  at 
"  laft  prevailed  on  to  acknowledge  that  he  had 
''  received  this,  together  with  many  other  MSS. 
"  from  his  father,  who  had  found  them  in  a  large 
*'  cheft  in  an  upper  room  over  the  chapel  oti  the 
"  north  fide  of  Redclift  chiirch.'' 

Soon  after  this,  Mr.  Catcott  commenced  his  ac- 
quaintance  with  young  Chatterton ;  and>  partly 
as  prefents,  partly  as  purchafes,  procured  from  him 
copies  of  many  of  his  MSS.  in  profe  and  verfe. 
Other  copies  were  difpofed  of,  in  the  fame  way, 
to  Mr.  Wilham  Barrett,  an  eminent  furgeon  at 
Briftol,  who  has  long  been  engaged  in  writing  the 
tiftory  of  that  city,  Mr.  Barrett  alfo  procured 
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from  him  feveral  fragments,  fome  of  a  confider- 
able  length,  written  upon  vellum,  which  he  af- 
lerted  to  be  part  of  his  original  MSS.  In  fhort, 
in  the  I'pace  of  about  eighteen  months,  from  Oc- 
tober 1768  to  Ap:il  1776,  befldes  the  poems  now 
publiflied,  hcp'roduced  as  many  compofitions,  iit 
profe  and  veri^  under  the  names  of  Rowley,  Ca- 
nynge,  &:c..  h^ould  nearly  fill  fuch  another  vo- 
lume. '^^ 

In  April^jB),  Chatterton  went  tc)  London,  and 
died  there  ii>5he  Auguft  following;  fo  that  the 
whole  hlftaJrpf  this" very  extraordinary  tranfac- 
tion  cannotgow  probably  be  known  with  any  cer- 
tainty. Whatever  may  have  been  his  part  in  it ; 
Vi'hether  he  was  the  author,  or  only  the  copier  (as 
he  conltantly  aflerted),  of  ali  thefe  produdlions,  he 
appears  to  hSve  kept  the  fecret  entirely  to  himfelf, 
and  not  to  ha.ve  put  it  in  the  power  of  any  other 
perfon  to  bear  certain  teftiiiiony  either  tO  his  fraud; 
or  to  his  venacity. 

The  queilio'ti',  therefore, concerning  the  authen- 
ticity of  thefe  poems,  muft  now  be  decided  by  am 
examination  of  the  fragments  upon  vellum,  which 
Mr.  Barrett  received  from  Chatterton  as  part  of 
his  original  MSS.  and  by  the  internal  evidence 
which  the  feveral  pieces  afford.  If  the  fragments 
fhall  be  judged  to  be  genuine,  it  will  ftill  remain 
to  be  determined,  how  far  their  genuinenefs  Ihould 
ferve  to  authenticate  the  reft  of  the  coUeftion,  of 
which  no  copies,  older  than  thofe  made  by  Chat- 
terton, have  ever  been  produced.  On  the  other 
hand,  if  the  writing  of  the  fragmenf;  Hwll  be  judg- 
ed to  be  counterfeit,  and  forged  by  Chatterton,  it 
will  not  of  neceffity  follow,  that  the  matter  of  them 
was  alfo  forged  by  him,  and  ftill  lefs  that  all  the 
other  compolitions,  which  he  profeffed  to  have 
copied  from  ancient  MSS.  were  morely  inventions 
of  his  own.  In  either  cafe,  the  decifion  muft  tinaU 
ly  depend  upon  the  internal  evide'nce. 

It  may  be  expedled,  perhaps,  that  the  editor 
fliould  give  an  opinion  upon  this  important  quef» 
tion ;  but  he  rather  choofes,  for  m»ny  reafons,  to 
leave  it  to  the  determination  of  the  imprejudiced 
and  intelligent  reader.  He  had  long  been  defi- 
rous  that  thefe  poems  fliould  be  printed;  and  there- 
fore  readily  undertook  the  charge  of  fuperintend- 
ing  the  edition.  This  he  has  executed  in  the  man- 
ner which  feemed  to  him  beft  fnited  to  fuch  a  pub- 
lication ;  and  here  he  means  that  his  talk  fliouId 
end.  Whether  the  poemi  be  really  ancientor  mo- 
dern, the  compofitions  of  Rowley,  or  the  forgeries 
of  Chatterton,  they  muft  always  be  confidered  a* 
a  moft  Angular  literary  curiofitjf. 
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Eclogue  the  First. 
Eci.oGuii  THE  Second. 
Eclogue  the  Thiri'. 

Thefe  three  eclogues  are  printed  from  a  MS. 
fiirnillieil  by  Mr.  Catcolt,  in  the  h  .nrl-wrlting  u( 
'J'hoiins  C'latieiton.  It  is  a  thin  co;)y-l)0<jk  in  4to, 
witli  tiic  I'l'Ilowing  title  in  tlic  tirlt  pa^e.  "  lic- 
Jo^iies,  .'ud  other  poems,  by  Tlioaias  Kowl.'v,  w  ith 
a  GlolFdry  and  Annotation's,  by  I  homus  Chatter- 
ton." 

There  is  only  one  other  poem  ir^hi-  book,  viz. 
the  fragment  of"  Goddwjn,  a  Trlgedie." 

Elinoure  and  Jug  a. 

This  poem  is  reprintfd  from  th»  Town  and 
Country  Maga/ine  for  May  1769,  PM73.  It  is 
tliere  intituled,  "  Elinourc  and  Ju,?a.  Written 
three  hundred  years  ago  by  T.  Rowley.  Secular 
Pricft."  And  it  lias  tlic  f  >ll<nvin^  fubtcription  : 
"  D.  B.  Brillol,  .May  1769."  Chatierton  fooii 
after  told  Mr.  Catcott,  that  he  (Chatterton)  in- 
ferted  it  in  the  magazine. 

The  prefcnt  editor  has  t.'.ken  the  liberty  to  fup- 
ply  (between  hooks)  the  nanfiesof  the  fpcaker's,  at 
ver.  12.  and  29,  which  had  probably  been  omitted 
by  fome  accident  in  the  firft  publication,  as  the 
nature  of  the  compolitiun  fcems  to  refjuire  that 
the  dialogue  Ihould  proceed  by  alternate  Itanzas. 

Verses  to  Lydoate. 
SoNGE  to  -?Ella, 
Lyugati's  Answer. 

Thefe  three  fmall  poems  are  printed  from  a 
copy  in  Mr.  Catcott's  hand-writinj(.  Since  they 
■were  printed  otT,  the  editor  has  had  an  opportu- 
nity of  comi)aring  them  with  a  coiiy  made  by  Mr. 
Barrett  from  the  piece  oi' vellum,  which  Chatter- 
ton  formerly  Ravt  to  him  as  the  original  MS. 
The  variations  of  importance  (exclufive  of  many 
in  the  fpelling},  arc  let  down  below  ♦. 

*   Verfi's  to  Lydgaic. 

In  the  title  for  Lnl^afe,  T.Lytljate. 
Ver.  2.     r.  T/jut  I  and  tbcc. 
3.  for  bee,  r.  goe. 
7.  forfygjtc,  t.wryte. 
Soiigr  to  Jk'.lUu 
The  title  irt  the  vellum  MS.  was  fimply  "  Sorge 
toe  .j^llle,"  witli  a  fmall  mark  of  reference  to  a 
note   below,    containing    the  following  words — 
*'  Lorde  of  the  caftellc  of  Bryltowe  yr.n  daies  of 
yore."    It  may  bj  proper  alfo  to  take  notice,  that 
ihe  whole  fonp  W.1S  there  written  like  profe,  witli- 
eut  any  breaks,  or  divifions  into  verlcs. 

Ver.  (u  tor  liiaftyi:ge,  r.  burihngc^ 
II.  iox  i-alyuntr,  x.  burl'ic. 
23.  for  dyfwiill,  r.  honore. 
Lydgnfe's  nrifiver. 
No  title  iu  the  vellunv  MS. 


The  Tournament. 
Tills  poem  it  printf  d  from  a  copy  made  by  Mr- 
Catcott,  from  one  in  C'.iaitcrton's  hai  d-writing. 

Sir  Simon  di  Bcurton,  the  hero  of  th:s  po-m,  ir 
fuppolVd  to  have  bien  the  fnit  founder  of  a  church 
dtdic.ued  to  oiirt  Ladic,  in  tiic  place  where  the 
church  of  St.  Mury  RitdilVe  now  ItanJs.  Mr. 
Barri-tt  has  a  fmall  le:.i  nf  vellum  (givtn  to  him 
b)  (.hattcrtcn,  as  one  of  .<' wlc)  S  orij^inal  MS.S.), 
ii:titnUd.  "  Vita  dc  Simrn  de  Bourton  ;"  in  which 
Sir  Simrn  is  faiil,  as  in  the  i  ocm,  to  have  begun 
his  foundation,  in  confecjuence  of  a  vow  nude  at  a 
tournament. 

The  Uethe  <if  Syr  Charles  Bawdiv. 

Thi'  poem  is  reprinted  from  the  copy  printed 
at  Londc'O  in  1772.  wit!;  a  few  correcflions  from 
a  copy  mad';  by  JVIr.  Catcott,  from  one  in  Chat- 
terton's  Innd-writing. 

The  p^rlon  h.eie  celebrated  tmder  the  name  of 
Syr  Charjps  Eawdin,  w.TS  prob  ibly  Sir  B.ildewyn 
Fulford,  Knt.  a  zealous  Lancaftrian,  who  was  ex- 
ecuted at  Brifttd  in  the  latter  end  of  1461,  the 
firlt  year  of  hdward  the  Fourth.  He  was  attaint- 
ed, with  many  others,  in  the  general  2.(\  of  attain- 
der, I  £dw.  IV.  ;  but  he  iecms  to  have  been  exe- 
cuted under  a  fpecial  commilUon  for  the  trial  of 
treafons,  Sec.  within  the  town  of  Briftol.  The 
fragment  of  theold  Chronicle, publiflied  by  Ilcarne 
at  the  end  of  Sprotti  Chronica,  p.  289,  fays,  "  Item 
the  fame  ycre  (i  lidw.  IV.),  was  takin  SirBalde- 
wine  Fvdford,  and  bchtdid  at  Briftow.'' 

yi-1  L  L  A ,  a  Tragycal  Enter  I  tide. 
This  poem,  with  the  epiflle,  letter,  and  entro- 
dudtionne,  is  printed  trom  a  fclio  MS,  furnillicd  by 
Mr.  Catcott ;  in  the  beijinninT;  of  which  lie  has 
written  "  Chattenon's  Tranfcript,  1769."  The 
whole  tranfcript  is  of  Ch.;tterton's  hand-writing. 


Ver.  .V  for  la'/cs,  r.  petie. 

Ar.lcp.  for  LcTtdes,  r.  Scridcs. 

Ult.        for  iyiic,  r.  thyti^e. 
Mr.  Barrett  had  alfo  a  copy  "f  thefe  pccms  by 
Chatterton,  which  differed  from  that  which  Chat- 
terton afterwards  prcHlucd  as  the  original,  in  the 
following  particulars,  among  others. 

In  the  title  of  the  I'eifcs  to  Lydgate, 
Grig  I.ytlgnte.         Chat.  Ladgate, 
Ver.  3.  Orig.  goe.  Chat.  doe. 

7.  Orig.  ni'ryte.  Chit. j'yglte. 

Songe  to  JEUa. 
Ver.  5.  Grig.  Dacyane.        Chnt.  Dacy'f. 

Grig,  vho/,:  lodes.  Chat,  wboje  bayrc*. 
T  [.   Grig,  biirlie.  Chat,  branded. 

2i.   Orig.  kennfi.  Chat,  hcarji. 

i\.  Ov'ig.  lonore.  C.l\:H.  dy/nui/. 

26.  Oug.Tpramtcynge.ChdiX.  f'rayning. 
30.  Oi\^.  ghiie.  Ch■^x.  glare- 
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GoDD'.VYN,  a  TrageJk. 
TKIs  fragment  is  printed  from  the  MS.  men- 
tioned above,  in  Chatterton's  hand-writing. 

ENor.Ysii  Metamorphosis. 
This  poem  is  printed  from  a  fmgle   fhcet  in 
Chatterton's  hand-writing,  communicated  by  Mr. 
Barrett,  who  received  it  from  Chatterton, 

Bax-ade  of  Charitik. 
This  poem  is  alfo  printed  from  a  fingic  flieet  111 
Chatterton's   hand-writing.      It  was  fcnt  to  the 
printer  of  the  Town  and  Country  Magazine,  v/ith 
the  following  letter  prefixed. 

To  the  printer  of  the  Toivn  and  Country  M.aga'z.ine. 
"  Sir, 

"  If  the  gloffary  annexed  to  the  following  piece 
will  make  the  language  intelligible,  the  fentiment, 
defcription,  and  verfification,  are  highly  deferving 
the  attention  of  the  literati." 

"July  4.  1770.  D.  B." 

Battle  or  Hastings,  No.  i. 
Battle  or  Hastings,  No  2. 

In  printing  the  firft  of  thele  poems,  two  copies 
have  been  made  ufe  of,  both  taken  from  copies  of 
Chatterton's  hand-writing;  the  one  by  Mr.Catcott, 
and  the  other  by  Mr.  Barrett.  The  principal  dif- 
ference between  them  is  at  the  end,  where  the 
latter  has  fourteen  lines  from  ver.  550,  which  ^re 
wanting  in  the  former.  The  fecondpoem  is  print- 
ed from  a  fmgle  copy,  made  by  Mr.  Barrett  from 
one  in  Chatterton's  hand-writing. 

It  fhould  be  obferved,  that  the  poem  marked 
No.  I.  wa";  given  to  Mr.  Barrett  by  Chntterton, 
with  the  following  title  :  "  Battle  of  Hayings, 
■wrote  by  Turgot  the  Monk,  a  Saxon,  in  the  Tenth 
Century;  and  Tranflated  by  Thomas  Rowlie,  Pa- 
rUh-Preefte  of  St.  John's,  in  the  City  of  Briflol,  in 
the  year  1465. — The  remainder  of  the  Poem  I 
have  not  been  happy  enough  fo  meet  with."  Be- 
ing afterwards  prelt  by  Mr.  Barrett  to  produce 
any  part  of  this  poem  in  the  original  hand-writ- 
ing, he  at  laft  faid,  that  he  wrote  this  poem  him- 
felf  for  a  friend  ;  but  that  he  had  another,  tlie  co- 
py of  an  original  by  Rowley  ;  and  being  then  de- 
fired  to  produce  that  other  poem,  he,  after  a  con- 
fiderable  interval  of  time,  brought  to  P4r.  Barrett 
the  poem  m:^rked  No.  2,  as  far  as  ver.  530.  inclu- 
five,  with  the  following  title :  "  Battle  of  Haf- 
tyngs,  by  Turgotus,  tranflated  by  Roulie  for  VV. 
Canynge,  Efq."  The  lines  from  ver.  531.  inclu- 
five,  were  brought  fome  time  after,  in  confequcnce 
of  Mr.  Barrett's  repeated  folicitations  fur  the  con- 
clufion  of  the  poem. 

Oni«  our.?:  Ladies  Ciitrche. 
On  the  Same. 

The  ilrft  of  thefe  poems  is  printed  from  a  copy 
made  by  Mr.  Catcott,  from  one  in  Chatterton's 
hand-writing. 

The  other  is  taken  from  a  MS.  in  Chatterton's 
hand-writing  furnifhcd  by  Mr.  Catcott,  intituled, 
*'  A  Difcorfe  on  Briflowc,  by  Thomas  Rowlie." 

Epitaph  on  Robert  Canynse. 
This  is  one  of  the  fragments  of  vellum,  given 
by  Chatterton  to  Mr.  Barrett,  as  part  of  his  origi- 
nal M&S. 


The  Storie  of  William  Canyng*. 


The  thirty-four  firft  lines  of  this  poem  are  ex- 
tant upon  ano'Jier  of  the  vellum  fragments,  given 
by  Chatterton  to  r.lr.  Barrett.  The  remainder  13 
printed  from  a  copy  furnifhed  by  Mr.  Catcott, 
with  fome  corrcdtions  from  another  copy,  made 
by  Mr.  Barrett  from  one  in  Chatterton's  hand- 
writing. This  poem  malces  part  of  a  profe  work 
;i'^l  ibuted  to  Rowley  ;  giving  an  account  of  pain- 
ters, carvellsrs,  poets,  and  other  eminent  natives 
of  Briftol,  from  the  earlieft  times  to  his  own.  The 
reader  may  fee  feveral  particulars  relating  to  him 
in  Cambden's  Britannia,  Somerfct'.  Col.  ()r,.  Ry- 
mer's  Fcedera,  &c.  ann.  1449.  and  1450.  Tanner's 
Not.  Monaft.  Art.  BriHol  and  Weftbury.  Dug- 
dale's  Warv.'icklhire,  p.  634. 

It  may  be  proper  jufl;  to  remark  here,  that  Mr. 
Canynge's  brother,  mentioned  in  ver,  l?.9,  who 
was  Lord  Mayor  of  London  in  1456.  is  called  Tho- 
mas by  Stowe,  ih  his  Lift  of  Mayors,  &c. 

The  tranfadion  alluded  to  in  the  lafk  ftanza,  is 
related  at  large  in  fome  profe  memoirs  of  Row- 
ley, of  which  a  very  incorreft  copy  has  been  print- 
ed in  the  Town  and  Country  iVIagazine  for  No- 
vember 1775.  It  is  there  faid,  that  Mr.  Canynge 
went  into  orders,  to  avoid  a  marriage  propofed  by 
King  Edward,  between  him  and  a  lady  of  the 
Widdevile  family.  It  is  certain  that  the  regif- 
ter  of  the  Bifhop  of  Worchefter,  that  Mr.  Canynge 
was  ordained  Acolythe  by  Bifhop  Carpenter,  on 
loth  September  I4''7,  and  received  the  higher 
orders  of  Sub-Deacon,  Deacon,  and  Prielt,  on  the 
13th  of  March  1467,  O.  S.  the  ad  and  i6th  of 
April  1468,  refpedlively. 

On  Happienessk,  by  iVilllam  Cuiyng.'. 
Onne  Jonne  a  Dalbenie,  hy  the  fame. 
The  Go.uler's  Requiem,  b^;  the  fame. 
The  Accoonte  or  W.  Canynge's  Feaste, 

Of  thefe  four  poems  attributed  to  Mr.  Canyfiges 
the  three  (i.-ft  are  printed  from  Mr.  Catcott's  co- 
pies. The  laft  is  taken  from  a  fragment  of  vellum* 
v/hich  Chatterton  gave  to  Mr.  Barrett  as  an  origi- 
nal. The  editor  has  doubts  about  the  reading  of 
the  fccon'l  word  in  ver.  7,  but  he  has  printed  i& 
kcene,  as  he  found  it  fo  in  other  copies. 

With  refp'etft  to  the  three  friends  of  Mr.  Ca- 
nynge mentioned  in  the  laft  lii>e,  the  name  o£ 
Rowley  is  f  fficiently  known  from  the  preceding 
poems.  If-amm  appears  as  an  aclor  in  the  tra- 
gedy of  YElla,  and  that  of  Goddwyn  ;  and  a 
poem,  afcvibed  to  him,  intituled,  "  The  Merry 
T'icks  of  Laymmgton,"  is  inferted  in  the  "  Dif« 
corfe  of  Briiloc^e  "  Sir  Theobald  Gorges  was  a 
knight  of  an  ancient  family  fcated  at  WraLxhall, 
within  a  few  miles  of  Briftol  See  Rot.  Pa'L 
3.  H  VT.  n.  28.  Leland's  Itin.  Vol.  VII.  p.  90, 
He  has  alfo  appeared  above  as  an  aftor  in  both 
the  tragedies,  and  as  the  author  of  one  of  the 
mynftrelles  fonges  in  TSA\-\.  His  conrieiftion  with 
Mr.  Canynge  is  verified  by  a  deed  of  the  latter, 
dated  20th  October  1467-.  in  which  he  gives  to 
truftees,  in  part  of  a  benefaiflion  of  500I.  to  the 
church  cf  St.  Mary  Redcliffe,  "  certain  jewels  of 
"  Sir  Theobald  Go-ges,  Knt.''  •which  had  bsen 
pav/r.ed  to  him  fcv  i5ol. 
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THE  TTORKS  OF  CHATTY RTO;S 


POEMS, 

ADVERTISEMENT   TO  TVRWIIITt's  F.DrTlOST.  ' 

The  reader  is  defircd  to  obferve,  that  the  note?  at  the  bottom  of  the  fcvcral  pages,  throughcot  thff 
following  part  of  tlilbbook,  arc  all  copied  from  MSS,  in  the  hand-writing  of  Thomas  Chattcrton. 


ECLOGUE  I, 

AVnANNE  Erglonde,  fnicethynge  I  from  her 

kthnl  1  woundc, 
From  her  galled  nccke  dyd  twytte  3  the  chayne 

av.aie, 
Kennynge  her  Icgt  fi'l  Tonnes  fallc-  all  arounde 
(Myphtie  thdc  fell,  'twas  honourc  Icdde  the 
iraic),  [graic 

Thannc  inne  a  dacl,  bic  eve's  dark  furcotc  4 
Twayne  lonclie  fhcpftcrres5  dydabrodden  6  file 
(The  royftlyng  lifTdoth  thcyr  ^^hylte  hartcs  af- 

fraie  7), 
lAnd  wythe  the  owlettc  trembli-d  and  dyd  eric; 
Fiilte    Roberte    Ncatherde    hys    lore    boefom 
.     ,      Iboke, 

'i'hen  fellen  oh  the  grounde,  and  thus  yfpoke. 
HobrL-. 
Ah,  Raufs !  gif  thos  die  liowres  do  comme  a- 

longc, 
C;if  tlios  wee  flie  in  chafe  of  farther  woe, 
0':r  fotc  wylle  fayle,  aUvrytte  wee  bee  flronge, 
■  Ne  wylle  oure  pace  fwefte  as  ourc  danger  goc. 
;  'I'o  ourc  prctc  wronge*  wc  liavc  cnhepcd  8  moc, 
•  The  baronncs  warre  !  oh,  woe  and  well-a-Jaic! 
1  havcth  lyff,  bo",  have  cJcapcd  foe, 
That  lyff  ylfcl  mie  fenfes  doe  aflVaic, 
Oh,   Raufe  !    comnie  lyfte,    aiid   hear   mic   der- 

nie  9  tale, 
Commc  hiurc  the  bukfull  10  dome  of  Robynne  of 
the  Dale. 

Rauf,-. 
Sale  to  niec  nete ;  I  kennc  tbie  woe  in  inyne  : 
O  !   I've  a  tale  that  Sabalu,  il  mc:e  12  telle. 


1  .Swc'/i/Kff,  fmok;ng  ;  in  feme  copies  i/://Y>7(;-f, 
but  in  ihc  or.il  as  above.  2  deadly.  3  pluck 
or  pull.  4 /t/r.- <,/.-,  a  tloke  or  mantel,  which  hid 
mil  the  other  drefs.  5  (hcpherds.  6  abruptly  ;  fo 
Chaxiccr — Syke  he  abredden  dyd  attourne.  7  af- 
fright. 8  Added.  9  f.id.  10  wotful,  lamentable, 
it  tic  devil.    li  m'ght^ 


Swote  13  flourctts,  mantled  mcedows,  foicflc* 

dygncl4; 
Gra-vots  1 5  far-kend  16  arounde  the  crrmifts  17' 

cell : 
The  fwote  ribible  iS  dynning  19  yn  f  He  dell ; 
The  joyous  daunccyngc  ynn   the   hoaflric   20 

courtc ;  [well. 

Eke   21    the  high  fonge  and  evcrych  joit  fare- 
Farewell  the  verie  fliadc  of  fayre  dyfporte  22  : 
Impeftering    23    trobble    oiui    mic    iicadc    iloc 

comme, 
Ne  on  kynde  fcynde  to  warde  24  the  aye  25  cn- 

creafynge  dome. 

Rohcric, 
Oh  !    I  collide  waile  mie  kynge-coppc-deckcrf 

mces  26, 
Mie  fpree^yuge  flockes  of  flicpe  of  lillic  white, 
IVlic   tendrc   applynges   27,    and   embodyc    i% 

trees,  [fyghtc,- 

Mie  Parker's  Grange  29,  f;:r  fprecdynge  to  the' 
Mie  cuyen  30  kync  31,  mic  bullockcs  llringe  j* 

yn'fyghte, 
ATic  gorne  33  emblaunched  34  with  the  com-- 

flic  35  plantc, 
Mie  floure  36  Scynfte  Marie  fliottcyng  wythc 

the  lyghte,  [Kr.mc. 

•Mie    flore  of   all    the  blcffynges  Heaven   carv 
I  amni  durcfred37  unto  forrowcsblowe, 
Ihantcn'd  38  to  tlic  pcync,  will  Ictte  nv  falte  tcarc 

flowe. 


I 


73  Sweet.  14  good,  neat,  genteeL  15  groves}. 
fonutimes  uffd  for  a  coppice.  16  far  fcen.  17  hcr- 
r.iit.  18  violin.  19  founding.  20  inn,  or  pubhc- 
honfe.  21  alfo.  ai  pleaftire.  23  annoying.  14  to 
keep  off.  25  ever,  always.  26  meadows.  27  graft- 
ed tree.  2S  thick,  flout.  29  liberty  of  pafturc 
given  to  the  parkcr.  30  tender  31  cows.  32  ftrong. 
33  garden.  34  whitened.  35  cumfrey,  a  favou- 
rite  di(h  at  that  time.  36  niarygold.  37  hardctt* 
cd.    38  a(;cuAomcd. 


O    E    M    5. 


Sftj 


Raufe. 
S\zvc  I  wllle  obaie  39  untylle  dethe  doe  'pere. 
Here  lyche  a  foule  empoyloned  Jeathel  40  tree, 
Whyche  fleaeth4i   eveiychone   thut  conitneth 

5oe  Wllle  I  fyxed  unto  thys  place  gre  43. 
I  to  bement43  haveth  xnoe  caufe  than  thee; 
SJeene  in  the  warre  mie  boolie  44  fadre  lies ; 
Oh  !   joieous  I  hys  mortherer  would  flea, 
And  bie  hys  fyde  for  aie  enclofe  myne  eies. 
'  Calked  4i^    from    everych  joie,  heere  wvlle    I 
blede ;  [ftede. 

Fell  ys  the  Cullys-yatte  46   of  mie  hartes  callle 
Roberte. 
Oure  woes  alyche,  alyche  our  dome  47  (hal  bee. 
Mie  fonne,  mie  Ibnne  alleyn  48,  ylhoveri  49  ys ; 
Here  wylle  I  ftaie,  and  end  mie  lyff  with  thee  ; 
A  lyft'lyche  myne  a  borden  ys  ywis. 
Now  from  een  logges  ^o  fledden  is  felynefs  51, 
Mynfterres  52  alleyn  53  can  boafte  the  hallie  54 

feynrte, 
Nowe  doeth  Englonde  weare  a  bloudie  drefia, 
And  wyth  herchampyonnes  gore  her  face  de- 

peyncle  j 
Peace  fledde,  diforder  flioweth  her  dark  rode  55, 
And  thorow  ayr  doth  flie,   yn  garments  ilej'ned 
with  bloude. 

ECLOGUE  II. 
SrRTTES  I  of  the  blefte,  the  pious  Nygelle  fed, 
Foure  owte  yer  plesfaunce  2  onn  mie  fadres  hedde. 
Rycharde  of  Lyons  harte  to  fyghte  is  gon, 
Uponne  the  brede  3  fea  doe  the  banners  gleme4  ; 
The  amenufed  5  nationnesbe  afton  6, 
To  ken  7   fyke's  large  a  flete,   fyke  fyne,  fyke 
bremec).  [ftreme  ; 

The   barfcis  heafcds  10  coupe  1 1   the  lymedi2 
Oundes  1,3  fynkeynge  ouodes  upon  theha*d  ake 

14  riefc; 
Tlie   water   flughornesl5    wythe   a  fwotye  16 

cleme  17 

ContekeiS  the  djnnynge  19  ayre,  and  reche 

the  ikie?-  [aftedd^  21 . 

3prytes     of    the    blefte,    on    gouldyn    trones  20 

FoLire  owte  yer  pleafaunce  onn  mie  fadres  hei^de. 

The  gule  zi  depeyndled  ajoaresfrom  the  blr.ck 

tyde,  [i6  ryfe  ; 

Decorn  24  wyth  fonnes  25  rare,  doe  Siemrynge 


Upfwalynge  a;  doe  heie  28  fl.ewe  ynne  drierie 

pryde,  WJ^^  5 

Lyche  gore-  red  eftells  19  in  the  eve  30  merk  31 

The  nome-depeyn(5led32  fliields,  the  fperes  a- 

ryfe, 
Alyke  33  talle  rofhes  on  the  water  fyde 
Alenge  34    from    bark    to   bark,  the  brygbte 
Iheene  35  flyes;  [glyde. 

Sweft-kerv'd  36   delygtites  doe  on  the    water 
Sprites  of  the  blefte,  and  everich  fayndle  ydedde, 
Poure  owte  youre  pleafaunce  on  mie  fadres  hedde. 
The  Sarafen  loTces  o\vte  :  he  doetlie  feere. 
That  Englondes  brondeous37  fonnes  do  cotte 

the  waie. 
Lyke  honted  bockes,  the^ye  reineth  3S  here  and 
tliere,  ['■'baie  4°- 

Onknowlachynge39    inne     wbatte    place     to 
The  banner  glefters  on  the  beme  of  daie; 
The  mittee  41  croffe  Jt-rufalim  ys  feene  ; 
Dhereof  the  fyghte  yer  corrage  doe  affiraie  4Z, 
In  baleful!  43  dole  their  faces  be  ywreene  44. 
Sprytes  of  the  blefte,  and  everich  feynifte  ydedde, 
Poure  owte  your  pleafiunce  on  mie  fadres  hedde. 
The  bollengers4S  and  cotte5  45,  foe  fwyfte  ya 

fyghte, 
Upon  the  fydes  of  everich  bark  appere  ; 
Foorthe  to  his  offyce  leptthe  everych  knyghte, 
Eftfoones46  hys  fquyer,  with  hys  ftiield  and  fpere. 
The    jynynge    fliieldes   doe  Ihemre  and  moke 
glare  47;  [dynne  ; 

The    dolheynge    oare    doe    make  genu;ted4S 
The  reyuing49  foemen  5c,  thynckeynge  gifit 

to  daie, 
Bonn  52    the    merk  53   fwerde,  theie   feche  to 
fraie  54.  theie  blyn  55. 
Sprytes  of  the  blefte,  and  every  che  feynde  ydedde, 
Powre  oute  yer  pleafaunce  onn  mie  fadres  hedde. 
Now  comm  the  waTrynge  Satafyns  to  fyghte; 
Kynge  Rycharde,  lyche  a  lyoncel  56  of  warre, 
Imie    flieenynge   goulde,    lyke  feerie  57  gron- 

fers  58,  dyghte  59, 
Shaketh  alofe  hys  honde,  and  feene  afarre. 
Syke  haveth  efpyde  a  greter  ftarre 
Ament'e    the  drybblet<5o    ons  to  Iheene  fulla 

bryghte ; 
Syke  funnys  wayi>e  61  wyth  amayl'd  62  beams 
doe  barr  [lyghtc 

The   bl-aunchie63  raone  or   eftells  64  to  gev 


39  Abide.  This  line  is  alio  wrote — "  Here  wyll 
I  obaie  untill  dethe  appere  ;"  but  this  is  modern- 
ized. 40  deadly.  41  deftroyeth,  killeth.  42  grow. 
43  lament.  44  much  loved,  beloved.  45  caiV  out, 
ejedled.  46  alluding  to  the  portcullis,  which 
guarded  the  gate,  on  which  often  depended  the 
caftle.  47  fate.  48  my  only  fon.  49  dead.  5©  cot- 
tages. 5ihappincfs.  52  raonafteries.  53  only. 
54  holy.  55  complexion. —  i  Spirits,  fouh.  a  plea- 
lure.  3  broad.  4  (bine,  glimmer.  5  diminiflied,  lef- 
fened.  6  aftonilhed,  confounded.  7  fee,  difcover, 
know.  8fuch,fo.  9ftrong.  lo  heads.  11  cut. 
12  glafly,  refledling.     13  waves,  billows.     14  oak. 

15  a   mufical   inftrument,   not  unlike  a  hauiboy. 

16  fweet.  17  found.  iSconfufe,  contend  with, 
jpfounding.  20thrones.  aifeated.  zzred.  23paint- 
^.  aij  carved.  25.  devices,  a 6  glimmering. 


27  Rifmg  high,  fwelling  up.  a S  they.  29  a 
corruption  of  eJloUe,  Fr.  a  liar.  30  evening. 
31  dark.  32  rebufed  (hields  ;  a  herald  term,  when 
the  charp-e  of  the  fliield  implies  the  name  of  the 
bearer.  "^3  3  like.  34along.  ZS^'^^''^-  S^lhprt- 
lived.  37  furious.  38  runneth.  39  not  knowing. 
40  abide.  4-1  mighty.  42  affright.  43  woeful. 
44  covered.  45  different  kinds  of  boats.  46  full 
foon,  prefently.  47  glitter.  48  united,  affembled. 
49  running.  50  foes.  51  if.  52  make  ready. 
53  dark.  54  engage,  qj  ceafe,  fland  ftill.  56  a 
young  lion.  57  flaming.  58  a 'ineteor  ;  from 
gron,  a  fen,  and  fer,  a  corruption  of  fire  ;  that  is. 
a  fire  exhaled  from  a  fen.  59  decked.  60  fmall, 
infignincant.  61  carr.  (is  enamelled.  63  white,  lU- 
yer.    64  ftars. 
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Sprjtes  of  the  blefte,  and  everich  feytn^e  ydtddc, 
Pourc  owie  vour  pleafaunce  on  niic-  fadres  licude. 
DiftrHujjhte  65     affraic  66,    \v)thc     luikcs    of 

bloddc-red  die, 
Terriiure.  i  u'burled  67  yn  tlie  thonr^ers  ra'jp, 
Dithe.   lyiiked   10  dilmaic,  Jothe  unlomnif  6S 
fl'f.  ["'IXC- 

Enchitt)nKe'59    tcljone    cliauipyonne     u  ar    to 
Spferts  lii-vylc7c  iVcns;  I'werilts  utxin  iwerdcs 

Armoure  on   armoiire    dynii  71,    fliiildc    upon 

fliieldf; 
No  dfthe  of  tliour.inile';  Citn  tlie  warre  afTufl^'p, 
Butte  fdlleynpe  nomberi  fable  72  all  ilie  ftclile. 
S|)rytcs  of  the  blcftc,  and  evtrych  feynde  ydedde, 
Poure  owtc  your  pleafaunce  on  mie  fadres  hcdde. 
The  foemcnfal  aroutide  ;  the  crois  rtles  7^  hye; 
Stcyned  ynne  gocre,  the  harie  of  warre  ys  fren  ; 
Kynp  Ivychaide,  thorough  everyche  trope  doihe 

liic, 
And    bctTeth  meynte  74   of  Tiirkcs  onto    the 

greene ; 

Bie  hyinro  the  floure  of  Afief  meen  ys  (Iceiic  7  ^  ; 

The    walynge75   nione  dotli   fade   before    li>s 

fonne;  [deciie  77, 

Bie  hym  hys  knyghtes  bee   formed   to    actions 

Docvnge  fyke  marvels  78,  ftr<n)-ers  be  afton  79. 

Sprytrs  01  the  bielte,  and  evcrych  feynde  ydeddc, 

Pourc  ou'te  your  plcafaunce  onu  niie  tadres  hedde. 

The  fyghte  ys  wonne  ;  Kynge    Rycharde  maf- 

ter  is ; 
The  Englonde  banner  kiffcth  the  liie  ayre  ; 
Full  of  pure  joie  the  arniie  is  iwys  80, 
And  evcrycli  ^ne  haveth  it  onne  his  bayre  Si  ; 
Agayne  to  Jinglonde  comiue,  and  wonchepped 
there, 
,  TwyglUe  Si    into   lovynge   armcs,  and    feaficd 
tftSj; 
In  evtrych  eyne  aredynge  netc  of  wyere  S4, 
Ot  ali  remembrance  ot  palt  peyne  liereitt-. 
Sprites  of  the  blelle,  and  everich  feyncte  y<ieddc, 
Syke  pleafares  powrc  upon  mie  fadres  hedde. 
Syke  Nigel  fed,  whan  from  the  bkue  fea 
The  up'.wi/lS5  fayle  dyd  dauiicebefore  his  eyne  ; 
Swifte  as  tl-.e  wiflie,  lie  toe  tiie  becche  ci)d  flee, 
And  found':  hi*'  fadre  flejipeynge  trom  the  bi )  wt. 
Lette  thyliVn  meiine   who  haveth  fprite  of  it  ovi'., 
Ecthyncke  ui'.t(>e  htmfclves  how  mute  the  meet- 
ynge  pioove. 

ECLOGUE  III. 

Would'st  thou  k-nn  nature  in  iicr  better  parte  ? 
Coe,    ferche   the    lo^^ges  i    and   bordels  a   of  the 
hynde  3 ; 

65Dinra<fling.  65  aflright.  67  armed.  68  terri- 
bly. 6p  encouraijing,  heating.  70  break,  a  herald 
term(v-!iiifying  a  fpear  iirokt-ii  in  tiltin;^.  71  founds. 
7»  blacker*.  73  wave:.  74  many,  great  num- 
bers. 75  fiain.  76  decrealing.  77  glorious,  wor- 
thy. 70  wonders.  79aftonin(d.  So  certainly. 
81  brow.  S2  plucked,  pulk-d.  8  ,  often.  84  grief, 
trouble.  85  fwoln. —  i  Lodges,  huts,  s  cottages, 
jftrvaut,  fluve,  pcafant. 

4 


Gyff4    ihcic    have  anic,  ittc  ys  roughemade 
arte,  [kyiuie  7. 

Inne    hem  5    you    fee  the  blakicd  6  lorme  uf 
Haveth  yourmyiu'e  a  iyclieynp  8  of  a  mynde? 
W'oulde   11   keiiue  everich  ihynge,  asit  jnote9 

bee  ?  [the  hynde, 

Woulcie   ytte  liere   phrafe  of  the  vuijrar  trom 
Without  wifcegger  la  wordes  and  kriowlachc  il 

free? 
Gyf   foe,    rede    thys.    whyche    iche  dyfportr. 

ynpe  12  pcndc  : 
Gif  nete  befydc,  yttes  rhyme  maie  ytte  conimcndc. 

Bntte  whether,  fayre  inayiie,  do  yc  goc  ? 
()  where  do  y  bfiide  yer  waie  '. 

I  ui;lr  knowe  whether  you  i;oe, 

1  W)lle  not  bee  a(r<.led  13  naie. 
IVur/mnvf. 
To  Kobyn  and  Ndi,  all  downc  in  the  delle, 
'lo  hcle  I4  h';m  at  makeyngc  of  haic. 
J\l:i7ine. 
Syr  Rogerre,  the  parfone,  hav  hyred  mee  there, 

C)omme,comme,  lett  ns  tryppe  ytte  awaie, 
W'e'Ue    wurke  15    and    we'lle  fyngr,  and  wyLe 
drcnche  16  of  Itronge  beer 
As  longe  as  the  inerrie  fommtrs  daie. 
H  omaiiue. 
How  harde  ys  mie  dome  towurrhl 
Moke  is  mie  woe. 
Dame  Agnes,  whoe  lies  ynne  the  chyrche 

With  birletie  17  guide, 
Wythe  gelten  IS  aumeies  I9  Itronge  ontoldc. 
What  was  Ihee  moe  than  me,  to  be  foe  '. 
yianue. 
I  kenne  Syr  Roger  from  afar 
I'ryjjpyiige  over  the  lea  ; 
Ich  alk  whie  the  lovcrds  2C  fon 
lb  moe  than  mee. 

Syr  Kogcrrc. 
The    fweltric  21    fount    dothc    hie  apace  hys 

Wayne  22, 
From  everich  heme  a  feme  23  of  iyfe  dee  falle  ; 
Swjthyn  24  Icillc  15  oppe  the  haie  uponne  the 
p.iyne;  [talle. 

IVIcthynckcs  the    cockes  bepynneth  to  gre  ad 
'liiyii  ys  alyclie  our  doomei?;  tiie   great,  the 
fmalh-,  [dartc. 

Mollc  withe  1%  and  bee  forwyned  29  by  draihis 
i)>.c  I   the  fwotc  jO  Jlourtitc  31  hathe  noe  iwote 

at  allc  ; 
Ittc  wyihc  the  ranke  wede  breathe  evalle  3I 
parte. 

4  If.  5  a  contra(5>ion  oi'  them.  6  naked,  origi- 
nal. 7  natLire.  S  liking.  9  might.  The  fenfc 
of  this  line  is,  Would  you  fee  every  thing  in  its 
]iiiiTi3Eval    ftaie.      10  wii't-egger,    a    philolopln:r. 

I I  knowledge,  ijfporting.  i3anfwered.  I4aid, 
or  help.  15  work.  i6  drink.  17  a  hood,  or  co- 
vcri.'ig  for  the  back  part  of  the  head.  iS  gilded. 
19  holders  of  i;old  and  filver,  on  which  was  laid 
thin  plates  of  eitiier  metal  counterchanged,  not  un- 
like tl.e  prcfcnt  fpanglcd  laces.  20  lord.  21  fill - 
try.  22  car.  23  Iced.  24Quickly,  prefent.'y. 
25  gather.  26  grow.  27  fatt.  2S  a  contraiftioii 
of  wiihcr.  29  dried.  30  fwcct.  31  flower.  32  enue]. 


POEMS. 


32/ 


The   cravant  33  warrloure,   and  the  wyfe  be 

blente  34,  [mcnt  35. 

Alyche  to  dric  awaye  wythe  thofe   theie   dyd  be- 

All-a-boon  36,  Syr  Prieft,  all-a-boon, 

Bye  yer  preeftfchype  novve  faie  unto  mee  ; 
Syr  Gaufryd  the  knyghte  who  ly  vcthe  haide  bie, 
Whie  fhoulde  hee  than  mee 
Bee  moe  greate, 
Inne  honnoure,  knyghthoode  and  eilate  ? 

iS_yr  Rogcrre. 
Attourne  37  thine  eyne  arounde  thys  haied  mee, 
Tentyflie  38  loke  arounde  the  chaper  ■^)  delle  40  ; 
An  anfwere  to  thic  barganette  41  liere  fee, 
Thys  welked  42  flourette  wylle  a  lefon  telle  : 
Arift  43  it  blew  44,  itte  florifhedaiid  dyd  wellc, 
Lokeynge  afcaunce  45  upon  the  naighboure  greene ; 
\et  with  the  deigned  46  greene  yttesrcnnome  47 
felle.  [playne, 

Eftjoones  4J?  ytte  fhronke  upon  the'daie-brente  49 
Diide  not  yttes  loke,  whileft  ytte  there   dyd 
flonde,  [hoaide, 

To  croppe   ytt  in  tlie  bodde  move  fomme  dred 
Syke  30  ys  the  waie  ot  lyffe  ;  the  loverds^i 

ente  5  2 
Mooveth  the  robber  hym  therfor  to  flea  53  ; 
Gyf  ihou  has  ethe  54,  tlie  fliadovve  of  contente. 
Beleive  the  irothe.55,  theres  none  moe  haile  56 
yan  thee.  [bee? 

Thou  wurcheft  57  ;  welle,canne  thatte  a  troble 
Slothe  moe  wuide  jade  thee  than  the  roughelt 

dale. 
Couldeft  thou  thekivercledjSof  foughlysjp  fee, 
'J'hou   wouldfl;  eftfoones    60   fee   trothc    ynne 
whatte  1  faie  ;  [thenne 

Botte  lette  me  heere  thie  waie  of  lyiVe,    and 
Heare  thou  from  me  the  lyifes  of  odher  menne. 
Mamie. 
I  ryfe  wythe  the  fonne, 
Lyche  hym  to  dryve  the  waync  61, 
Andeere  mie  v/urche  is  don 
I  fynge  a  fonge  or  twayne  62. 
I  foUowc  the-jilough-tayle, 
Wythe  a  longe  jubb  63  of  ale. 
Botte  of  the  maydens,  oh ! 
Itte  lacketh  notte  to  telle  ; 
Syr  prceftc  mote  notte  crie  woe, 
Culde  hys  bull  do  as  welle. 
I  daunce  the  befte  heie  djygnes64, 
And  foile  65  the  wyfeft  fey  goes  66. 

On  everych  feynftes  hie  dale 
Wythe  the  mynllrelle  67  am  I  feene, 


33  Coward.  34  ceafcd,  dead,  no  more.  35  la- 
ment. 36  a  manner  of  afking  a  favour.  37  turn. 
38  carefully,  with  circumfpecStion.  3(j  dry,  fun- 
burnt.  40  valley.  41  a  fong,  or  ballad.  4Z  wi- 
thered. 43  arifcn,  or  arofe.  44  blofl'omed.  45  dif- 
dainfully.  46  difdained.  47  glory.  48  quickly. 
49  burnt.  50  fuch.  51  lord's.  52  a  purfe,  or  bag. 
53  flay-  54  eaf<-'-  J5  truth.  56  hajipy.  57  work- 
eft.  58  the  hidden  or  lecret  nart  cf.  5_>  fouls. 
60  full  foon,  or  prefcntly.  ti  ear.  62  two.  63  a 
bottle.  64  a  country  dance,  Hill  prac'lifed  in  the 
north.  65  bittle.  06  a  corrtnirion  of /'.7.7j-.  67  a 
Eiinllrel  is  a  raulician. 


All  a  footeynge  It  awaie, 
Wythe  maydens  on  the  greene. 
But  oh  !  I  wyfhe  to  be  moe  greate, 
In  rennume,  tenure,  and  eftate. 
Syr  R'-gerrc. 
Kas  thou  ne  fecne  a  tree  uponnc  a  hylle, 
Whofe  unliHe  68  bruunces  69   rechcn  far   toe" 

fyghte ; 
When  luiied  70  iinwers  71  doe  the  heaven  fylle, 
Itte  fliaketh  deere  72  yn  dole  73  and  moke  af- 
fryghte.  [dyghte  76, 

Whyleil  the  congcon  74  flowrette  abeflie  75 
.Stondethc  unhuite,  unquaced  77  bie  the  fliorme  : 
Syke  is  a  picle  78  of  lyffe  :  the  manne  of  myghte 
Is  tenipcft-chatt  •](),  hys  woe  greate  as  hys  forme, 
Thiefelfe  a  flowrette  of  a  fmall  accounte, 
Wouldll:  harder  felle  the  wynde,  as  hygher  tliee 
dydfte  mounte. 

ELINOURE  AND  JUGA. 

Onne    Ruddeborne  i  bank  twa   pynynge  may- 
dens fate,  [clceie ; 

Their    tears  fafle  dryppeynge  to  the  waterre ; 

Ecchone  bemcntynge  z.  for  her  abfente  mate, 

Who  at  Seyntle  Albonns   Ihouke  the  morth- 
ynge  3  fpeare. 

The  nottebrowne  Elinoure  to  Juga  fayre  [eyne. 

Dydde  fpeke  acroole  4,  wythe  languUhment  of 
Lyche  droppes  of  pearlie  dew,  lemed  5  the  (j^uyv- 
ryng  brine. 

Elinoure, 

O  gentle  Juga !  heare  mie  dernie  6  plalntc. 

To  fvghte  for  Yorke  mie   love  ys  dyghi..;  7  in 
■ftele ; 

O  maie  ne  fanguen  fleine  the  whyte  rofe  pcyn(51:e, 

Mai  good  Seyndte  Cuthbertc  watche  Syrrc  Ro- 
bcrte  wele. 

Moke  moe  thanne  deathe  in  phantafie  I  fcele  ; 

Sec  !  fee  !  upon  the  ground  he  bleedynge  lies 
Inhild  8  fome  joice  9  of  lyffe,  or  elfe  mie  dearc  love 
dies. 

Syfters  in  forrowe,  on  thys  daife-ey'd  banke, 
Where  melancholych  broods,  we  wylle  lamente; 
Be  wette  wythe  mornynge  dewe   and    evene 

danke : 
Lyche  ievynde  10  okes  inecbc  the  odher  bente, 
Or  lyche  forlettenn  11  hallcs  of  merrimente, 
Whofe  gafllie    mitches  la  holde  the  train   of 

fryghte  13,  [the  nyghte. 

Where  lethale  14  ravens  bark,  and   owlets  wake 

\_E!inourc.~\ 

No  moe  the  myflcynette  15  fliall  wake  the  morne. 

The  minflrelle  daunce,  good  cheere,  and  mor- 

ryce  plaie ; 


68  Unbounded.  69  branches,  yo'furious.  71  tem- 
pefl:s,  ftorms.  72.  dire.  73  difmay.  74  dwarf.  75  hu- 
mility. 76  decked.  77  unhurt.  78  pidlure.  79  teni- 
peft-beaten. — i  Rudbcrne  (in  Saxon,  red  water), 
a  river  near  St.  Albans,  famous  for  the  battles  there 
fought  between  the  houfes  of  Lancafter  and  York, 
2  lamenting.  3  murdering.  4  faintly.  5  gliften- 
ed.  6  fad  complainr.  7  arrayed,  or  cafed.  8  in- 
fufe.  9  juice.  10  blafled.  11  forfaken.  12  ruins. 
13  fear.    14  deadly,  or  deathboding.     15    a  fijiiait 

.    X  iiii 
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THE   WORKS    OP   CH.ATTERTON. 


No  more  the  ambl)T;»c  palfrie  and  the  home 
Shall  from  the  leffcl  16  rnuze  the  foic  a  A'aie  ; 
I'll  fcclcc  the  forcftc  all  the  lyvc-lonjjo  Uaic  ; 
All  ncte  amongc  ihc  gravdc  chyrclie  17  glebe 
wyll  jjoe,  [of  woe. 

And  to  the  pafTante  Spryghtc?  ledturc  18  mic  talc 

Whan  mokic  19  cloudis  do  hangc  upon  the  Icme 
Of  Icden  20  moon,  ynn  fylvcr  mantels  uyghtc  ; 
'I'hc  tryppeygnc  faeries  wi  vc  the  golden  dremc 
Of  fclynefsii.whychc  ih'etliewythe  the  nyylite; 
Then  (bottc  the  fcyncks  forbyddel)  gif  to  a 

fpryte  [ftraughtc 

Syrr  Rychardcs  forme  ys  lypcd,  I'll  hold  dy- 

H)'»  blcdcynge  claic  coldc  corfc,  and  die  echc  daic 

ynn  thoughtc. 

Elinoure- 
Ah  woe  bementyngc  wordcs;  what  wordescan 

fliewc !  fl)lecdc 

Thou   limed  i\  ryver,  on  thie  linche  13  maic 
Champyons,   whofc    bloude  Wyllc  wytlie  thie 

waterres  flowe,  [dceJc  I 

And  Rudborne  ftrccme  be  Rudborne  ftrccmc  in- 

Hafte,  gentle  Juga,  tryppeyttc  oltc  the  mcadc. 

To  knowe,  or  whcder  wc  muftc  waile  agaync, 

Or  wythe  oure  fallen  knyghtes  be  mengcd   oime 

the  plain. 
Soc  fayinge,  lykc  twa  Icvyn-blafted  tresis, 
Or  twaync  of  cloudes  that  holdeth  (lormic  rayne ; 
Theie  moved  gentle  oere  the  dewie  mces  24, 
To  where  Seyn<fte  Albonsholii;  (hrynesremavne. 
There  dyd  theye  fyndc  tjiat  bothe  their  knyghtes 

were  flayne,  [bornes  fyde, 

Diftraughte  23  theie  wandered  to  fwollen  Rud- 

Yellcd  theyrc  leathalle  knclk',fonke  ynn  tlic  waves, 

and  dydc. 

TO  JOHNE  LADGATE 
(Si'it  tvith  ihcfollotvlngfon^e  to  JElla.) 

Well  thannc,  goodc  Johne,  fytthe  yttmuft  ncedes 

be  foe, 
Thatt  thou  and  I  a  bowtynge  match  mud  have, 
Lettc  ytt  ne  brcakynge  of  ouUie  friendfhyppc  bee, 
Thys  ys  the  onelie  all-a-booi!c  I  crave. 
Remember  Stowe,  the  Bryglrftov/e  Carmalyte, 
Who  whanne  John  Clarkyngc,oiic  of  niyckle  lore, 
Dydd  throwe  nys  gauntlcttc-penne,  wyth  hym  to 

fyghtt,  [niori. 

Hce  (hovvd  fmallc  wytte,  and  fhowd  hys  weaknefTc 
Thysysmie  formance,whychel  nowehave  wrytte, 
The  beft  performance  of  mie  lyttel  wytte. 

SONG  TO  .^LLA, 
JLorde  of  the  CoJlA  of  B>\J}oive  ynnc  tij'us  of  yore. 

Oh  thou,  orr  what  remaynes  of  thee, 

j^Ua,  the  darlyn/e  of  futurity, 
Lett  thys  mie  fongc  bold  as  thie  courage  be, 

As  everlaflynge  to  pofteritye. 
Wlianne  l"'acya's  foonnes,  whofe  hayrcs  of  bloudc 
redde  hue,  [ing  du<:, 

Lyche  kyngc-cuppes  braftyng  wythe  the  morn- 

x6  In  a  confined  rciirc.  a  birh  or  hjdgo,  though 
fonictime*  ufi'd  as  a  foreft.  17  church-yard.  18  r<-- 
late.  19  black.  20  detreafuig.  ix  happ-ncfs. 
;{a  glalTy.     23  baiik.     24  niecdt..     25  diilraCtcd.      ' 


Arraung'd  ynn  drcare  arraie, 

Uponiic  the  Ictliule  daie, 
Spreddc  farre  and  wyde  onnc  Watchcts  ih*re ; 

Than  dyddft  thou  fujioufe  flandc, 

And  hie  thie  valyante  hand 
Dccfprengedd  all  the  mces  wythe  gore. 

Drawn  hie  thyne  anlace  fcUc, 

Downc  to  the  depths  of  hcllc 

Thoufandcs  of  Dacyanns  went ; 

Bryflowannes,  mennc  of  myghtc, 

Ydar'd  t)ie  bloudic  fyghtc, 

And  acled  deeds  full  quent. 

Oh  thou,  whereer  (thie  bones  att  rcftc) 
Thyc  fpryie  to  liauntc  dcKghtcth  bciic, 

Whetherr  upponnc  thcbioudc-cmbrewtdd  pkyiie, 
Orr  wliarc  thou  kcnnll  fromni  farrc 
The  d^fmall  cry  of  warrc,  [fleyne; 

Orr  feeft  lomme    mountayne    made  of   corfe  of 

Orr  fecfl  tb:  hatchedd  ftede, 

Y])raunceynge  o"er  the  mede, 
And  neighe  to  be  anicnged  the  poynifteddfpccrcs; 

Orr  ynne  blacke  armourc  ftaulkc  arourde 

Emhattel'd  Bryftowe,  once  thie  grouade, 
And  glowc  ardurous  onn  the  C?ftle  lleers; 

Orr  fierye  round  tlie  mynllerr  gla.'e  j 

Lette  Bryllowc  llylle  be  made  thie  care  ;  [fyre  ; 

Guarde   ytt  fromme   foemcniic  and    confuniyugc 
l.yche  Avones  Ilreme  cnfyrkc  yttc  rounde. 
Me  leettc  a  flame  enharme  the  grounde, 

Tylle  ynne  one  flame  all  the  whole  world  c.xpyre. 

The  uriJerivritten  lines  were  compofcd  by  John  LjJgate  J 
a  i'r'icft  in  London,  and  fcnt  to  Rciulic,  at  an  j/i-  ' 
fti'cr  to  the  pnccJinj  Song,:  cf  yEllj. 

Havtngi  wythe  mouche  attcntyonn  redde 

What  you  dydd  to  mec  fend, 
Admyre  the  varfes  mouche  I  dydd, 

And  thus  an  anfwerr  iende. 

Amon'TS  the  G recces  Homer  was 

A  poctt  mouche  rcnownoc, 
Amongs  the  l.otyiis  Vyrjilius 

Was  belle  of  poets  lounde. 

The  Bryti.Ti  Merlynn  oftennc  hannc 

The  gyftc  of  infj  yiation. 
And  Aflcd  to  the  Scxonne  mennc 

Dydd  fynge  wythe  elocution. 

Ynne  Norman  tymes,  Turgotus  and 

Good  Chaucer  dydd  exceile, 
Then  Stowe,  the  BrygJitftowe  Carmelyte, 

Dvdd  bare  a«aie  the  beile. 

Nowc  Rowlie  ynne  thefe  moki':  dayc? 

Ltndes  owte  hys  fljecnyn^e  lyghtcs, 
And  Turgotus  and  Chaucer  lyves 
Ynncev'iy  lynche  ?irytcs. 

THE  TOURNAMENT. 

AN  INTERLUDE. 

Enfrran  Herarfde. 
THEfournament  hrgynnes;the  hammer  founde; 
'I'he  courferrs  lyfle    i  abou:   the   meiifurcdd  a 
fieldc  ; 

J  Spor:  or  play.     2  bounded,  or  meafured. 


P    O    E 

The  fhemrynje  armoure  throws   the  fhene  a- 

rounde ; 
Quayn^yffed  2     fons  3     depicftedd  4     onn  eche 
iheelde.  [am^clde  6, 

T.ie  feerie  5  heaulmets,  wythe  the  wreathes 
fUpportes  the  rampynge  lyoncell  7  prr  beare, 
Wythe  ftraunge  depydlures  8,  Nature  maie  nott 
Unfeemelie  to  all  orderr  doe  appere,  [yeelde, 
Yett  yatte  9  to  menne,  who  thyncke  and  huvc 
a  Ipryte  10 
Makes  knowen  that  the  phantafies  unryghte. 

I,  fonne  of  honnoure,  fpenccr  11  of  her  joies, 
Muile  fwythen  13  goe  to  yevc  13  the  fpeeres 

arounde,  [emploie, 

'W'ythe  advantayle  14.  and  borne  15  I  meynte  16 
Who   withoute  mee    woulde    fall    untoe    the 

groundc. 
Soe  the  tall  oake  the  ivie  twyfteth  rounde  ; 
Soe  the  nelhc    17   flowerr  grees  18  ynne    the 

woodeland  fiiade.  [founde ; 

•  The   worlde   hie    diffraunce    ys    ynne    orderr 

Wydhoute  unlikeneffe  nothynge could  bee  made. 

As  yrm  the  bowke  19  ncte  ao  alleyn  zi  can  bee 

donne, 
Syke  zz  ynn  the  weal  of  kynde  all  thynges  arc 

partes  of  onne. 

Enter  Syrr  Symonne  de  Bout  tonne. 
Herawde  23,  bie  heavenne  thefe  tylters  flaie 

too  long. 
Alie  pliantafie  ys  dyinge  forr  the  fyghte. 
The  mynftrelles  have  begoniie  the  thyide  warr 

fonge,  [fyghte. 

Yctt  nette  a  Ipeere  of  hcmm  24  hath  grcte  mie 
I  feere  there  be  ne  manne  wordhie  mie  myghte. 
I  lacke  a  Guid  25,  a  Wyllyamm  26  to  entylte. 
To  reine   27   anente  28  a  fele  29  enibodiedd 

knyghte,  [fpylte. 

Ytt  gettes  ne  rennome  30  gyff  hys  blodde  bee 
Bie  Heavenne  and  Marie  ytt  ys  tyme  they're 

here ;  [fpeare. 

I  lyche  nott  tinthylle   31   thus  to  wielde  the 

HeraivJe. 
Methynkes  1  hear  yer  flugghornes  32  dynn  Tf'i 

from  farre. 

Bourtomic. 
Ah  !   fwythenn    34  mie  fliielde   and  tyltynge 

launce  bee  bounde  35. 
J.ftfoones  36  behefte  3  7  mie  fquyerr  to  the  warre. 
]  flie  before  to  clayme  a  challenge  grownde. 

\Gccth  oiitc. 
Heraivde. 
Thic  valonrous  aAes  woulde  meinte  38  of  menne 

aftounde ;  [fyghte ; 

Harde  bee  yer  fhappe  39  encontrynge  thee  ynn 


t  Curioufly  devifed.  3  fancys  or  devices.  4  paint- 
ed, or  difplayed.  5  fiery.  6  ornamented,  enamel- 
led. 7  a  young  lion.  8  drawings,  paintings.  9  that. 
10  foul.  II  difpenfer.  12  quickly.  13  give.  14  arm- 
er.  I5burnifli.  16  many.  17  young,  weak,  ten- 
der. 18  grows,  iphody.  2onothing.  21  alone. 
32  fo.  23  herald.  24  a  contraction  of /«£>»'.  25  Gk/i? 
J:  SaiiHo  Egidio,  the  mofl  famous  tilter  of  his  age. 
a6  William  Rufus.  27  run.  28  againft.  29  fee- 
ble. JO  honour,  glory.  31  ufelefs.  32  a  kind  of 
claryon.  33  found.  34  quickly.  35  ready.  36  fooi:. 
37  command,     38  moft.     39  fate,  or  doom, 


M     S.  32f 

Ancnft  40  all  menne  thou  bereft  to  the  grounde, 
Lyche  the  hard  hayledothe  the  tall  rolhespyghte 

41. 
As  whanne  the  mornynge  fonne ydronks  the  dew, 
3yche  dothe  thie  valorous  a<5ls  droncke  4a  echc 
knyghte's  hue, 

THE  LYSTES. 

The  Kynge,  Syrr  Symonne  de  Bottrfonne,  Syrr  Htigt 
Ferraris,  Syrr  Raiiulph  Nc'ville,  Syrr  Lodovick  de 
Clyntoti,Syrr  Johnde  Berghumme,(t>idodherrinyghteSf 
Heratudcs,  JMynfirclles,  and Servytours  43, 

Kynge. 
The  barganette  43 ;  yee  mynllrelles  tune  the 
ftrynge,  [fynge. 

Somme   aiftyonn  dyre  of   antyante  kynges   now 

MynJlrclUs. 

Wyllamm,  the  Normannes  floure  botte  Englondes 

throne, 
The  nianne  whofe  myghte  delievretie  44  had 

knite  45, 
Snett  46  oppe  hys  longftrunge  bowe  and  fheelde 

aborne  47, 
Behefleynge  48  all  hyshommageres  49  to  fyghte. 
Goe,  rouze  the  lyonn  from  hys  hylted  50  denne, 
Let  thie  floes  5 1  drenche  the  blodde  of  anie  thynge 

bott  menne. 

Ynn  the  treed  forrefle  doe  the  knyghtes  appere; 

Wyllamm  wythe  myghte  hys  bowe  enyronn'd 
52  plies  53  ;  [eare; 

Loude  dynns  54  the  arrowc  yn  the  wolfynn's 

Hee  ryfeth  battent  ^^i,  roares,  he  pandtcs,  hec 
dyes. 

Forflaggenn  att  thie  feete  lett  wolvynns  bee, 
Lett  thie  floes  drenche  theyre  blodde,  bott  do  ne 
bredrenn  flea . 

Tlirowe  the  merke  56  fliade  of  twiftynde  trees 
hee  rydes;  [wynge; 

The  flemed  5  7  owlett  58  flapps  herr  eve-fpeckte 

The  lordynge6o  toadc  yn  all  hys  pafles  bides; 

The  bertcn  61  neders  62  att  hymm  darte  the 
ftynge  ; 

Styll,  Hylic,  he  pafles  onn,  hys  ftedeaftrodde. 
Nee  hcdes  the  daungerous  waie  gyff  leadynge  un- 
toe bloodde. 

The    lyoncel,    fromme    fweltrie  63    countries 

braughte, 
Coucheynge  binethe  the  flieltre  of  the  brierr, 
Att  comniynge  dynn  64  dothrayfe  himfelfc  dif- 

traughte  65, 
He  loketh  wyth  an  eie  of  flames  of  fyre. 
Goe,  fl;icke  the  lyonn  to  hys  hyltren  denne, 
Lette  thie  floes  66  drench  the  bloode  of  anic  thynge 

botte  mean. 


40  Againft,  41  pitched,  ot  bent  dov,'n.  42  drink. 
43  fervant,  attendants.  44  fong,  or  ballad.  45  ac- 
tivity. 46  bent.  47  burniihed.  48  commanding, 
49  fervants.  50  hidden.  51  arrows.  52  worked 
with  iron.  53  bends.  54  founds.  55  loudly.  56 
dark  or  gloomy.  J7  and  58  frighted  owl.  59 
maiked  with  evening  dew.  60  ftanding  on  their 
hind  legs.  61  venomous.  62  adders.  63  hot,  ful- 
tiy.    64  found,  noife.    6j  diftraded.    66  arrow*. 
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VythepafTent^Tfteppcthc  lyonnmov'thalonfrc; 
■Wyllanun  has  iroiitR-v/ovcn  bowc  lict  b«  nd-..s, 
Wythe  muyghtc  alythc  the   roghlyiit  68  rhon- 

dcrr  ftrongc ; 
The  lyonn  ynn  a  roai  t-  hys  fpry-.c  ft'orthc  fcndcs. 
Goc,  lltathc  lyoi.nyiiri  hysliloddc-llryn'd  diniic, 
Botcc  bcc  the  takcllf  Oy  drtc  iroiiim  bloddc  oi  od- 

hcrr  intnnc. 

Swcftc    from  the   thyckett   flarks   the    ftaggc 

awaic  ; 
The  couracicrs  70  as  fwcftc  doc  aftcrr  flie. 
HfC  Icpcthc  hie,  hex  ftondcs,  hee  kcpcs  att  baic, 
Bottc  metes  the  arrow,  and  eltfoouts  71    doth 

die. 
Forflagenn  atte  thic  fotc  lette  wyldebeaflesbee, 
Lettthie  floes  drenchc  yer  bloddc,  yett  do  ne  bre- 

drcnn  flee. 

Wythe  murthcr  tyrcdd,  hcc  fleyngcs  hys  bowe 

alyiic  72.  [flowers. 

The  flagge  ys  ouch'd  73  wythc  crowncs  of  hUic 

iVrouiide  theire  hcaulmcs  theie  grcene  verte  doe 

entwyne  ; 
Joying  and  rev'lous  ynn  the  fjrenc  %vodc  bowers. 
Forflagenn  wyth  ihic  floe  ktte  wyldf  beaflesbec, 
iFccilc  thee  upponne  theire  flcfhe,  doe  ne  thic  bre- 
dren  flee. 

Kyn^e. 
Now  to  the  Tournie  74;  who  wylle  fyrftc  af- 
fraie  75  ? 

IJerthaulie. 
Ncvylle,  a  baronne,  hce  yatte  76  honnoure  thyne. 

B^urtoime. 
I  clayme  the  paflagc. 

Nr-vylU. 
1  contake  77  thic  waic. 
Bouttor.r.c. 
Thcnn  there's  mie  gaurtlette  78  onn  mie  gaber- 
dyne  79. 

Hirehauldc. 
A  Iccgefull  80  challenge,  knyghtes  and  cham- 
pyonns  dynge  81, 
A  leegefuU  challenge,  lette  the  flugghorne  founde. 

[5jrr  Symuiir.r  ami  JScvylU  t \ Itc. 

Nevyll  ys  goeynge,  mannc  andhorfe.  toe  grounde. 

[Ne-Z'y'lf/.Uls. 

I^overdes,  howedoughtilie  Sj  the  tykerrs  joynel 

Ycc  champyounncs,  here   Symoniic   de    Bour- 

tonne  fyghtc^, 

Onn6  hcc  huthc  quaccdd  S3,  airaylc_84  hymm,  yce 

knyghtes. 

J'trrarij. 
I  wyll  anente  85  hymm  go ;  mie  fquierr,  niic 
fliickk;  [lcethc87. 

Orr  oniie   err   odherr    wyll    doe    niyckic   86 


67  Waiki.n^  Icifurcly.  68  rolling.  69  arrow. 
70  horfe  crurl'cre..  71  full  loon.  72  acrofs  his 
fiioulders.  7  !,  garland--  of  flowersbeiiig  put  round 
the  neck  of  tile  jjame,  it  wa«;  faid  to  bet^/i^V,  from 
ei/ct,  a  chain  worn  by  earls  round  their  necks.  74 
tournament.  75  fight,  or  encounter.  76  that.  77 
diff  utc.  78  glove.  79  a  piece  of  armour.  8c 
lawful,  Stwouhy.  Xz  furioiifly.  83  vanqtiiflicd. 
S4  oppofe.  85  agai-ifl.  86  much.  '  87  danisgc. 
^lilchicf. 


Before  I  doc  departe  the  lifledd  88  fieldc, 

Micfelfc  or  liourtonne  hereupponn  wyii  blcthe 
i!9.  Mie  ftiieldc, 

JBcurtonne. 

Comme  onne,  and  fittethie  tyltc-Uuncc  cthey). 
Whanne  Jiounonnc  fyghtcs,  hce  meets  a  dougbie 

foe.  ["^^'C^  '.V^''-      frrmruJjlL-ti^ 

Hce  faiieth  ;  nowe  bie   heavenne  thic  woundet 

doc  fmcthc  91  ;  [92, 

I  feere  mee,   i  Iv.ve  wioughte  thee  iryckJc  w«e 

Bourtonne  hys  fccondc  becreth  to  the  feelde. 
Comme  onn,  ye  knyghtes,  and  wynn  the  honour'd 
fheeld. 

Bcrghdrrme. 
I  take  the  challenge;  fquyrt.mielaunceandftcde. 
1,  Eourtoniie,  take  the  gauntlette  for  mee  ftaic. 
Botte,  gyff  thou  fyghtelle  nice,  thou  flialt  have 

mcde  93  ; 
.Somme  odherr  I  wylle  champyonn  toe  affraie  94; 
Ftrchauncc  fromme  l.emm  I  maie  po/Ttfsthcdaic, 
Then  I  fchalle  bee  a  I'oemanne  forr  thie  fpcrc. 
Hcrehawdc,  toe  thehankes  of  knyghtys  laic, 
De  Berghamme  wayteth  for  a  focmann  hcere. 

Clinton. 

Botte  longe  thou  fchalte  nc  tcndc  95  ;  I  doe  thee 

fie  96.  [launce  flie. 

Lychc  forrcying  97  levynn  98,  fchalie  mie  tylte- 

\_Bcrghamme  and  Clintori  tytte.      Clintonfdllethe. 

Berghamme. 

Xowe,   nowe,    Syrr  Knyghte,    attoure    99    thic 

becveredd  los  eye,  [thee. 

1  have  borne  downe,and  eftc  loi  doc  gauntlette 

Swythenne  loa  begynne,  and  wrynn  lOj  thi« 

fhappc  104  orr  myne  ; 
GyfTthou  dyfcomfytt,  ytt  wylle  dobblie  bcc. 

^Bour.'oiine  a/id  Ber^hnwmc-  tyltclh.   Berghamme  falls, 

Htraivde. 
Symonne  de  Bourtonne   havcth  borne  downc 

three, 
And  bie  the  thyrd  hatli  lionnoure  of  afourthe. 
Lett  hymm  bee  ktt  ai'ydc,  tyllc  hee  doth  fee 
A  tyltynge  forr  a  knyghte  of  gentle  woui  the. 
Heere  commcthc  ftraisngt  knyghtes  ;  gyfT  cor- 

tcous  105  heie  106, 
Ytt  wellcbefciesl07  to  ycvc  10$  henim  ryghtc 

of  fraie  109. 

Firfl  Knyghte. 
Straungers  wee  bee,  and  homblie  doc  wee  claym: 
The  rcimomcs  110  yn  thystourntic  11 1  forr  to 

tylte ;  [goo<l  name, 

Dherbie  to  proove  fromm  cravcntes  112  owrc 
Bewrynngc  113  that  wee  gentile  blodJc  have 

fpylte. 

Heratvde. 
Ycc  knyghtes  of  cortcfic,  thefe  flraungcrs,  faie, 
lice  you  loll  wyllyngc  forr  to  yevc  hcmm  fraie.* 


88  Bounded.  89  bleed.  90  cafy.  91  Imokc.  9} 
hurt,  or  damage.  93  reward.  94  fight,  or  engage. 
05  attend,  or  wait.  (;6  defy,  y;  and  98  dtfiroying 
lightning.  99  turn.  \<m  btawred.  ici  again, 
loj  quickly.  10;,  declare.  104  fate,  jc 5  worthy. 
106  they.  107  becomes.  108  give.  lug  fight. 
110  honour.  Ill  tournament,  iii  co -,■.•.; rd».  iij 
declaring. 
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[Fyve  knyghtes  tylt'eth  nuythethejlraunge  knyghte, 

and  bee  cuerichone  1T4  o'-jerthroivae. 

Boiirtonne. 

Nowe  bie  Seynfte  Marie,  gyfFonn  all  the  fielde 

Ycrufledxi5  fperes  and  helmetts  bee  btfprente 

116,  [iiylheeld, 

Gyff  everych   kny£;hte  dydd    houlde   a  piercedd 
Gyff  all  the    f'e'elde    wythe  chauipyonne   blodde 

bee  (lente  118, 
Yet  toe  encounterr  hymm  I  bee  conterite. 
Annodherr  iaiince,  Maiflialle,  anodherr  launce. 
Albyette   hee    wythe  loweiilp  of  tyre  ybrente 

1 20,  [advance. 

Yett    Eourtonne    woulde    agenfte    hys    valei2£ 
Fyve  haveth  fallenn  downe  anethe  122  hysfpeere, 
Botte  hee  fchalle  bee  the  next  that  falleth  here. 
Bie  thee,  Seyncle  Marie,  and  thy  Sonne  I  fweare, 
Thatt  ynn  whatte  place  yonn  doughtie  kayghte 

fliall  fall  [out  fpeere, 

Anethe  123  the  ftronge  pufh  of  mle  flraughte  124 
There  fchalle  aryfe  a  hallie  125  chyrches  wallc, 
The    whyche,    ynu    honnoure,    I    wylle    Marye 

calle,  [rounde. 

Wythe    pillars  large,  and  fpyre  full  hyghe  and 
And  thys  1  faifuUie  126  wylle  ftonde  to  all, 
Gyft'yonderr  ftraungerr  falleth  to  the  grounde. 
Straungerr,    bee   bouiiei27;    I   champyonn  laS 

you  to  warre. 
Sounde,    founde    the  flughornes,    to    bee  hearde 

frotnm  farre. 
\Eourtonne  and  the  Straunger  tylt.  Strannger fal- 
leth. 
Kyn^e. 
The  mornynge  tyltes  now  ceafe. 
Heraivde. 
Eourtonne  ys  kynge. 
Dyfplaie  the  Englyfhe  bannorre  onn  the  tente  ; 
Rounde  hymm,  yee  mynltrelles,  fongsof  achments 

I29fynge;  [13®; 

Yee  herawdes,  getherr  upp  the  fpeeres  befprente 
To  kynge  of  Tourney-tylte  bee  all  knees  bente. 
Dames  faiie  and  gentle,  for  your  loves  hee  foughte ; 
Forr  you  the  longe  tylte-launce,  the  fwerde  hee 

lliente  151.  [thoughte. 

Hee    jouftedd,    alleine  132    havynge     you    ynn 
Comme,  mynftrelles,  founde  the  Itrynge,  goe  onn 

eche  fyde, 
Whyleft  hee  untoe  the  Kynge  ynn  ftate  doe  ryde. 

Mynltrelles. 
Whann  Battayle,  fmethynge  1 33  withe  new-quick- 

enn'd  gore,  [hedde, 

Bendynge   wyth  fpoiles,    and  bloddie  droopynge 
Dydd  the  merke  134  woode  of  ethe  IJ5  and  reft 

explore, 
Seekynge  to  lie  onn  pleafures  downie  bedde, 
Pleafure,  dauncyng  fromm  her  wode, 
Wreathedd  wythe  fioures  of  aiglintine, 

1 14  Every  one.  115  broken,  fplit.  116  fcattered. 
117  broken,  or  pierced  through  with  darts.  118 
ftained.  Iipflames.  ijoburnt.  121  healm.'  122 
beneath.  I23againft.  124  Itretched  out.  125 
holy.  126  faithfully.  127  ready.  12S  challenge. 
129  atchievements,  glorious  atflions.  i-?o  broken 
fpears.  131  broke,  deftroyed.  132  only,  alone. 
133  frooking,  Itreamiiio-.  134  dark,  glocnay.  135 
eale. 


From  hys  vyfage  wafliedd  the  bloude, 
Hylte  136  hys  fwerde  and  gaberdyne. 

Wythe  fyke  an  eyne  fliee  fwotelie  137  hym  dydd 

view, 
Dydd  foe  ycorvenn  138  everrie  fliape  to  joie, 
Hys  fpryte  dydd  chaunge  untoe  anodherr  hue, 
Hys  armes,  ne  fpoyles,  mote  any  thoughts  emploie* 
All  delyghtfomme  and  contente, 
Fyre  eniliotynge  139  fromm  hys  eyne, 
Ynn  hys  armes  he  dydd  herr  hente  140, 
Lyche  the  merke  14I  plante  doe  entwynne. 
Soe,  gyff"  thou  loveft  pleafure  and  herr  trayne, 
Onknowlachynge  14*    ynn    whatt  place  herr  t« 
fynde,  [tayne^ 

Thys  rule  yfpende  143,  and  ynn  thie  mynde  re- 
Seeke  honnoure  fyrfte,   and    pleafaunce  lies  bc- 
hynde. 

BRISTOWE  TRAGEDIE. 

OR,  THE  DETHE  OF  SYR  CHARLES  BAWSIN. 

The  featherd  fongfter  chaunticleer 

Han  wounde  hys  bugle  home. 
And  tolde  the  earlie  villager 

The  commynge  of  the  morne : 

Kynge  Edwarde  fawe  the  ruddie  ftreakes 

Of  lyghte  eclypfe  the  greie  ; 
And  herde  the  raven's  crok)  nge  throte 

Froclayme  the  fated  dale. 

"  Thou'rt  ryght,"  quod  he,  "  for,  by  the  Godde 
"  That  fyttes  enthron'd  on  hyghe  I 

<'  Charles  Bawdin,  and  hys  fellowes  twaine, 
"  To  dale  ihall  fuielie  die." 

Thenne  wythe  a  jugge  of  nappy  ale 

Hys  knyghtes  dydd  onne  hymm  waite  ; 

"  Goe  tell  the  traytour,  thatt  to-daie 
"  Hee  leaves  thys  mortall  ftate.'' 

Syr  Canterlone  thenne  bendedd  lowe, 
Wythe  harte  brymm-fuUe  of  woe  ; 

Hee  journey 'd  to  the  caftle-gate. 
And  to  Syr  Charles  dydd  goe. 

But  whenne  hee  came,  hys  children  twaine. 

And  eke  hys  lovynge  wyfe, 
Wythe  brinie  tears  dydd  wett  the  floore. 

For  goode  Syr  Charlefes  lyfe. 

"  O  goode  Syr  Charles !"  fayd  Canterlone, 
"  Badde  tydyngs  I  doe  brynge." 

"  Speke  boldlie,  manne,"  fayd  brave  Syr  Charley 
"  Whatte  fays  the  traytor  kynge  ?" 

"  I  greeve  to  telle  ;  before  yonne  fonue 
"  Does  fromme  the  welkinn  flye, 

"  Hee  hath  uppon  hys  honour  fworne, 
"  Thatt  thou  flialt  fureRedie." 

"  Wee  all  muft  die,"  quod  brave  Syr  Charles  j 

*'  Of  thatte  I'm  not  afFearde  ; 

"  Whatte  bootes  to  lyve  a  little  fpace  ? 

"  Thanke  Jefu,  I'm  prepar'd  : 


136  Hid,  fecreted.  I37fweetly.  13S  m  i'.Med. 
139  ihooting,  darting.  140  grafp,  hold.  141  nigiit- 
fliade.     143  ignorant;  unknowing.     r43  conlider> 
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Butt  telle  thye  kynge,  for  royne  Lce*«  not, 

"  I'lle  looner  die  to-daie, 
"  Thanne  lyve  hys  (lave,  as  manic  are, 

"  Though  I  flioiilde  lyve  for  aic." 

Tken  Canterlone  hce  dydd  goc  out, 

To  telle  the  m;iior  ftraite 
To  gctt  all  thynges  ynnc  rciidynefs 

for  goode  SyrCharlcbCi  fate. 

Thennc  Maifterr  Canynge  faughte  the  k^nge, 
And  felle  down  oniic  hys  knee  ; 

*'  r;n  come,"  quod  liee,  "  unto  your  grace 
"  'I'o  move  your  clemencyc." 

Thennc  quod  the  kynge,  "  Youre  tale  fpeke  out, 
•'  You  have  been  much  oure  frienJe  ; 

"  Whatever  youre  requeft  may  bee, 
"  Wee  wylle  to  ytte  attciide.** 

/'  My  nobile  leige  I  alle  my  requeft, 

"  Ys  for  a  nobile  knyghte, 
'*  Who,  though  may  hap  hee  has  donne  \rronge, 

"  Hee  ihoughte  ytte  ftyllc  was  ryghte  : 

','  He  has  a  fpoufe  and  children  twaine, 

"  Alle  rewyn'd  are  for  aie  ; 
"  Yff  that  you  are  refolv'd  to  lett 

"  Charles  Bawdin  die  to-dai." 

"  Speke  not  of  fuch  a  tray  tour  vile,' 

The  kynge  ynn  furie  fayde  ; 
"  Before  the  evening  ftarre  doth  flieene, 

"  Biwdin  IhaJi  loofe  bys  hedde  : 

"  Juftice  does  loudlie  for  hym  calle, 
"  And  hee  llialle  have  hys  mtede  : 

"  Spskc,  Maifter  Canynge  1  whiitte  thynge  elfe 
"  Att  prefent  doe  you  neede  i" 

"  My  nobile  leige  I"  goode  Canynge  fayde, 

"  Leave  juftice  to  our  Godtlc, 
**  And  laye  the  yronne  rule  alyde  ; 

"  Be  thyne  the  oly ve  rodde. 

•'  Was  Godde  to  ferche  our  hertes  and  reines, 
"  The  heft  were  I'ynners  grete  ; 

"  Chrift'b  vicarr  only  knowes  ne  fyune, 
"  Ynne  alle  thys  mortall  ftate. 

"  Lett  mercie  rule  thyne  infante  reignf, 
"  'Twyfle  fafte  thye  crowne  fulle  lure ; 

•♦  From  race  to  race  thye  fimilie 
"  Alle  fov'reigns  fliall  endure  : 

*•  But  yff  wy the  bloode  and  flaughter  thou 

'•  Begiiine  thy  infante  reigno, 
*'  Thy  crowne  upponne  thy  childrennes  brows 

"  Wylle  never  long  remayne." 

**  Canynge,  awaie  I  thys  traytour  vile 
"  Has  fcorn'd  my  power  and  mee  ; 

"  Howe  canlt  thou  then  for  fuch  a  mannc 
"    ntrcatp  my  clemencye  ?" 

"  My  nobile  leige  !  the  trulie  brave 

"   Wylle  val'rous  adlious  prize, 
*'  Rcfpe<5l  a  brave  and  nobile  raynde, 

"  Although  ynne  enemies." 

"  Canynge,  awaie  !   By  Godde  ynne  Heav'n 
"  Thatt  dydd  mee  beinge  gyve, 

"  I  wylle  nott  tafte  a  bitt  of  breade 

"  Wliillt  thys  Syr  Charles  dothe  lyvc* 


"  By  Marie,  and  alle  Scindles  ynne  Heav'u, 
"  Tliys  funne  fliall  be  hys  iafte," 

Thctme  Cii«ynge  dropt  a  brinie  teare. 
And  fr6m  the  profciice  pafte. 

Wyth  herte  brymm-fulle  of  gnawynge  griff, 

Hee  to  Syr  (iharlcs  dydd  goc, 
And  lat  h>m(n  do^■.■^e  i^ponne  a  ftoole. 

And  tcares  begann?  to  flowe. 

"  Wee  all  muft  die,"  quod  brave  Syr  Charles  j 
"  Whatte  bcotes  ytte  howe  or  wlienuc  ; 

"  Dethe  ys  the  Uire,  iheccrtairie  fate 
"  Of  all  wee  mortall  mcnne. 

"  Saye  why,  my  frien  !e,  thie  honeft  foul 

"  Runns  over  att  thyne  eye  ; 
"  Is  ytte  ("or  my  moft  welcome  doome 

"  Thatt  thou  (loft  child-lykc  crye  ?" 

Quod  godlie  Canynge,  "  I  d«e  wccpe, 
"  Thatt  thou  foe  foone  muft  dye, 

"  And  leave  thy  fonnes  and  helplefs  wyfe  ; 
"  'Tys  thys  thatt  wettes  mync  eye." 

"  Thenne  drie  the  tears  thatt  out  thyne  eye 
"  From  godiie  fountaincs  fprynge  ; 

"  Dethe  I  defpife,  and  alle  the  power 
"  OfEdwarde,  traytour  kynge. 

"  Whan  through  the  tyrant's  welcom  means 

"  I  Ihall  refigne  my  lyfe, 
"  llie  Godde  I  ferve  wylle  foone  provydc 

"  For  bothe  mye  tonnes  and  wyfe. 

"  Before  I  (awe  the  lyghtfome  lunne, 

"  Thys  was  ap|>ointed  mee  ; 
"  Shall  mortall  raanne  repyne  or  grudge 

"   What  Godde  ordeynes  to  bee  ? 

"  Howe  oft  ynne  battaile  have  I  ftoode, 
"  Whan  thoufatids  dy'd  aroundc; 

"   Whan  fm'ikynge  (Ireemes  of  criirfon  bloode 
"  Imlrew'd  the  fattcn'd  grounde  : 

"  Howe  dydd  I  knowe  thr.tt  ev'ry  darte, 

''  Thatt  cutte  the  airic  waie, 
"  Myghte  nott  fynde  pafiage  toe  my  harte, 

"  And  clofe  myne  eyes  for  aie  ? 

"  And  fliall  I  nowe,  forr  fcere  of  dethe, 
"  Looke  wanne  and  Iiee  dy.maxde  .' 

"  Ne  1  fromni  my  herie  flic  childyflie  feere, 
"  Bee  alle  the  manne  difpidy'd. 

"  Ah,  goddelyke  Henrie  1   Ccddc  forefendr, 
"  And  guarde  thee  and  thye  lonnc, 

"  YIT 'tis  l)>b  wylle  ;  but  y(T 'tis  nott, 

"  Why  thennc  hys  wylle  bee  donnc. 

"  My  honeft  friende,  my  fiuilte  has  beene 
"    To  fer\'e  Godde  and  mye  prynce; 

"  And  thatr  I  no  lyme-fcrver  am, 

"  My  dethe  wylle  foone  convynce. 

"  Ynr.c  Londonnc  citye  was  I  borne, 

"  Of  parents  of  gretc  note  ; 
"  My  fadre  dydd  a  nobile  arme* 

"  Emblazon  onne  hys  cote  : 

"  I  make  re  double  butt  hee  ys  gore 
"   Where  foone  I  hope  to  goe  ; 

"  Where  wee  for  ever  fliall  bee  bleft, 
"  From  oute  the  reech  of  woe, 
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Hee  taughte  mee  juftice  and  the  laws 

"  Wyth  pitic  to  unite  ; 
And  eke  hee  tau^htc  mee  howc  to  knowe 

«  The  wronge  caufc  fromm  the  ryghte: 

Hee  taughte  mee  wyth  a  prudent  hande 

"  To  feede  the  hungrie  poore, 
Ne  lett  mye  farvants  dry ve  a  waie 

"  The  hungrie  fronime  my  doore : 

And  noDf  can  fayc  butt  alle  fnye  lyfe 

"  1  have  hys  wordyes  kept ; 
And  fumm'd  the  atlyonns  of  the  dale 

"  Eche  nyghte  before  fflept. 

I  have  a  fpoufc,  goe  a{kc  of  h<nr 

«  Yff  I  defyl'd  her  bcdde  ? 
I  have  a  kyn-;e,  and  none  can  lai'e 

"  Black  treafon  onne  my  hedde. 

Ynnc  Lent,  and  onne  the  holie  eve, 
"  Fromm  flelhe  I  dydd  refrayne  ; 

Whie  (hould  I  thenne  appeare  difmay'd 
"  To  leave  thys  worlde  of  payne  I 

Ne,  haplefs  Henrie !  I  rejoyce 

"  I  fhall  ne  fee  thye  dethe  ; 
Moft  vvillynglie  ynne  thye  jufl;  caufc 

"  Doe  I  refign  my  brethe. 

Oh,  fickle  people  f  rcwyn'd  londe  ! 

"  Thou  wylt  kenne  peace  ne  moe  ; 
Whyle  Richard's  fonncs  exalt  themfelves 

"  Thye  brobkes  wythe  bloude  wylle  flowe. 

Sale,  were  ye  tyr'd  of  godlie  peace 

"  And  godlie  Henrie's  reigne, 
Thatt  you  dyd  choppe  your  eafie  daies 
"  For  thofe  of  bloude  and  peyne  ? 
I 
['•  Whatte  though  I  onne  a  fledde  be  drawne, 

"  And  mangled  by  a  hynde, 
'"  I  doe  defye  the  traytor's  pow'r, 
"  Hee  can  ne  harm  my  mynde; 

j"  Whatte  though,  uphoifted  onne  a  pole, 
i         "  Mye  lymbes  fhall  rotte  ynne  ayre, 
i"  And  ne  ryche  monument  of  brafie 
I         "  Charles Bawdin's  name  fhall  bear; 

I"  Yett  ynne  the  holie  book  above, 
'         "  Whyche  tyme  can't  eate  awaie, 
!^  There  wythe  the  farvants  of  the  Lord 
1         "  Mye  name  Ihall  ly  ve  for  aie. 

;»«  Thenne  welcome  dethe  !  for  lyfe  eterne 

I  "  I  leave  thys  mortall  lyfe  : 

i»<  Farewell  vayne  worlde,  and  all  that's  dearc, 

[  "  Mye  fonnes  and  lovyngc  wyfe  ! 

!*•  Nowe  dethe  as  welcome  to  mee  comes 

"  As  e'er  the  moneth  of  Maic; 
j*  Nor  woulde  I  even  wyfhe  to  lyve, 

"  Wyth  my  dere  wyfe  to_Saie." 

Quod  Canynge,  "  'Tys  a  goodlie  thynge 

"  To  bee  prepar'd  to  die ; 
"  A.nd  from  thys  worlde  of  peyne  and  grefe 

"  To  Godde  ynne  heav'n  to  flie," 

And  nowe  the  belle  began  to  toUe, 

And  claryonnes  to  found ; 
tyr  Ckarles  hee  herde  the  horfes  feete 

A  prauncyng  onne  the  grouade ; 
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And  jull  before  the  ofKccrs 

His  lovynge  wyftr  came  ynne, 
Weepynge  unfeigned  teers  of  woe, 

Wythe  loude  and  dyfmalle  dynne. 

«  Sweet  Florence  !  nowe  I  praie  forbere, 

"   Ynn  quiet  lett  mee  die  ; 
"  Praie  Godde  chat  ev'ry  Chriftian  foule 

"  Maye  looke  onne  dethe  as  I. 

"  Sweet  Florence  !  why  thefe  brinle  teers  ? 

"  Theye  wafhe  my  foule  awaie, 
"  And  almoft  make  mee  wyfhe  for  lyfe, 

"  Wyth  thee,  fweete  dame,  to  fiaie, 

"  'Tys  butt  a  journie  I  Ihalle  goe 

"  Untoe  the  lande  of  blyfie  ; 
"  Nowe,  as  a  proofe  of  hufbande's  love, 

"  P-eceive  thys  holie  kyffe." 

Thenne  Florence,  fault'ring  ynne  her  faic, 
Tremblynge  thefe  wordyes  fpoke, 

"  Ah,  cruele  Edwarde !  bloudie  kynge  t 
"  Mye  herte  ys  welle  nyghe  broke : 

"  Ah,  fweete  Syr  Charles !  why  wylt  thou  g»e 

"  Wythoute  thye  lovynge  wyfe? 
"  The  cruelle  axe  thatt  cuttes  thye  necke, 

"  Ytte  eke  fhall  ende  mye  lyfe." 

And  nowe  the  officers  came  ynne 

To  bryngc  Syr  Charles  awaie, 
Whoe  turnedd  toe  hys  lovynge  wyfe. 

And  thus  to  her  dydd  faie  : 

"   I  goe  to  lyfe,  and  nott  to  dethe ; 

"  Trufte  thou  ynne  Godde  above, 
"  And  teache  thy  fonnes  to  feare  the  i^rde, 

"  And  ynne  theyre  hertes  hym  love  : 

"  Teache  them  to  runne  the  nobile  race 

"  Thatt  1  theyre  fader  runne ; 
"  Florence  !  fhou'd  dethe  thee  take — adieu  ? 

"  Yee  officers  leade  onne." 

Thenne  Florence  rav'd  as  anie  madde, 

And  dydd  her  treffes  tere ; 
"  Oh  fi;aie  mye  hufbande,  lorde,  and  lyfe  !"— • 

Syr  Charles  thenne  dropt  a  teare. 

'Tyll  tyredd  oute  wythe  ravynge  loude, 

Shce  fellen  onne  the  flore  ; 
Syr  Charles  exerted  alle  hys  myghte, 

And  march'd  fromm  oute  the  dore. 

Uponne  a  fledde  hee  mounted  thenne, 
Wythe  lookes  fuUe  brave  andfvvete; 

Lookes  thatt  enflione  ne  moe  concern 
Thanne  anie  ynne  the  flrete. 

Before  hym  went  the  council-mennc, 

Ynne  fcarlett  robes  and  golde, 
And  taffils  fpanglynge  ynne  the  funnc., 

Muchc  glorious  to  beholde: 

The  Freers  of  Seindle  Auguftyne  next 

Appeared  to  the  fyghte, 
Alle  cladd  ynne  homelie  rufTett  weedes. 

Of  godlie  monkyfh  plyghte  : 

Ynne  difTraunt  partes  a  godlie  pfaume 
Mofle  fweetlie  thcye  dyd  chaunt ; 

Bchyndc  theyre  backesfyx  mynftrelles  C<<niP: 
Wh«  tuj;'dtheltruii2e  batsmnt. 
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Thcnne  fyvc-and-nvcnty  archcri  came; 

Kchone  the  bowc  ilyild  bcnde. 
From  refcue  of  Kynge  I lenrics  friends 

Syr  CharLvs  ibrr  to  defend. 

Boldc  as  a  lyon  came  Sy-  Charles, 

Drawnc  onnc  a  cloth-layde  flfddc, 

Bye  two  hiackc  ftcdes  ynne  truppyngeK  white, 
Wytii  plumes  uponne  thcyre  hcdue  : 

Behyndc  nym  fyve-and-twrnty  moe 

Of  archers  ftroriKC  and  ftoutc, 
Wylh  bended  bowc  echone  ynnc  handc. 

Marched  ynnc  goodiie  route  : 

Seln<5le  Jamvjses  Freers  marched  next, 
Echonc  hys  parte  dyiid  chaunt ; 

Behyndc  theyre  badces  fyx  mynftrcllcs  came, 
Who  tun'd  the  ttrunge  bataunt : 

Thenne  came  the  maiorand  eldermennc, 
Ynnc  clothe  of  fcarlett  dcck't . 

And  theyre  attenJynjj  mtniic  echonc, 
Lykc  eaflernc  princes  trick't ; 

And  after  them  a  multitude 

Of  citizennsdydd  throngc; 
The  wyndowes  were  alle  fulle  of  heddes 

Ashee  dydd  pafle  alonge. 

And  whenne  hcc  came  to  the  hyghe  crofTe, 
Syr  Charles  dydd  turiie  and  faic, 

"  O  thou  thatt  favcft  manne  frommc  fynnc, 
"  Wafhe  myc  foule  clean  thys  dale  !" 

Att  the  grete  mynfter  wyndowe  fat 
Thekyngc  ynne  mycklc  flatc. 

To  fee  Charles  Bawdin  goe  alonge 
l"o  hys  mod  welconi  fate. 

Soonc  as  the  flcdde  drewe  nyghc  enowe 
Thatt  Edwardc  hee  my<ihte  hearc, 

The  brave  Syr  Charles  hee  dydd  flande  uppc, 
And  thus  hys  worJcs  declare  : 

"  Thou  fceft  me,  F.dwarde  !  traytour  vile  ! 

"  Expos'd  to  infamii. ; 
"  Butt  bee  affur'd,  difloyall  manne  ! 

"  I'm  grcaterr  nowe  thanne  thee. 

"  Bye  foule  proccedyngs,  murdrc,  bloudc, 
"  Thou  weareft  nowe  a  crowne ; 

"  And  haft  appoynted  m<-c  to  die, 
"  By  power  nott  thync  ownc. 

"  Thou  thynkcft  1  fliall  dye  to-daic ; 

"  I  have  bccne  dcdc  'till  nowe, 
"  And  fooiie  fhall  lyvc  to  wcare  a  crowne 

"  For  aie  uponne  my  browe  ; 

••  Whylfl:  thou,  pcrhapps,  for  fom  few  yearcs, 
"  Shalt  rule  thys  fickle  lande, 

"  To  Ictt  them  knowc  howe  wyde  the  rule 
"  'Twixt  kynge  and  tyrant  hande  : 

"  Thye  pow'r  unjufl,  thou  traytour  flave  ! 

"  .Snail  falle  onne  thye  owne  hcddc"— 
Fromm  out  of  hearyng  of  the  ky.^gc 

Departed  thenne  the  fleddc. 

KynfF.dwarde's  foul:  rufh'd  to  hys  face, 
Hcc  turu'd  hys  hcddo  iiwaic, 
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And  to  hys  brodcr  Glouccfter 

Hcc  thus  dydd  fpeke  and  liiic  . 

"  To  hyni  that  foe  much  dreaded  dethc, 

"  Nc  ghaftlie  terrors  biynge, 
"  Biho'dc  the  mannc  I  hee  fpake  the  truthc, 

"  Hee's  greater  thanne  a  kynge  !" 

"  Soe  lett  hym  die  I"  Duke  Richardc  tiydc  ; 

"   And  niaye  echonc  ourc  foes 
"  Bendc  downc  theyre  neckes  to  bloudic  asc, 

"  And  fecde  the  carryon  crowcs." 

And  nowe  the  horfes  gentile  drcwc 

.Syr  Charles  uppc  the  hyghe  hylle; 

The  axe  dydd  glyfkcrr  ynne  the  funnc, 
His  pretious  bloudc  to  fpylle. 

Syr  Charles  dydd  uppc  the  fcaffold  goc. 

As  upjie  a  gilded  carre 
Of  vietorye,  bye  val'rous  chiefs 

CJayn'd  ynnc  the  bloudic  warrc  : 

And  to  the  people  hee  dyd  faic, 

"  Beholde  you  fee  mee  dye, 
"  For  fervynge  loyally  mye  kynge, 

"  Mye  kynge  moft  ryghtfullie. 

'•  As  longe  as  Edwarde  rules  thys  landc, 
"  Nc  quiet  you  wvllc  knowc  : 

"  Your  fonnes  and  hufbandes  (hallc  bee  flaync, 
"  And  brookes  wythe  bloudc  fhall  flowc. 

"  You  leave  your  goode  and  lawfulle  kynge 

"  Whcnne  ynne  advcrfitye  ; 
"  Lyke  mee,  untoc  the  true  caufc  ftyckc, 

"  And  for  the  true  caufc  dye." 

Thenne  hee,  wyth  preefles,  uponne  hys  knees, 
A  pray'r  to  Godde  dyd  make, 

Bcfcechynge  hyni  unto  hyinfelfe 
Hys  partynge  foule  to  take. 

Thenne,  kneclyngc  downe,  hee  layd  hys  heddc 
Moil  feemlie  onne  the  blocke; 

U'hyche  fromme  h's  bodie  fayrc  at  once 
The  able  heddes-manne  ftroke  : 

And  oute  the  blonde  beganne  to  flowc. 
And  roundo  the  fcaffolde  twyne  ; 

And  tcarcs,  enow  to  wafhe't  awaie, 

Dydd  flowc  fromme  each  mann's  cyne. 

The  bloudic  axe  hys  bodie  fayre 

Ynnto  fourc  partes  cuttc  ; 
And  cv'rye  parte,  and  eke  hys  heddc, 

Uponne  a  pole  was  putte. 

One  parte  dyd  rotte  onne  Kynwulph-hyllc, 
One  onne  the  mynller-towcr. 

And  one  from  off  thit  c.tflle-gatc 
Tlie  crowcn  dydd  devoure  : 

The  other  onne  Scyndc  Powle's  goode  gate, 

A  drecry  fpedlaclc  ; 
Hys  heddc  was  pLc'd  onnc  the  hyghe  croffe, 

Ynne  hyghc-ftxeete  mofl  nobile. 

Thus  was  the  endc  of  Bawdin's  fate  : 
Oodric  profper  longe  cure  kynge. 

And  gr?.nte  hcc  mayc,  wy;h  Bawdin's  foule, 
Yniiu  hcav'n  Godd's  mcrcic  fyngc  ! 


P    o 


^LLA : 


rf  Tragycal  interlude,  or  Difcoorfeytij[  Tragedy. 
1  Wrotenn  hie  Thomas  Rowleie  ;  Plaiedd  before 
[    Mafre   Canyngc,  atte  hys  Honvje  iiempte  the 

Rudde  Lodge ;  alfor  before  the  Duke  of  Nor- 

folck,  yohaii  Hoivard. 

PERSONNES  REPP.ESENTEDD, 

[Ella,  He   Thomas  Howleie,  Frec/le,  the  AuB- 

1  hojtr. 

j]ELMONDE,  Johan  Ifcnmm,  Prrejlr-. 

jiuRRA,  Syrr  Thybbotte  Gorges,  Knyghte. 

5iRTHA,  JXIaJlre  Ed'warde  Cuuynge. 

Oderr  Partes  b'le  Knyghtes  Mynflrelles. 

EPISTLE  TO  MASTRE  CANYNGE,  ON 

^LLA. 

i  .'Tys  fonge  bie  mynftrelles,  thatte  yn  auntyent 
tym. 
Whan    reafonn'hylt  i    herfalfe    in   cloudes  of 

nyghte. 

The  preefte  delyvere/l  alle  the  lege  2  yn  rhym ; 

Lyche  peyn(?ted3  tyltynge  fpeares  to  pleale'the 

'yshte,  [dere5, 

1   The  whycheyn  yttesfelle  ufe  doe  make  mok.e4 

[lyk  dyd  theire  auncyante  lee  deftlie  6  delyghte 

theeare. 

I 

Perchaunce  yn  vyrtues  gate  7  rhym  mote  bee 
'  thenne, 

Butte  efte  S  nowe  flyeth  to  the  odher  fyde  ; 
I  In  hallie'9  preefte  apperes  the  ribaudesio  penne, 
'   Inne  lithieii    moncke  apperes  the  barronnes 
I  pryde:  [teethe, 

I   But  rhym  wyth  fomme,  as   nedere  12  without 
itake  pleafaunce  to  the  fenfe,  botte  maie  doe  lyt- 
tel  fcathe  I3. 

,  Syr  Joline,  a  knyghte,  who  hath   a  barne  of 
lore  14, 
Kenns  15   Latyn  at  fyrft  fyghte  from  French  or 
Greke,  [more, 

Pyghtethe  11?  hys  knowlachyngeiy  tenyeres  or 
To  rynge  upon  the  Latynne  worde  to  fpeke. 
;   Whoever  fpeke  the  Englyfch  ys  defpyfed, 
rhe  Englyfch  hym  to  pleafe  mofte   fyrfte  be  La- 
tynized. 

Vevyan,  a  moncke,  a  good  requiem  iS  fynges : 
Can  preache  fo  wele,  eche  hynde  19  hys  me- 

iieynge  kiioves; 
Albeytte  thefe  gode  guyfts  awaie  he  flynges, 
Beeynge  as  badde  yn  veai  fe  as  goode  yn  profe. 
Hee  fynges  of  fey nifles  who  dyed  for  yer  Godde, 
Lverych  wynter  nyghte  afrefche  he  llieddes  theyr 

bloode. 

To  maydens,  hufwyfes,  and  unlored  20  dames, 
Hee  redes  hys  tales  of  merryxnent  and  woe. 


I  Hid,  concealed.  2  law.  3  painted.  4  much, 
(hurt,  damage.  6  fweetly.  7  caufe.  Soft.  9 
loly.  lo  rake,  lewd  perfon.  1 1  humble.  12  ad- 
ier.  13  hurt,  damage.  14  learning.  15  knows. 
<J  plucks,  or  tortures.  17  knowledge.  18  a  fer- 
'ice  ufed  oyer  the  dead.  lopeafaat.  ao  un- 
earned. 
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Loughe  21  loudlie  dynneth  as  from  the  dolte  23 

adrames  24 ; 
He  fwelles  on  laudes  of  fooles,  though  kennesac 

hem  foe. 
Sommetyme  at  tragedie  theie  laughe  and  fynge. 
At  merrie  yaped  %S  fage  27  fomme  hard-drayned 

water  brynge. 

Yette  Vevyan  ys  ne  foole,  beyinde  28  hys  l)'nes. 
Geotroie  makes  yearfe,  as  handycraftes  theyr 

ware  ; 
Wordes   wythoute   fenfe  fuUe  groffyngelye  29 

he   tvvynes, 
Corteynge  hys  ftorie  off  as  wythe  a  (heere ; 
Waytes  monthes  on  nothynge,   and   hys  ftorie 

donne, 
Ne  moe  you  from  ytte   kenn,   than  gyfjo  you 

neere  begonne. 

Enowe  of  odhers  ;  of  miefelfe  to  write, 
Requyrynge  whatt  I  doe  notte  nowe  poflefs. 
To  you  I  leave  the  taike;  I  kenne  youre  myghte 
Wyll   make    mie    faultes,    mie    raeynte3z    x& 

faultes,  be  lefs. 
iEUa  wythe  thys  I  fende,  and  hope  that  you 
Wylle  from  ytte  cafte  awaie,   whatte  lynes  maie 

be  untrue. 

Playes  made  from  hal!ie3a  tales  I  holde  un- 

meete ; 

.    Lctte  fomme  greate  ftorie  of  a  manne  be  fonge  ; 

Whanne,  as  a  manne,  we  Godde  and  Jefustrea.te* 

In    mie   pore   mynde,    we  doe  the   Godhedde 

wronge. 
Botte  lette  ne  wordes,  whyche  droorie33  mote 
ne  heare. 
Bee  placed  yn  the  fame.  Adieu  untylle  anere34. 

Thomas  Rowleie. 

LETTER   TO  THE  DYNGE  MASTRE 
CANYNGE. 

Straunge  dome  ytte  ys,  that,  yn  thefe  dales  of 

oures, 
Nete  35  butte  a  bare  recytalle  can  hav  place ; 
Nowe  Ihapelie  poefie  haft  lofte  yttes  powers,  * 
And  pynant  hyftorie  ys  onlie  grace  ; 
Heie  2,^  pycke  up  wolfome  weedes,  ynftedde  of 

flowers, 
And  famyiies,  ynftedde  of  wytte.  theie  trace; 
Now  poefie  canne  meete  wyhe  ne  regrate  37, 
VVhylfte  profe,  and  herehaughtrie3S,  ryfeyn  eft'ate, 

Lette   kynges   and    rulers,    when    heie  gayne  a 

throne, 
Shewe  what  theyre  grandficres,  and  great  grand- 

lleres  bore, 
Emarfchalledarmes,  yatte,  ne  before  theyre  owne. 
Now  raung'd  wyth  whatt  yeir  fadres  han  before  ;  * 
Lette  trades  and  toune  foick,  Ictt  fyke  ^^  thynges 

alone, 
Ne  fyghte  for  fable  yn  a  fielde  of  aure  ; 

21  Laugh.  22  founds,  23  foolilli.  24  ^nuris, 
25  knows.  26  laughable.  27  tale,  jeft,  28  be- 
yond. 29  foolinily.  30  if.  31  many.  32  holy. 
:>,2,  Itrange  perverfion  of  words.  Draorie,  in  its 
ancient  firnification,  i\.QoAi<jr  modcjiy.  34  another 
35  nought.  36  they.  37  elteeiu.  38  heraldry. 
39  fucij,  ' 


33!* 

Seldomm,  or  never  are  armes  vyrtucs  mcde, 
Shce  nillj'ngc40  to  take  m)ckle4i  aic  dothe  hede. 

•A.  man  afcaunfe  upponn  a  piece  maye  looke. 
And  fluke  hys  hcdde  to  llyrrc  hys  rede  42  aboute  ; 
Quod  lie,  pyf  I  alkauntpd  ocre  tliys  booke, 
Schulde  Jynde  thcrcyii  that  trouthe  js  left  wyth- 

outc; 
Eke,  pyf  43  ynto  a  vew  pcrcafc44  I  tookc 
The  longe  bcaderoUe  of  al  the  wrytynge  route, 
AlVerius,  Ingolphus,  Torgolie,  Dedde, 
Thorow  hem  45  al  iiete  lyche  ytt  1  coulde  rede. — 

rardon,  yce  Craiebarbcs4(5,  gyff  I  faie,  onwifc 
Yec  arc,  to  flytke  fo  cloft  and  byrmarclic47 
To  hyftoric  ;  yon  doe  ytte  tooc  muclic  pryze, 
Whychc  amemifed  48  thoughtcs  of  potfie  ; 
Somme  drybblette49  fnareyou  fljouide  toyattc  58 

afyfi  51, 
Nott  makynge  everyche  thynge  bee  hyftorie  ; 
Inftedde  of  mountynge  onn  a  wyngcd  horfe, 
You  onn  a  louncy  51  dryve  yn  doiefull  courfc. 

Cannyngc  and  I  from  common  courfc  dyfTente  ; 
Wee  ryde  the  ftedc,  botte  ycv  to  hym  the  reenc ; 
J^e  wylle  betweene  crafed  molterynge  bookes  be 

pente,  [ilieene ; 

lotte  foare  on  hyghe,  and  yn  the  fonne-beemcs 
And  where  wee  kcnne  fonime  ifhad  54  flourcs  be- 

fprente, 
We  take  ytte,  and  from  oulde  roufte  don  ytte  clene ; 
Wee  wylle  ne  cheynedd  to  one  pafrure  bee, 
Botte  foraetymes  foare  'bove  trouthe  of  hiilorie. 

Saie,  Canynge,  whatt  was  vearfe  yn  dales  of  yore  ? 
Fyne  thougutes,  and  couplettes  fctyvelie  54  bc- 

wryen55, 
Notte  fyl'.u  as  doe  annoie  thys  age  fo  fore, 
A  keppened  poyntelle  56  reflynge  at  eche  lyre. 
Yerfc  maie  be  goode,  botte  pot-fie  wantcs  mure, 
An  onlift  57  lefturn  58,  and  a  fonge  adynge  59  ; 
Accordyngc  to  the  rule  i  have  thys  wroughtc, 
GyfTytt  pleafe  Canynge,  I  care  notte  a  groate. 

The  thynge  ytts  mode  bee  yetfelf  owne  defenfe  ; 
Som  metre  maie  notte  pkafe  a  womannes  ear. 
Canynge  lookes  notte  for  poelie,  botte  fenfe  ; 
v'ind  dygnc,  and  wordie  thoughtes,  ys  all  hys  care. 
Cunynge,  adieu  1    I  do  you  greete  Irom  heiice  ; 
Full  foone  I  hope  to  ta!te  of  your  goodcheere; 
r;oode  Bylhoppc  Carpynter  liyd  l>yd  mee  faie, 
fice  wyfthe  you  heaithe  and  felinelle  for  aie. 

T.  ROWLEIE. 

ENTRODUCTIONNE. 

Somme  cherifaunce  60  it  ys  gentle  mynde. 
Whan  heie  have  chevyced  61  theyre  londe  from 
bayne  62, 


1  4oUnwiliing.  41  much.  4:  wifdom,  coun- 
cil. 4J  if.  44  perchance.  45  them.  46  Gray- 
beards.  47  curioudy-  4?  leflened.  49  fmail. 
50  that.  51  allow.  5:  cart-horfe.  53  broken. 
^4  elegantly.  55  declared,  cxprcfTcd.  56  a  pen, 
ufrd  metaphorically  as  a  mufc  or  genius.  57  bound- 
lets.  5S  fubje(fl.  59  nervous,  worthy  (,f  praife. 
tfci  comfort.     61  prclerved.     '6i  r'lin. 
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THE   WORKS  OFCHATTERTON, 


Wiian  thtie  ar  dcdd,  thee  leave  yer  name  b?hynd*, 
And  thyre  goode dcedcsdoe  on  the  carthe  rcmaync  1 
Downe   yn  the  grave  wee  ynhymc  6j    everyche 

flcync, 
VVhylcft  al  her  gentlencfle  ys  made  to  flicene, 
Lyche  fetyve  baubeU  C>4  gtafonne  65  to  be  I'cene. 

yEllathc  wanlenne  of  thys  66  caftclU"  ftede, 
Whyleft  Sixonsdyd  the  Enplyfch  fccptrc  fvaie, 
Who  nndc  whole  troupes  of  bacyan  men  to  blede. 
Then  fccl'ddS  hys  eyne,   and  feeled   hys  cync  for 

aic. 
Wee  rowze  hym  uppe  before  the  judgment  daic, 
To  laie  what  he,  as  clergyond  69  can  kenne, 
And  howe  hce  fojourned  m  the  vale  of  men. 

CELMONDE,  ATT  BRYSTOWE. 

Bekore  yoimeroddiefonne  hasciroovehyswayne 
Throwe  halfe  hys  joornie,  dyghte  yn  giics  1  of 

poulde, 
Mee,  happelefs  mee,  hee  wylle  a  wrctche  be- 

houlde, 
Micfelfc,  and  al  that's  mync,  bounde  ynne  myf- 

chaunces  chaync. 

Ah,  Birtha  1    whie  dydde  natyre  fr^me   thee 

fayre  ?  [wrecne  } 

Whie   art  thou  all  that  poyntelle  2  canno  be- 
Whie  art  thou  not  as  coarfc  as  odhers  are  ? — 
Botte  thenri  thie  foughle  woulde  throwe  thy 

vyfage  Hieene, 
Yatt  ll;emres  onn  thie  comelie  femlykeene4, 
Lyclie   nottcbrowne    cloudes,    whann   bie    the 

fonne  made  reddc, 
Orr    fcarlette,    wythe    waylde    lynnen    clothe 

y  wreene  5,  [fpredde. 

Syke  6  woulde   thie  fpryte  upponn  thie   v)fag« 
Thys  dale  brave  ^tlla  dothe   thyne  honJe  and 

harte 
Clayme  as  hys  owne  to  be,  uhyche  nee  fromm 

hys  mode  parte. 

And  cann  I  lyve  to  fee  herr  wythe  anerc  7  I 
Ytt  cannotte,  niulle  notte,  naie,  ytt  thall  not 

bee.  [beere, 

Thys  nyghte  I'll  putte  ftronge  poyfonn  ynn  the 
And  liymm,  herr,  and  myfelfe,  attenes  S    wyll 

flea.  [tcnde, 

Aflyll   mee,  helle  I     lett    devylles  roundc  raee 

To  fleamicfelfe,  mie  love,  and  eke  mie  doughtier 

friende. 

^LLA,  BIRTHA. 

Notte,  w  hanne  the  hallie  pricfte  dyd  make  taty< 

knyghte,  1 

Bleflynge  the  weaponnc,  tcllynge  future  dedc,    i 

Howe  bie  mie  honde  the  prevyd  10  Dane  fhoulde  , 

bUde,  (fyghtejl 

Howe  I  fchulde  often  bee,  and  often  wynne,  ynn 


6,1  Inter.     64  jewels.      65.     rare.      66  Briftol* 
67  calUe.     6S  clofed.     69  taught. — i  Robes,  man- 
els,     aipcn.     3  exprefs.     4  countenance.  1 5  co- 
vered,   ft  fiich.    7  another,    S  at  once,    p  mighty- 
.  10  h;  r  17,  valorous. 
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Nolte,  whann  I  fyrfte  beiielde  thie  beauteous 

hue, 
Whyclie  ftrooke  mie  m)'nde,  and  rouzed  niie 

Ibfter  foule  ; 
Nott  whann  from  the  barbed  horfe  yn  fyghte 

dyd  viewe 
The  flying  Dacians  o'er  the  wyde  phiyne  roule, 
\Vhan  all  the  troopesof  Denmarque  made  grete 

dole, 
Dydd  I  tele  joie  u-yth  fyke  reddouveii  as  nowe, 
Whann  halliepri  eit,  thclechemanneof  the  loule, 
Dydd  knytte  us  both  ynn  a  caytylnnede  12  vowe: 
Mow  hciUie  j^llla's  lelyrf-fle  js  grate; 
Sihap  13  haveth  nowe  ymade  hys  woes  for  to  em- 
mate  14. 

Birtha. 
My  lorde  and  hufbamie,  lyke  a  joie  ys  myne  \ 
Eotie  maydcn  modeliie  moi.f  ne  foe  faie, 
•-Albeytte  thuu  mayeft  rede  ytt  ynn  myp.e  eyne, 
Or  ynn  myne  harte,  where  thou  fljalt  be  for  aie  ; 
Iiine    fothe,  I    have    botte    meeded   oute    thie 

faie  15  ; 
For  twelve  tyraes  twelve  the  mone  hathe  bin 

yblente  16, 
As  manie  tymes  hathe  vyed  the  godde  of  dale, 
And  on  the  graffe  herlemesi7  ot  lylverr  fente, 
Sythethou.dydft  cheefe  mee  for  thie  fwotetobce, 
Enadlynge  ynn  the  fame  moft  faietulhe  to  mee. 
Ofte  have  I  feene  thee  atte  the  none  -daie  feafte, 
Whanne    deyfde    bie  thiefelfe,    for   wante    of 

pheeresiS,  [jeafte, 

Awhylft   thie    merryemen   dydde   laughe    and 
Onn  mee  thou  femeft  all  eyne,  to  mee  all  eares, 
Thou  wardeft  mee  as  gyff  ynn  hondred  feeres, 
•  Aleft  a  daygnousip  looke  to  thee  be  fente. 
And  offrendes  20  made  mee,  moe  thann  yie  com- 

pheeres, 
Offe  fcarpes2i   of   fcarlette,    and   fyne  para- 

mpnte  22 ; 
All  thie  yntente  te  pleafe  was  lyfled  23  to  mee, 
I  faie  ytt,  1  mofte  ftreve  thatt  you  ameded  bee. 
JElla. 
Mie  lyttel  kyndnefles  whyrhe  I  dydd  doe, 
Thie  gentlenefs  doth  corven  them  fo  grete, 
Lyke  bawfyne  24  olyphauHtes25   mie   gnattes 

doe  fliewe  ;  [mate  26. 

Thou    dofte  mie  thoughtes  of  paying  love  a- 
Botte  hann  my  aiflyonnes  ftraughte  a;  the  rolle 

of  fate, 
Pyghte   thee  fromm  hell,  or  broughte  heaven 

down  to  thee,  [feete, 

Layde  the  whol    wurlde  a  falldftole  att   thie 
On  fmyle  woulde  be  fuffycyll  mede  for  mee. 
I  amm  love's  borro'r,  and  canne  never  pale. 
But  bee  hys  borrower  ftylle,  and  thynne,  mie 

fwete,  for  aie. 

Birtha. 
Love,  doe  notte  rate  your  achevmentes  zS  fpe 

fmalle ; 
As  I  toe  you,  fyke  love  untoe  mee  beare ; 


II  Violence.     12  binding,  enforcing.  13  fate. 
I4leffen,  decreafe.  15  faith.   16  blinded.   17  lights, 

rays.     iS  fellows,  equals.     Ipdifdamful.  2opre- 

fents,  offerings.       zifcarfs.       22  robes  of  fcarlct. 

23  bounded.       24  large.      25  elephants.  2(5  de- 
firoy.     27  ftretched.     28  fervices.       ' 
Voi.  XL 


For  nothynge  parte  vville  Birtha  ever  call, 
Ne  on  a  foode  fr^m  heaven  ihynke  to  rh  ere, 
As  farr  as  thys  frayle  brutvUc  flelch  wylle  fpere. 
Syke,  and  nc  fardher  I  expetfle  of  yon  ; 
Be  notte  toe  flacke  yu  love,  ne  ovTdeare  ; 
A  fmalle  fyre,  yan   a  loude  flame,  proves  more 
true. 

JElla. 
Thie  gentle  wordis  d-ot  ihie  volunde  29  kenne 
To  bee  moe  clergionde  thann  ys  ynn  meynfle  of 
menne. 

iELLA,  BIRTHA.,  CELMONDE,  MYN- 
STRELLES. 

Celmonde. 
Alle  bltflynges  fiiowre  on  gentle  jEIla'shedde  ! 
Olt    maje    the    monne,    yn   lylverr    Iheenynge 

ly^hte, 
Inne  varied  chaunges  varyed  blefljngcs  fliedde, 
Bclprengeynge  far  abrode  milchauiices  nyghte; 
And  thou,  fayre  Birtha  I  thou,  fayre  dame,  fo 

bryghte, 
Long  mayeft  thou  wytb  ./Ellafyndemuche  peace, 
Wythe  lelynefl'e,  as  wythe  a  roabe,  be  dyghte, 
Wyth  everych  chaungynge  mone  new  joics  en- 

creafe  ! 
I,  as  a  token  of  mie  love  to  fpeiike. 
Have  brought  you  jubbes  of  ale,  at  uyghte  youre 
brayne  to  breake. 

JElla 
Whan  fupperes  pafte  we'lk  drenche  youre  ale  foe 

Itronge, 
Tyde  lyfe,  tyde  death 

Celmonde, 
Ye  niynilrelles,  chaunt  your  forge. 

Mynflrelles  Songe,  bie  a  Marine  and  Womannf. 

Ma;ine. 
Tourne  thee  to  thie  flicpflerr  30  fwayne  ; 
Bryghte  fonne  has  ne  dronke  the  dewc 
From  the  floures  of  yellowe  hue  5 
Tourne  thee,  Alyce,  backe  agayne. 

Womanne. 
ITo,  beftoikerre  31,  I  wylle  goe, 
Softlie  tryppynge  o'ere  the  mees32, 
Lyche  the  fylver-footed  doe, 
Seekeynge  flielterr  yn  grepe  trees. 

Maiir.e. 
See  the  mofs-growne  daifey'd  banke  ; 
Pereyngf  ynne  the  itreme  belowe  ; 
Here  we'lle  fytte,  yn  dewie  danke  ; 
Tourne  thee,  Alyce.  do  notte  goe. 

IVomamie, 
I've  hearde  erfte  mie  gran<(ame  faie, 
Younge  damoyfelle<;  fchulde  ne  bee, 
Inne  the  fwotie  moonthe  of  Maie, 
Wythe  yonge  menne  bie  the  grene  wode  treg, 

Miinne. 
Sytte  thee,  Alyce,  fytte  and  harke, 
Howe  the  ouzle  33  chauntes  hys  noate. 
The  ehelandree  34,  greie  morr  iarke, 
Chauntynge  from  theyre  lyttel  throate  ; 


29  Memory,  anderftanding.  3o(he!iherd.  31  de^ 
ceiver.  32  meadows-  33  The  b.<ickbird.  _^4gold» 
.nch 
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THE    "VTORKS   OF   CHATTERTON. 


IVomiinne- 
1  heare  them  from  fcbc  grcnc  wtxle  tree, 
Chauntyngt-  owtc  (o  blaimtantlic  35, 
Tellyngc  TedlurnvfS  j6  to  mee, 
M/fcheefe  yj  whanuc  you  arc  nygh. 

Man/tf. 
See  alonge  the  mees  fo  grenc 
Ptfd  daifies,  kyTi{;e-co[jp'*.>  l\votc  ; 
Allc  wee  fee,  hie  non  bee  fceiie, 
Ncite  bottc  flicpc  fcttes  here  a  folc. 

Shepfter  fwayne,  you  t;ire  niic  gratche  37. 
Oute  uponne  ye  1   Icttc  me  goe. 
Leave  me  fuytlie,  or  I'll  alatche. 
Robynne,  thys  youre  datne  lljall  knowe. 

Mrin/te. 
See,  the  crokynge  brionie 
Roonde  the  popler  twyfte  hys  fpraie  ; 
Rounde  the  oakc  the  grecr.e  ivie 
Florryfchethe  and  lyveth  aie. 

Lctte  us  feate  us  bie  thys  tree, 
Laughe,  and  t'ynge  to  lovynge  ayres; 
Comme,  and  doe  iiotte  loyeii  bee  ; 
Nature  made  all  thynges  bie  payres, 
Drooried  cattcs  wylle  after  kynde  } 
Gentle  doves  wylle  kyfs  and  coe. 

IVoriuinrje, 
Botte  manne,  hee  mode  beetywrynde, 
Tylle  fyr  preefte  make  on  of  two. 

Tempte  mee  ne  to  the  foule  thynge; 
I  wylle  no  mannes  lemanne  be ; 
Tyll  fyr  preeft  hys  fonge  doethe  fynge, 
Thou  fljalt  neere  fynde  aught  of  mee.  ' 

He  oure  ladie  her  yborne, 

To-morrowe,  foone  as  ytte  ys  daie, 

I'Ue  make  thee  wyfe.  ne  bee  forfworne, 

•5o  tyde  me  lyfe  or  dethe  for  aie. 
PVomnnne. 

"Whatt  dothe  lette,  bottc  thatte  nowe 

"V^'ec  attenes^S,  thos  honde  yii  honde^ 

Unto  divinilre  39  goe. 

And  bee  lyncke^  yn  wedlocke  bonde  ? 
Manne. 
I  agree,  and  thus  I  jilyghte 
Honde,  and  harte,  and  all  that's  myne; 
Goode  fyr  Rogerr,  do  us  ryghte, 
Make  us  one,  at  Cothhertes  fliryne. 

Hothe. 
T\''ee  wylle  ynn  a  hordclle  43  lyve,  • 
Halie,  thoughe  of  no  cftate  ; 
.Everyche  clocke  moe  love  fliall  gyve  : 
"Wee  ynngodenefle  wylle  bee  grcate. 

I  lyche  thys  fonge,  1  lyche  ytt  myckle  well ; 
And  there  ys  monic  for  yer  fyngeyn^e  no^'.  e  ; 
Butte  have  you  nonne  thalt  marriage-bleflyngcs 

telle  ?       . 

Celnionde. 
In  marriage,  blelTynges  are  botte  fewc,  I  trowe. 

Myjijlrclks. 
Lavcrde  41,    we  have;    and,    gyfF  you   plcafc, 

wille  fynge, 
As  well  asowre  choughe-voyces  wylle  permytte. 


35  Loudly.  36  lc(flure5.    37  appareL    38}at  onCe  42  Stretch. 

39  a  divine.  40  a  cottage.  41  lord.  /^d  health. 


Comme  then,   and  Ice  yoa  fwotclie  tune  the 

Itrynge, 
And  (tret  41,  ard  engyne  all  the  human  wytte, 
Toe  piccfc  inie  dame. 

Alynfirelles. 

We'lle  ftrayne  our  wytte  and  fynge. 

MYNSTRELLES  SONGE. 

Fyffte  Myvftrelle. 
The  bodtlynge  llourcttis  blollies  atte  the  lyglite; 
The  mecs  be  fprtnged  wyth  the  yellowe  hue  ; 
Ynn  daifeyd  mantels  ys  the  mountayne  dyghte; 
The  nefli  43   yunge  cowcflepe    bendethe  wyth 

the  dewe  ; 
The  trees  enlcfed,  yntoe  Heayenne  ftraughte, 
Whenn   gentle   uyndcs  doe  blowe,  to   whelllyng 
dynne  ys  brought. 

The   evenynge  commes,   and   brynges  the  dew; 
alonge  j 
The  roddic  welkynnc  fliecneth  to  the  eyne ; 
Arounde    the    alellake    mynllrells    fynge    the 

fonge  : 
Yonge  ivie  rounde  the  doore  pofte  to  entwyne  ; 
1  laie  mee  on  the  grafle  ;  yette,  to  mic  wylle, 
Albeytte  alle  ys  fayre,  there  lackethe  fomcthynge 
Ityile. 

Seconde  MynJlrcUe 
So  .\dam  thoughtenne,  whaiin,  ynn  Paradyfc, 
All  Heavenn  and  erthe  dy'd  homniage  to  hy» 

mvnde  ; 
Ynn  womann  alleyne  mannes  pleafauncc  lyes  j 
As  imtiumentrs  ot  joic  were  n)ade  the  kynde. 
Go,  take  a  wyfe  untoe  thic  armes,  and  fee 
Wynter,  and  brownie  hylles,  wyll  have  a  charme 
f«r  thee. 

Tkyrde  My7jflrelle. 
Whanne  Autumpne  blaKe  44  and  fonne-brente 
doe  apperc,  ['etc, 

With  hys  ijo.ulde  honde  guyjteynge  the  falleynge 
Bryngeynge  oppe  Wynterr  to  folfylle  the  yere, 
Beerynge  uponne  hys  backe  the  riped  iliefs; 
V\'haM  al  th'_'  hyls  wythc  woddc  fedc  ys  whyte; 
Whanne  levynne-fyres  and  lemes  do  mete  Irom 
far  the  fyghte ; 

Whann  the  fayre  apple,  rudde  as  even  (kie. 
Do  bende  the  tree  unto  the  frudlyle  groundc  ; 
U'hen  joicic  peres,  and  beriies  of  blacke  die. 
Doe  dauncc  yv  ayre,  and  call  the  eyne  arounde; 
Thann,  bee  the  even  foule,  or  even  fayre, 
Meethynckes  mie   hartys  joie  ys  Iteynctd    wylh 

fomme  care. 

Seconds  Mynflrelle. 
Angellcs  bee  wrogte  to  bee  of  neidher  kynde  ; 
Angclies  alleyne  fromm   chafe  45  dcfyre    bee 

free ; 
Dhetre  y'  a  fomwhatte  evcre  yn  t!ie  myiidc, 
Yatte,  wythout  womanne,  cannot  rtyiltd  bee  ; 
Ne  fyncle  yn  ccUcs,  botte,  havynge  blodde  and 

terc  46, 
Do  fynde  the  fpryte  to  joie  on  fyghte  of  womann* 

fayre : 


43  tender.      44  n.-ikcd.      45  hot* 
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Wommen  bee  made,  nottc  for  hcnifelves,  botte 

manne, 
Bone  of  hys  bone,  and  chyld  of  Iiys  defire  ; 
Fromme  an  ynutyle  mcmbere  fyrfle  beganiie, 
Yv.Toghte  with  moche  of  water,  lyttclc  fyrc  ; 
Therefore  theie  feke  the  fyre  of  love  to  hete, 
The  mylkynefs  of  kynde,and  make  hemfeles  com- 
plete. 


Albeytte,  without  vrommcn,  menne  were 
plieeres  '  [flea, 

To   falvage    kynde,    and  wulde  botte  lyve  to 

Eotte  womenne  efte  the  fpryghte  of  peace  fo 
cheres, 

Tochelod'-yn  angel  joi  heie  angeles  bee ; 

Go,  take  thee  fwythyn  4^7  to  thie  bedde  a  wyfc, 
Bee  bante  or  bleffed  hie,  yn  proovynge  marryagc 
lyfe. 

Amdhir    Mynjlrdles     Son^e,    bie    Syr     Thybkot 
Gorges. 

fi%  Elynour  bie  the  green  leflelle  was  fyttnyge. 

As  from  the  fones  hete  fhe  harried, 
She  fayde,    as   herr  whytte   houdes  whyte  hofen 
was  knyttynge, 

Whatte  pleafure  yt  ys  to  be  married  '. 

Mie  hufbande,  Lord  Thomas,  a  forrefler  boulde, 
As  ever  clove  pynne,  or  the  bafkctte, 

Does  no  cheryfauncys  from  Elynour  houlde, 
I  have  ytte  as  foon  as  I  alk  ytte. 

iVhan  I  lyved  wyth  my  fadre  yn  nierrie  Clowd- 

dell, 

Though  twas  at  my  llefe  to  mynd  foynnynge, 

[  ftyllc    wanted    fomethynge,    botte    whatte    ne 

coulde  telle, 

Mie  lorde  fadresbarbde  haulle  han  ne  wynnynge. 

iche  mornynge  I  ryfe,doe  I  fette  mie  may  dennes> 
Somme    to   fpynn,  fomme    to    curdell,   fomme 
bleachynj^e, 

3yfF  any  new  entered  doe  afke  for  mie  aidens, 
Thann  fwythynne  you  fynde  mee  a  teachyr.ge. 

^ord  Walterre,  mie  fadre,  he  lov'd  me  well, 
!   And  nothynge  unto  mee  was  nedeynge, 
Jotte  fchulde  I  agen  goe  to  merrie  Cloud-dell, 
,  In  fothen  twoulde  bee  wythoute  ledeyiige. 

ihee  fayde,  and  Lorde  Thomas  came  over  the  lea' 
;   As  hee  the  fatte  derkynnes  waschacyngc, 
ihe  putte  uppe  her  knyttynge  and  to  him  wente 
fliee; 
So  wee  leave  hem  bothe  kyndelie  embracynge. 

\  lyche  eke  thys  ;  goe  ynn  untoe  the  feafle^ 
Wee  wylle  permytte  you  antecedente  bee: 
There  fwotelie  fynge  eche  caroUe,   and  yaped 

'  48  jeafle ; 

And  there  ys  monnie,  that  you  merrie  bee  ; 
Comme,  gentle  love,   wee  wylle  toe  fpoufe- 
feafte  goe, 

Ind  there   ynn  ale  and  wyne  bee  dryndled  49 

1  everych  woe. 


4?  QuitMy.    4S.  laughabk.    49.  drowned. 
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^LLA,  BIRTHA,  CELMONDE,  MESSEN- 
GERE. 

lAiJfengtre, 

j^i.L A,  the  Danes  ar  thondrynge  onn  our  coafle  • 
Lyche  fcolles  of  locuils,  cafle  oppe  bie  the  fea, 
Magnus  and  Hurra,  wyth  a  doughtir  hoaffe. 
Are    ragyng,   to  be  quanfed  50   be  none  Botte 

thee ; 
Hafle,  fwyfte  as  Levynne  to  thefe  royners  flee  : 
Thie    dogges   allyne    can   tame   thys    ragynge 

Mille.  [bee. 

Halt    fwythyn,  fore  anicghe   the   townie   theie 
And  Wedecclk-rres  rolle  of  dome  bee  fulle. 
Hafte,  hafle,  O  ^iilla,  to  the  byker  flie, 
For  yn  a  momentes  fpace   tenne  thoufand  menne 

male  die. 

Bcfhrew  thee  for  thie  newes!  I  niofte  be  gon. 
Was  ever  locklefs  dome  fo  hard  as  myne  ! 
Thos  from  dyfportyfmente  to  warr  to  ron, 
To  chaunge  the  feike  vefte  for  the  gaberdyne. 

Birtha. 

O  !  lyche  a  nedere,  lette  me  rounde  thee  twyne. 

And   liylte   thie   boddie  from   the    fchaftes  of 

warre.  [ryne ! 

Thou  fhalte   nott,  muft  not,  from  thie  Birtha 

Botte  kenn  the  dynne  of  llughornes  from  afarre. 

O  love,  was  thys  thie  joie,  to  fliew  the  trcate. 
Than  Groffylhe  to  forbydde  thie  hungered  gueftes 
to  eate  ? 

O  mie  upfvvalynge  51  harte,  what  wordes  caa 
faie  [ybrente  ? 

The   peynes,    thatte   paffethe    ynn    mie   foulc 
Thos  to  bee  tome  upoiinemie  fpoufall  dai, 
O  !  'tys  a  peyne  beyond  entendemente. 
Yee  mightie  goddes,  and  is  yor  favoures  fente 
As  thousfafte  dented  to  a  loade  of  peyne  ?  [tent, 
A'lofle  wee  aie  holde  yn  chace  the   fhade  con- 
And  for  a  bodykyn  52  a  fwarthe  obteyne  ? 

0  !  whie,  yee   feyndes,  opprefs   yee  thos  mie 

fowle  ? 
How  fhalle   I  fpeke  mie  woe,   mie   freme,  mie 

dreerie  dole  ! 

Cclmonde. 
Sometymc  the  wyfefte  lacketh  pore  mans  rede, 
Reafonne  and  counynge    wytte  efte  flees  awaie. 
"Jhann,  loverde,  lett  me  fai,  wyth  homraaged 

drede 
(Elncth  yourfote  ylayn)  me  counfelle  fai; 
Oyff  thos  wee  lett  the  matter  lethlen  53  laie. 
The  foemenn,  everych  honde-poyndle,  getteth 

fote.  [fraic, 

Mie  loverde,  lett  the  fpeere-menna,  dyghte  for 
And  all  the  fabbataners  goe  aboute. 

1  fpeke  me  loverde,  alleyne  to  upryfe        [alyfe. 
Your  wytte  from  marvelle,  and  the  warriour  to 

Ah  !  nowe  thou  pottelt  takells  54  yn  mie  harte  ; 
Mie  foulcjhe  dothe  nowe  begyime  to  fee  hcr- 
felle  ; 


50  Stilled,  quenched.     51  fwelling.     53  bod^^ 
fubil-nce,  53  flill,  dead.     54  arrows,  <U«fc 
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I  wylle  I'pryfe  mic  myph't-,  :iik1  do  niic  f-artc, 

To  flea  ihi-  focmcnnc  yii  mic  furic  fill-.. 

iJotti-  liowc  cannc  tyii^jc  mic  ramjiynj^c  fouric 

tcllt;, 

Vhyrlic  ryfcth  from  mic  love  to  Dirtha  fayrc  ? 
N-    coiililc  the  qutent,  and  all  tlic    niyghtc  of 

hcllf, 
Foundf  out  impltafaimce  of  fyckc  blacke  a  gcarc. 
Ycttc    I   ■wyllc    birc   micltlfc,     and    rouzc  mic 
fpryie 
To   a(5lc   wythe    rcnnome,    and     goc    inect    iht 
bloddic  fvglitc. 

Bntl-a. 
No,  tlioii  r  h.iiic  IK  vtr  Icavi  tliic  Birtjia's  fydc  ; 
Nc-  iLhaH  the  xvyndc  ii])oiinf  ii.s  blowe  a!li  ync  ; 
I,  lychc  a  nrdre,  wylli   mitoc  thee  bydc  : 
Tydc  lyfc,  tydt:  dcalliL,  yittc  fliall  bcbouldc  Uh 

twayiic. 
I  have  mi'  parte  of  (Iricrie  dole  and  ptyiic  ; 
Ittc  braftcth  from  mcc  attc  the  hokrcd  eynt : 
Ynne  tydes  of  tcarcs  mie  fwarthyngc  fprytc  wyll 

draync. 
Gyffdrcrii'  dole  yi  thyne,  tys  twa  tynns  mync. 
Goc  nottc,  O  iT'.lla;  wythe  thie  Birtha  (lait  ; 
Tor  wyth  thie   femmlykccd  mic   Iprytc  wyllc  got 
awaie. 

O  !  tys  for  thee,  for  thct  alleync  I  fele  ; 
Yet  I  miiflc   bee   miifclfc:  with   valourcs  gear 
]lle  (lyghte  mie  heiirtc,  and  nottc   mie   Ivmbcs 
)nftc!e, 
■  And  (hake  the  bloddie  fwcrde  and  fleyned  fpere. 

hiriha . 

Can  TElla  from  hys  breallc  hys  Rirtha  trarc  ! 
Is  fnee  fori)U  and  ugfomnie  ^;:,  tohys  fyjrhte  ? 
Untrykeyngc    wyght  !     ys    ieathall    warre    fo 

deare  ? 
Thou  pryzcft  mee  belowc  the  joics  of  fyc^hte. 
Thou  fchalt  nottc  leave  mcc,  albytte  the  erthe 
Hong  j)endaunte  hie  thie  fwcrde,  and  craved  for 

thy  morthe. 

Dyddeft  thou  kenne  how  mie  woes,  as  ftarrcs 

ybrentc. 
Headed  bie  fhefc  thie  worded  doc  onn  mee  falle 
Thou  woiilde  ftryvc  to  gyve  mie  hiirte  contentc, 
AVakyng    mx    flcpynj^e    mynde    to    honoures 

•    calle. 
Of  filynefle  I  pryze  thee  moe  yan  all 
Heav'n    can  me  fend,  or  connygne    wyttc  ac- 

quyrc, 
Yettc  I  wylle  leave  thee,  onne  the   foe  to  fullc, 
Retournynge  to  thie  cycne  with  double  fyre 

Bird:,. 

Mofle  Birtha  boon  reqiiefle  and  bee  dcnyd  ? 
p.eceyvc  attenes  a  durtc  yn  felyiielTe  and  ptydc  ? 
Doe  ftaie,  att  lealle  tyllc  morrowes  fon'nc  ap- 
peies. 

Thou    kenncft    wclle    the    Pacyanncs   myttce 

i)()werre; 
Wythe  them  a  nxynnute  wurchethe  banc   for 

yearcs  ; 
Theie  undoe  reaulmes  vvythyn  a  fyngle  hower. 
Rouzc  all  thie  honiioiirc,  Birtha;  look  attourt 


^  5  Terrible. 


Thie  bledeyng  countrle.  whydi  for  hafiie  ded    i 
('a  lis  for  the  rodyngc  of  fome  iloiij^iuie  power,   ' 
'J  o     royn      ytts    royiierb,    nuke    yils.    focmcn 
bkdc. 

Jii.lLa. 
Kouze     all    thie    love ;    falfe    and     entrykyng  ' 
wyghte!  Ifygbte.  . 

Nc   leave   thie  .Birtha  thus    uponnc    prctrnec    of 

Thou  ncdefl   not  goe,  untyll  thou   hade  com- 
mand 
Under  the  fygnctte  of  oiirlorde  the  kvr;;;e. 

y\nd  wuuldeft  thou  make  me  then  a  rccreaiidef 
Hollie    Syncic     Marie,  kccpc    nice    from    the 

thyngt  !  ' 

lUere,  Birtha,  tljou  hall  )>ottc  a  dotiblc  flyng^  . 
One  for  thie  love,  anodher  for  thie  mynde. 

Blrlba. 
Agylttd  56  iTIlla,  thie  abredyng  57  blyngcj?, 
Twa?.  love  of  thee  thattc  foule  intentc  ywryndc. 
Yette  heare  mie  fupp!\cate,  to  ir.ee  attin<ie. 
Hear  from  mic  grotcd  59  hartc  the  lover  and  the 
fricnde. 
lAtt  Cclmondeyn  thie  armour-brace  be  dyghte! 
And  yn  thie  ftead  unto  the  battle  goc  ; 
Thie   name   alleync  wyllc  putte  the    Dane*  to 
flyghte,  [the  foe. 

The  ayre  that  bearcs  vtt  woulde  prcfTc  downc 

Alia. 
Birtha,   yn  vnync  thou   wouldcft  mee  rccrcand 

doe . 
I  mofte,  1  wyllc    fyght  for  mic  countries  wek, 
And  leave  thee  for  ytt.    Celmonde.  fweftlie  goc, 
Idle  mie  Bryftowans  to  be  dyglue  yn  ftclc  ; 
Tell  hem  I  fcorne  to  kenne  hem  from  afar, 
Botte  leave  the  vyrgyn  brydail  bedde  for  hciic 
of  warrc. 

TEILLA,  BIRTHA. 

Birtha. 

And  thou  W7lt  goe  :   O  mic  agroted  hartc  1 
JLlla. 
Mie    countrie    waitcs    mic    marche ;    I     muftc 
awaie; 
Albeytte  I  frhuldcgoc  to  mete  the  darte 
Of  certeii  dethe,  yette  hire  I  woi:Mc  note  ftai. 
Botte  tho^  to  leave  thee,  Birtha,  clothe  afl'waie 
Moe  torturyn^e  peyncs  yannc  caniie   be   ftdde 
bie  tyngiie,  [daic, 

Yette  rouzc  thie  honoure  uppe,  and  wayte  the 
Whan  rounde  aboutc  mee   fonge  of  war  hcic 

fynge. 
O  Birtha,  flrcv  mie  agrceme  60  to  accaic  61, 
And  joyous  fee  my  armes,  dyghte  oute  ynn  warre 
arraie. 

BIrlLj. 

Difiieile62  ys  the  pennaunce,  ycttc  I'lle  flrcT 
To  kcepe  mie  woe  behyltren  yn  mie  breafle. 
Albeytte  nete  maye  to  me  plrafaunce  yev, 
l.yche  thee,  I'lle  flrcv  to  fette  mie  mynde  att(| 
rcftc.  "  ; 


56  OfTended.  57  upbraiding.  58  ceafe.  59  fvroU^j 
60  torture.     6j  afiuage.     6l  diflicult,  •     j 
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Yett  oh  i  forgeve,  yff  I  have  thee  dyftrclle  ; 
Love,  doughtie   love,    wylle    bcarc   no    odhrc 

fwaie, 
Jufle  as  I  was  wythe  JPM.i  to  be  bleftf;, 
Shappe  foulliL-  tho^  hathc  I'narclied  Iiyni  awuic. 
It  was  a  tcne  too  doui^hric  to  b:-  home, 
V'ydhoute  an  ound'j  of  tearcs  and  brcafte  wyth 
fyt^jies  ytornc. 

Thie  mynde  ys  now  thiefelfe ;  -,vhy  wylte  thou 

bee 
All  blanche,  al  kyn>i;elic,  all  foe  wyfc  yn  myndc, 
Allcyne  to  lette  pore  vvr>?tched  ^'la  leo, 
Whatte  wondrous  bi<;hes  6j    he   nowe   mufte 
(  leave  b;hyude  i"  [wynde, 

O    Birtha   fayrc,   warde   everyche    conimynge 
On  everyche  wynde  I  wylle  a  token  fende  ; 
Onn  mie  long-e  Ihielde  ycornc  thie  name  thoul't 

fynde, 
But  here  comines  Cehnonde,  wordhie  knyghte 

and  friende. 


ELLA,  BIRTHA,  CELMONDE  SPEAKING. 

Thie  Bryftowe  knyghtes  for  thie  forth-comynge 

lynge  64 ; 
chone   athvvarte    hys   backe   hys  longe    warre- 
fliield  dothe  Hynge. 

Birtha,  adieu  ;  but  yette  I  cannotte  gee. 

Bill  Li. 

Lyfe  of  mie  fpryte,  mie  gentle  ^lla  ftaie. 
Engyne  mee  nottc  wyth  fyke  a  drltrie  woe. 

■     jEHa. 
I  mufte,  I  wylle;  tys  honnoure  cals  awaie. 

Birtbu. 
O  mie  agroted  harte,  brafle,  brafte  ynn  twaie. 
-ffiUa,  for  honnoure,  flyes  awaie  from  mee. 

Birtha,  adieu  :   1  male  nottc  here  obaie, 
I'm  flyynge  from  miefelfe  yn  flying  thee. 
Birlha. 

0  ^lla,  houfband,  friend,  and  loverde,  flaie. 
le's  gon,  he's  gone,  alafs !  percafe  he's  gone  for 

aic. 

Celmondi;. 
Hope,  hallie  fuller,  fweepynge  through  the  Ikie, 
In  croune  of  goulde,  and  robe  of  lillie  whyte, 
Whyche  farre  abrode  ynn  gentle  aire  doe  flie, 
I  Mectynge  from  diftaunce  the  enjoyous  fyghte, 
!  Albeytte  efte  thou  takefl:  thie  hie  flyghte 
i  Hecket  65  ynne  a  myfle,  and  wyth  thyne  eyne 

yblente, 
Nowe  commeft  thou  to  mee  wythe  flarre  lyghte; 
I  Ontoe  thie  vefte  the  rodde  fonne  ys  adente  66 ; 
[The  Sommer  tyd',  the  month  of  .Maie  appcrc, 
jepycfle   wythe  fkylledd  honde  uppon  this  wydc 
1  aumere. 

1  from  a  nete  of  hoplin  am  adawed, 
Awhapcd  67  atte  the  fetyvenefn  of  daie  ; 
.^Ua,    bie    nete    moe    than    hys   myndbruche 

awed. 


63  Jewels.  64  flay.  65  wrapped  ciefely,  cover- 
L  66  faftened.  67  aftoniflied. 


Is  gone,  and  I  niofie  followe,'  toe  the  frale, 
Cehnonde  eanne  ne'er  fioi\i  anie  byker  (laic. 
Dothe  warre  begyrinc !    there's  Celmonde  yn 

the  plaic,  [awaie. 

Botte  wlumne    the  warre  ys  donne,  I'll  haile 
Tlie  reRc  from  n.the  tyms  nwfque  uiuth  fliew 

yttes  face. 
I  fee  onnombered  joies  a*oundc  mee  ryfe; 
Brake  60  flondefhe  future  doonie,  and  joie  dothe 

mee  alyfe. 

O  honnoure,  honnoure,  what  ys  bie  thee  hanne  ? 
Hii'.ie  the  robber  and  the  bordelyer, 
Who  kens  ne  thee,  or  ys  to  thee  btflanne, 
And  notbynge  does  thee  myckle  gailneis  fere. 
Fayngc  woulde  1  from  mie  bofommc  alle  thse 

tare. 
Thou  there  dyrperpelleft  69  the  levyime-bronde; 
Whylefl  mie  I'oulgh's  forwyncd,  thou  art  the 

gare ; 
Slecnc  ys  mie  comfortc  bie  thie  ferie  honde  ; 
As  fome  talle  hylle,  whan  wynds  doe  fhake  the 

ground, 
Itte  kerveth   all  abroade,  bie  brafleynge  hyltren 

woande. 

Honnoure,    whatt    be    ytt .?    tys    a    fliadowes 

'  Ihade, 
A  thynge  of  wychencref,  an  idle  dreme; 
On  of  the  fonnis  whych  the  clcrche  have  made 
Menne  wydhoute  fprytes,  and  wommen  for  to 

fleme ; 
Knyghtes,  who  efte  kenne  the  loudc  dynne  o£ 

the  heme, 
Schulde  be  forgarde  to  fyke  enfeeblyng  waies, 
Make  everych  adle,   alyche    theyr    foules,  be 

breme, 
And  for  theyre  chyvalrie  alleync  have  prayfe. 
O  thou,  whateer  thie  name, 

Or  Zabalus  or  Queed, 
Comme,  (leel  mie  lable  fpryte. 
For  t'remde  70  and  dulefulle  dcde. 

MAGNUS,  HURRA,  AND  HIE  PREESTE, 

WYTU  THE  ARMIE,  NEAR.   WATCHETTE. 

J\-TcIcrl!US . 

SwYTHE  71  lette  the  effendres  "jl  to  the  goddes 

begynne, 
To  knowe  of  hem  the  ilTue  of  the  fyghte. 
Potte    the   biodde-fteyned   fword   and    payvcs 

vnne  ; 
Spreade  fwythyn  all  arounde  the  hallie  lyghte. 

Hie  FreeJIcfyngetb. 
Yee.who  hie  yn  mckie  ayrc 
Delethe  feafonnes  foulc  or  fayre, 
Yee,  who,  whannes  yec  wccre  agguylte. 
The  mone  yn  bloddie  crytclles  7,3  hylte, 
Mooved  the  fl.in.es,  and  dyd  iinhynde 
Everyche  barrierc  to  the  wynde  : 
Whanne  the  oundynge  waves  dyllrefts, 
Stroven  to  be  ov-eieft, 
Sockcynge  yn  the  fpyre-gyrte  towne, 
Swolterynge  wolc  natyones  downe, 
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S.ndynjrc  d<!thc,  on  phrucs  allroJde, 
Moovyiigc  lyke  the  frtiiys  goddc  ; 
To  mec  fcndc  yoi:rhclle  dcvync, 
l.yglitc  clctten  74  all  myiic  cync, 
That  I  m;iie  now  undevyfc 
All  the  adyoniics  of  th'  cnipprizc. 

\Jjltellj  doiK-ne  and  fflf  ryfdht. 

Thus  faycthc  the   goddcs;   goc,  ylTuc    10   the 

playiic;  [flaync. 

Forr  there  Ihall  meynte  of  mytte  mcimc  bcc 

Miignuj. 
Whic,  foe  there  cvere  was,  whanne  Magnus 
foughtc.  [hoarte, 

F.fte  have   I   trcyntcd  noyance  througne   the 
Athorowc     f\Mrdcs,    alyche    the    Quccd    dy- 
lUaught  [loaitc. 

Have  Magnus  prefTyngc  wroghtc  hys  loemcii 
As  whanne  a  tcmpiflc  vexch  foare  the  coafl-j, 
'J'he  dyngcynge  ounde  the  I'andcic  ftronde  doe 

tare, 
So  dyd  I  inne  the  warre  the  javlynnc  toflc, 
Tull   mcyntc  a    chanipyoiines  breafic  received 

mie  Jpcar. 
Mic  niecldejychtrfommere  morie  gronfcr  drokc, 
Mic  lethalle  fpeere,  alyche  a  Icvyn-mylted  oks. 

Hurra. 

Thie  wordes  arc  greate,  full  hyghe  of  found, 

and  ccke  [raync. 

Lvche  thonderre,  to  the  whych  dothe  conime  no 
Itte  lackcth  notte  a  doughtie  honde  to  fpeke  ; 
The  cocke  faithc  drefte  75,  yett  armed  ys  he 

alleync. 
Ccrtes  thie  wordes  maic,  thou  moteft  have  fayne 
Of  mee,  and  meynte  of  moe,  who  eke  canne 

fyghte, 
Who  haveth  trodden  downc  the  advcntayle, 
And  tore  the  heaulmes  from  hedes  of  myckle 

myghte. 
Sythcnce  fyke  myghte  ys  placed  yn  thie  honde, 
Lette  blowes  thie  aiStyons  fpeeke,  and  bic  thie 

corrage  flonde. 

Ma^nui. 
Thou  are  a  warrioure,  Hurra,  thatte  I  kenne. 
And  myckle  famed  for  thie  handie  dcde. 
Thou  fyghtefl  anente  7'''  maydensand  ne  menne, 
Nor  aie  thou  makoft  armed  harte?  to  biede. 
Jilte  I,  caparyfon'd  on  bloddic  (lede, 
Huvvihe  thee  feene  binerhe  nice  ynn  the  fyghte, 
Wvthe  corfes  I  invcflynge  everich  mede, 
And  thou  afton,  and  wonilryngc  at  mie  myghte. 
Thanne  wouldeil  thou  comme  yn  for  mie  re- 

nome,  [dome  ? 

Albeytte  thou  woulUefl  reyne  awaie  from  bloddic 

Htirrj. 

How  !   buttc  bee  bourne  mie  rage.     I  kcnne 

aryghte 
feothe  thee  and  thync  maie  ne   bee  wordhyc 

peenc. 
tftfonnes  I  hope  wee  fcalle  engage  yn  fyghte; 
'I'hannc  to   the  fouldyeri   all    thou    wyhc  be- 

wrecn. 
Ml  prove  mie  courage  onne  the  burled  greenc  ; 
Tys  there  allcync  I'll  telle  thee  vhatte  I  bcc. 
Gyf  I  wceldc  notte  the  dea  Jlie  fphcrc  adcanc, 
Thaimc  let  mie  nriinc  be  fullc  a»  lowc  as  thee. 
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Thys    mie   adentcd    fluelde,   thyj  mIc   warre 
fpoare, 
i»challc  telle  the  falleyngc  foe  gyf  Hurra's  harte 
can  fearc. 

Alagnui, 

Magnus  woulde  fpeke,  butte  thatte  hys  noble 

fpryte  [faic. 

Dothe  loe  <  11  rage,  he  knowes  notte  whatte  to 

Hc'dde  (peke  yn  blowes,  yn  gottts  of  hlodde 

he'i!  wryic, 
And  on  fHie  heafod  peyndlc  hys  m)ghte  for  aie. 
Gyf  thou   antnt   an  wolfynncs  rage   wouldeft 

ftaie, 
'Tys  here  to  meet  ytt ;  botte  pyff  nott,  bee  goe} 
Left  I  in  furric  fliuide  mie  arnieb  dilplaii , 
Whyche  to  thie  boddie  wylle  wurchc  77  myckle 

woe. 
Oh !  I  bee  maddc,  dyftraughte  wyth  brcndynj 
rage ; 
Ne  fea»  of  (methyng  gore  wylle  mic  chafed  harte 
afTwage. 

Hurra. 
I  kcnne  thee  Magnus,  wclle ;  a  wyghtc  thou 

art 
That  doeft  aflee  alonge  ynn  doled  dyftrelTe, 
Strynge  bulk  yn  boddie,  lyoncellc  yn  hatte, 
1  alniod  wyfche  thie  prowes  were  made  IcfTc. 
Whan  JEUa  (name  drcfl  uppc  yn  ugfomnefs  7S 
To  thee  and  recreandes  79)  thondcred  on  the 

playne, 
Howe  dydfte  thou  thoiowe  fyrfte  officers  prefTe ! 
Swciter  'thanne    federcd   takelle   dydftc    thou 

reyne. 
A  ronnyngc  pryze  onn  feynifte  dale  to  ordayne, 
Magnus,  and  none  botte  hee,  the  ronnynge  pryzc 
wylle  gaync. 

Alagnus. 
Efernallc  plagues  devour  thie  baned  tjTige  ? 
Mvrriades  of  nedcrs  pre  uppnnnc  thie  fpryte  ! 
Maielt  thou  fele  al  the  peynes  of  age  whylft 

yynge, 
Unmanned,  nneyncd,  exclondcd  aie  the  lyghtf, 
Thie    fcnfcs,    lyche   thicftlfe,    enwrapped    yii 

nyghte, 
A  fcofT  to  focmen,  and  to  bcaflcs  a  pheere ; 
Maic  furchcd  levynne  onnc  thie  head  alyghtc, 
Maic  on  thee  fallc  the  fhtiyr  of  the  unweeic: 
Fen    vaipourcs    blafte    thie    everichc     manlie 
powcre, 
Male    thie   bante   boddie   quyckc    the    wolfome 
peencs  devoure. 
Fayngc  woidde  I  curfe  thcc  further,  botte  mie 

tynj;:;ue 
Denies  mie  harte  the  favourc  foe  toe  doe. 

Hurra. 
Nowe  bie  tlie  Dacaynne  goddcs,  and  Welkynt 

kynge, 
Wythe  fhuric,  as  thou  dydfte  begynne,  perfuc  ; 
Callc  on  mic,  hcade  all  tortures  that  bee  rou. 
Banc  onnc,  tylle  thie  owne  tongue  thie  curfci 

fele. 
Scnde  onnc  mic  hcade  the  blyghtcyngc  Icvynne 

blcwe, 
The  thonder  loude,  the  fwellynge  azure  rcle  80. 
Thie  wordes  be  hie  of  dynnc,  botte  nctc  bcfyde ; 
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f    O    E 

Bane  on,  good  chieftayn,  fyghte  wythe  wordes  of 
myckle  pryde,  [come. 

Botte  doe  notte  warte  thie  breath,  left  ^lla 
Magnus. 

jElla  and  thee  tog-yiler  iynke  toe  helle! 

Kee  youre  names  blafted  from  the  rolle  of  dome  ! 

I  feere  noe  ^lla,  thatie  tliou  kenneft  welle. 

Uiilydgefulle   traytoure,   wylt   thou   iiowe  re- 
belle  ?  [myne, 

'Tys  knowen,  thatte  yie  menn  bee  lyncked  to 

Bothe  fente,  as  troopes  of  wolves,  to  fletre  felie  ; 

Botte  nowe  thou  lacked  hem  to  be  all  yyne. 

Nowe,  bie  the  goddesyatte  reule  the  Dacyanne 
ftate,  [dyl'regate. 

Speacke    thou  yn  rage    once    moe,   I  wyll  thee 
Hurra. 

I  pryze  thie  threattes  jofte  as  I  doe  thie  banes, 

The  I'ede  of  melyce  and  reccndize  al. 

Thou  arte  a  fteype  unto  the  name  of  Danes ; 

Thou  alleyne  to   thie  tyngue  for.  proote  canft 
calle. 

Thou  beeft  a  worme  fo  groffile  and  fo  fmal, 

I  wythe  thie  bloude  woulde  fcorne  to  foul  mie 
fworde,  [falle, 

Botte  wythe  thie  weaponnes  woulde  upon  thee 

Alyche    thie    owne    feare,    flea  thee  wyilie  a 
worde. 

I,  Hurra,  amme  miefel.  and  aie  wylle  bee, 
As  greate  yn  valorous  aCles,  and  yn  commande  as 
thee. 

MAGNUS,    HURRA,    ARMYE    AND    MES- 
SENGERE. 

Mejfengere. 
BIynne  your  contekions  8l,  chiefs ;  for  as  I  ftode 
Uponne  mie  watche,  I  fpiede  an  armie  com- 

mynge, 
Notte  lyche  an  handfulle  of  a  fremded  82  foe, 
Botte    blacke    wythe  armoure,    movynge  ug- 
fomlie,  [alonge 

Lyche   a  blacke  fulle  cloude,  thatte  doihe  goe 
To   droppe   yn  hayle,    and   hcie    the   thonder 
ftorme. 

MagTiJis. 
Ar  there  meynte  of  them  ? 
MeJTeiigere. 
Thycke  as  the  ante-flyes  ynne  a  fommer's  none, 
Seemynge  as    though  theie  ftynge   as  perfanie 
too. 

Hurra. 

Whatte  matters  thatte  ?  lettes  fette  oure  warr- 

arraie.  [pare ; 

Goe,  foiinde  the  beme,    lette  champyons  pre- 

Ne  doubtynge,  we  wylle  ftynge  as  falle  as  heie. 

Whatte  ?  doeft  forgard  S3  thie  bloddie  ?  ysytte 

for  feare  ?  [Here, 

Wouldeft    thou  gayne   the  towne,  and  caftle- 

•    And  yette  ne  byker  wythe  the  foldyer  guarde  ? 

Go,  byde  thee  ynn  mie  tente  annethe  the  lere; 

lofthie  boddie  wylle  keepe  watthe  and  warde. 

Magnus. 
Oure  goddes  of  Denmarke  know  mie  harte  ys 
godde. 
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UUrra> 
For  nete  iippon  the  erthe,  botte  to  be  cloughens 
foode. 

MAGNUS,    HURRA,    ARMIE,    SECONDE 
MESSENGERE. 

Seconde  Me/Jerigere. 
As  from  mie  towre  1  kenJe  ihe  commynge  foe,- 
I  fpied  ths  crolfed  flnelde  and  bloddie  Iwerde, 
The  furyous  Ella's  banner  ;  wythynne  kenne 
The  armie  ys.     Dyforder  ihroughe  Our^*  hoafte 
Is  fleynge,  borne  onne  wynges  of  Ella's  name  ; 
Styr,  llyr,  mie  lordes  1 

I\Iagmts. 
What  ?  .-Ella  ?  and  fo  neare  ? 
Thenne   Denmarques   roiend  ;  oh  mie  ryfynge 
feare  ! 

Hurra. 
What  doeft  thou  mene  t  thys  ^Ella's  botte  a 

manne. 
Nov7e  bie  mie  fworde,  thou  arte  averie  berne  S4, 
Of  late  I  dyd  thie  creand  valoure  fcanne, 
Whanne  thou  dydft  boafte  foe  moche  of  adlyon 

derne. 
Botte  I  toe  warr  mie  doeynges  mofte  attnrne. 
To  cheere  the  Sabbataneres  to  deere  dede. 

Magnus. 
I    to  the  knyghtes  onne   everyche  fyde  wylla 

biirne, 

Telleynge  'hem  alle  to  make  her  foemen  blede  ; 

Sythe  fliame  or  deathe  onn6  eider  fyde  wylle 

bee,  [flea. 

Mie  harte  I  Wylle  upryfe,  and  inne  the  battele 

^LLA,  CELMONDE,   AND  ARMIE,  NEAR 
WATCHETTE. 

Mtla. 
Now   havynge    done  oure  ma'tfynes  dnd  oure 

vowes, 
Lette  us  for  the  intended  fyghte  be  boune, 
And    everyche    champyone    potte    the  joyou* 
,       crowne  [browes. 

Of  certane   mafterfchyppe  upon  hys  gleftreynge 

As  for  mie  haite,  I  owne  ytt  ys  as  ere 
Itte  has  beene  ynne  the  fommer-fhene  of  fatev 
Unknowen  to  the  ngfome  gratch  of  fere  ; 
Mie  blodde  embollen,  wythe  mafterie  elate, 

,    Boyles  ynne  mie  veynes,  and  relies  ynn  rapyd 

*  ftate, 

Impatyente  forr  to  mete  the  perfante  ftele, 
And  telle  the  worhle  thatt  ^ila  dyed  as  greate 
As   aide    knyghte    who    fought  for  Englendea 
weale.  [more  drere. 

Friends,  kynne,  and  foldyerres,  ynne  black  ar« 

Mie  actyons  ymytate,  mie  prefente  redynge  here. 

There  ys  ne  houfe,  atkrow  thys  (hap-fcurged  85 

ifte, 
Thatte  has  ne  lofte  a  kynne  yn  thefe  fell  fyghtei, 
Fatte  blodde  has  forfeeted  the  hongerde  foyle. 
And  townes  enlowed  86   lemed  S7    oppe  the 

nyghtes. 
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Iiine   gytc  of   fyre  ourc    haliic  cliurchc  dhere 

"yghfes; 
Ourelcfncs  lie  rton-en  SSynne  theyrc  frrif thyni^e 

Kore  ;  [l)>j!'htiV 

Oppe    bie    ihc  rootp^  wire  trrc  of  J\fe  cllieic 

Vi  x)iig'-  oiire  coaftc.  a^  byliowes  dur  tlir  Ihore. 

Ycf  I'.ciinr,  eyf  ye  Me  mcime,  difplaie  yor  lunic, 

ybiciidc  )rt  trjijcs,  al)clie  the  roarynge  tempell 

flame. 

Yc  Cl.ryftyar.s.doe  .15  wnnihie  of  the  name; 

Theft  roy  fires  of  ■  urf  hailie  luuifc^  flia  ; 

Braftc,  1;.  ke  a  cloadc,  from  whenct-  dothe  come 

the  flame,  [taints,  bee 

Lychc   torrcntis,    giifliyngc  dowtie  the  iroun- 

Aiid  whaiine  alotige  the  grene  yer  champyons 

flee,  [broiiJe, 

Swefte  as  the    rodde    for-weltrynge  %')  Icvyii- 

Yatrc  ham  tcs  tlK-flyiiigf  mortli<Ter  ocri-the  lea, 

Soc  flie  oponiic  thiie  nyiur^  of  the  loiide. 

Lettc  thoff  yafe  are  unio  lier  battayks  (Icdile, 

Take  flepe  ctc-nie  upoiiiie  a  feerie  loviynge  bidde. 

Let    cowarde    Londonne   fee  herre  towne  onn 

^re,  .  [honde, 

And    hicv    wyrh    gouldc  to    ftaie  the  royiiers 

JE^iU  and   Bryllowe  havcthe  thoughtcs  thattcs 

hygher,  [londe. 

Wet-  fv^hte  iiotte  for  ourfelves,  botte  ail  the 

As  SevLines  hyghtr  isghethe  banckes  of  fonde. 

Predynge    ytte    downe    binetbe  the  revnynge 

llrcmo,  [llrond", 

Wythe  drecne  dynn   eni\>olters  9©   the-  hyghe 

Bei-ryngt  the  rotkes  alonjje  ynn  liiuryc-  bi\  in -, 

Sec  wylle  we  bacre  the  Ddcyaniie  armie  d.nvne. 

And  throuijhe  a  ftorme  of  bluddc  vvyll  rcachc  the 

chamjiynn  crounc. 

Cyflf  yiiu  thy^  battcllc  locke  re  wayte  oiire  gare- 

To  Bry'.'oi'.e  dheie  wylie  tourne  yeyre  1  huj^rie 

dyrc , 
B  yftowe.aiid  alleher  joies,  wylle  fynke  tne  ayre, 
Brendc.\nge    perforce  wyihe  unenhantei.de  91 

f)  re : 
Thinnelettcoilrcfafefie  donblie  mooveoure  ire 
L'  lie  wolfyns,  rovynij'-  for  the  evn)n£;e  ])re, 
S' <  ['H^']  the  lambe  and  nicpileicnere  t!)c  brire, 
D'.th  rh'  one  forr  fafetie,  th'  one  for  hon'^re  flea  ; 
Thannc,  vh<iine  the  ravcnne  crokes  uponne 
the  p.ayne,  [arn^  flayne. 

Oh  :   lette  yt'e  bee  the  knelle  to  myghtie  Dacy- 
Lyche  a  rodde  gronfer  (hallc  mie  anlace  flicene, 
•L).  he  a  llrynge  Jyonrelle  I'll  bt-e  ynnc  fy^lite, 
L)i.he  falljnge  leaves  the  Dacyanncs  fluile  bee 
fl'-ene.  [:ny;i;hte. 

Lyche  [•]  Inuddvnnynce  ftreemc  fcall  ■  be  mie 
Yc  mcnne,    who  wi>ui.ie  dcfcrve  the  name  of 

knyglite, 

Letre  bloldie  teares  bie  all  your  paves  be  wcpte  . 

To  commyngt  tymes  no  pi>yntclli  (Irule  \  write, 

■Whaniie  Englondc  ban  her  foemenn,   Bryltc.w 

flepie.  f.r.e 

Yourfeifes,  youre  rhyldren,  and  youre  fcllowrs 

Oo,  fy>;hte  yniie  rennomes  gare,    be  brave,  and 

Wynne  or  die 
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I  faie  nc  moe  ;  youre  fpryte  the  refte  wylle  t'aie  ; 
Your  fpryte    v.yjle  wrynne,  ihatte  Bryfiow  y$ 

ycr  place;  (ware; 

To  honoured  houfe  I  ncdr  notte  marcke    the 
Inne   youre   owne  hartes  you  maie  the  footc- 

pathe  trace.  (fpace; 

'Twpxie  rhape  and  us  there  y$  botte  lyttelle 
The   tyme  ys    nowe  to  proovc  yourfelves  bee 

meiine;  [i^race, 

Drawe  forihc  the  bomyflied  bylle  wythc  fetyvc 
Rouze,    lychc    a    woltynnc    rouzing  from  hjs 

denne. 
Thus  I  enronc  mie  anlace  ;  go  thou  fliethe  ; 
I'll  potte  yttne  ynn  place,  t)ll  ytte  jb  fycke  wythe 

deathe. 

So/dyers. 
Onn,  JtIWa,  on  ;  we  longc  for  bloddie  fraie  ; 
Wee  loiiue  to  here  the  raven  fyn>;e  yn  vayne  ; 
Onn,  ^tihi,  on  ;   we  certys  gayne  the  daie, 
V\  hanue  thou  dolte  leadc  us  to  the  lethal  playne. 

Cehnori.ie. 
Thie  fjjeche,    O  Loverde,    fyrethe:    the  wbcle 

fKyne;  [breathe; 

Theie    pani^e    for    war,  as  honted    wolves  for 
Go,  and  fvtte  crowned  on  corfes  of  the  fla)ne  ; 
Go,  and  ywieldc  the  nialTic  fwcrde  of  deathe. 

Soldj'errcs. 
From  thee,  O  ^lla,  alle  oure  courage  reygnes, 
Echone    yn    phantalie    do  Itdi;  the   Danes'  ynne 

chayncs. 

Mie  countrymenne,    mie    friendes,  your  noble 

fprytes 
Speke  yn  youre  eyne,  and  doe  yer  roafler  telle. 
Swefte    as    the    raync-Uoim  toe  the  erthe  a- 

lyj;htes, 
Soe  wylie  we  fall  upon  thefe  rojners  felle. 
Oure    niowynge    fwerdts    IhalJc    pion^c    hem 

downe  to  helle  ;  [llarrcs  ; 

Theyre    throngynije    corfcs  fl)all  onlyghte  the 
1  lie  barrowe?  braltyngc  wythe  the  fleenc  fchall 

fwtlle,  [warres ; 

Brynnyngepa   to  commynge  tymc5  our  famous 
Inne  everie  eyne  I  kenue  the  lowe  of  myghte, 
Shecnynge  abrodc,  alyche  a  hylle-fyre  ynne  the 

"yghte.  [laie, 

Vhannc  poyntclles  of  oure  famous  fyghte  ihall 
Echone  wylle  marvelle  atte  the  dernie  dcde. 
El  hone  wylle  wyfien  hee  hanne  feene  the  daie, 
-And  bravclie  holped  to  make  tlie  foemenn  blede; 
Botte  for  yer  holj^e  oure  battelle  wylle  notte 

nede  ; 
Oure  force  ys  force  enowe  to  flaie  theyre  honde  ; 
Wee  wylle  retournc  unto  thys  grencd  mcde, 
Oercorfcb  of  the  focmcn  of  the  londc. 
No\ve    to    the  warre    Icttc  all  the  fliighornw 
founde,  •  [grounde. 

The  Dacyanne  troopes  appere  on  yindcr  ryfynge 
Chicfes,  heade  youre  bandc%  and  leade. 

DANES  FLYING,  NE.'^RE  WATCHETTE. 
Fyrjlf  Dane. 
Ft.Y,  fly,  ye  Danes .  Magnus  the  chiefe  ys  fleene, 
J  he  S.ixonnes  comme  wjthe  .ifllla  atte  theyre 
heade  ; 

91  Declaring. 
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Lette's  ftrev  to  2:«tte  awa-e  to  yinder  greene  : 
Flic,  flic  ;  thys  ys '  ne  kyngJommc  of  the  dcadde. 

SeconJi  Duiie. 

O  goddts!  hive  thoulandesbiemieanlacebledde, 

And  muft  I  novve  for  fafetie  flie  awaic  ? 

See !    faire   befprenged   alle   oure   troopes  are 

fpreade, 
Yette  1  wyllc  fynglie  dare  the  bloddie  fraic. 
Eotte  ne  ;   I'He  flic,  and  morther  yn  retrcte  ; 
Deathe,   biodde,    and  fyre,    fcalle  93  maike  the 
goeyngc  of  my  ftcte. 

T/jyrJe  Dane. 
Enthovhteynge  for"  to  fcape  the  brondeynge  foe, 
A?  r.ere  un.o  the  bvllowd  beche  I  came, 
F;-.:f  ofTc  1  fpled  a  lyglue  of  myckle  woe. 
Our-  fpyrynge  baitayles  wrapt  ynii  fayles  of 

flame. 
The  burled  Dacyajines,  who  were  ynn  the  fame. 
Fro  fyd?  to  fyde  flcdde  the  pafuyte  of  deathe  ; 
The  fwelleynge  fyre  yer  corrage  doe  enfiame, 
Thcie  ^epe  ynto  the  fea.and  bobblynge  yield  yer 

b re.)  the  ; 

Whyleft:   thofe  thatt  bee   uponne   the  bloddie 

playne,  [Ilayne. 

Bee  deathe-doomcd  captyvestaenc,  or  yn  the  battle 

Hurra. 

Now   ble  the  goddes,    Magnus,    dyfcourteous 

knygh.e, 
Bie  cravente  94  havyoure  havethe  don  oure  woe, 
Dyfpendyuge  all  the  taile  menne  yn  the  fyghte, 
And  placeying  valourous  menne  where  draffs 

mote  goe. 
Sythence  oure  fourtunie  have  the  tourned  foe, 
Gader  the  fouldyers  lefte  to  future  Ihappe, 
To  fomme  newe  place  for  fafetie  wee  wyile  goe. 
Inne  future  daie  wee  wyile  have  better  happe. 
Sounde  the  lou4§  flughorne  for  a  quicke  i'or- 
loyne  95  ;  *  [joyu-e 

.Lette  alle  the  Dacyannes  fwythe  untoe  our  bannc. 

Throw  hamlettes  wee  wyile  fprcnge  fadde  deth 
and  dole,  .    [ynn^ 

Bathe  yn  hotte  gore,  and  wafch  ourfelves  the'  ^ 

Goddes  !    here   the  Saxonnes  lyche  a   byllo  ■ 
rolle. 

1  heere  the  anlacis  detefted  dynne. 

Awaie,  awaie,  ye  Dane=,  to  yonder  penne ; 
Wee  now  wyile  make  forloyne  yn  tyme  to  fygh; 
agenne. 

CELMONDE,  NEAR  WATCHETTE. 

O  forr  a  fpryte  al  feere  !  to  telle  thedaic, 
I'hc  dale  whyche  leal  aflounde  the  herers  rede, 
Makeynge  oure  foemennes  envyynge  hartes  to 
blede,  1  for  aie 

iTbereynge  thro  the  worlde  oure  rennomde  name 

Brygbte  fonne  han  ynne  hys  roddie  robes  byn 

dyghte, 
From  the  redde  eafte  he  flytted  wythe  hys  traync, 
The  howers  drewe  awaie  the  geete  of  nyghte, 
Her  fable  tapiflrie  was  rente  yn  twayne. 
The   dauncynge   flreakes   bedecked    heavennes 

playne,  [eie. 

And  on  the  dewe  dyd  finyle  wythe  ftiemryngt 


J3  Shall.    94  coward.    95  retresit. 


Lyche  gottes  of  biodde  whiche  doe  tlacke  ar« 
moure  fteync,  [bie  j 

Sheenynge  upon  the  borne  96  whyche  flondetk 
The  louldyers  ftoode  uponne  the  hillis  fyde, 
Lyche  yonge  enlcfed  trees  whyche  yn  a  foi'refte    ^ 
byde. 

JUViZ.  rofe  lyche  the  tree  befette  wyth  brieres; 
Hys  talle  ipeere   fheenynge   as    the  ilarres  at 

nyghte, 
Hys  eyne  enfcmeynge  as  a  lowe  of  fyre  ; 
Wlianne  he  enchcered  eyerie  manne  to  fyghte, 
Hys  gentle  woides  dyd  moove  eche  valourous  . 

knyghte  : 
Itte  mooveth  'hem,  as  hontcrres  lyoncell ; 
In  trebled  armoure  ys  theyre  courage  dyghte ; 
Eche  warrynge  harte  forr  prayie  and  rennome 

fwelles  -,  [flremc, 

Lyche  Howelie  dynnynge,  of  the  croucheyngc 

Syche  dyd  the  mornuynge  found  of    the  wbol 

armie  feme. 

Hee  ledes  'hem  onne  to  fyghte  ;  oh  !  thenne  to 

faie 
How  ^Ua  loked,  and  lokyng  dyd  encheerc, 
Moovynge  alyche  a  mountayne  yn  affraie, 
Whanne  a  lowde  whyrlevynde  doe  yttes  boe- 

fomme  tare, 
To  telle  howe  everie  loke  wulde  banyfhe  feere, 
Woulde  alke  an  angellespoyntelle  orhys-tongue, 
Lyche  a  talle  rocke  yatte  ryfeth  heaven-were, 
Lyche  a  yonge  woliynne  brondeous  and  flrynge, 
Soe  dydde  he  goe, and  myghtie  warriours  hedde; 
"Vythe   gore-depy6led  wynges  maflerie  arounde 

hym  fiedde. 

The  battelle  jyned ;   fwerdes  uponne  fwerdes 

dyd  ryngs  ; 
-^Ua  was  chafed,  as  lyonns  madded  bee  ; 
Lyche   fallynge  flarrcs,  he  dydde  the  javlyna 

flyngc  ; 
Hys  mightie  anlace  mightie  menne  dyd  flea ; 
V^Hiere  he  dydde  come,  the  flemed97  foe  djdde 

flee. 
Or  felle  benethe  hyshonde,  as  fallynge  rsyne, 
Wyche    fyke   a  fhuyrie  he  dydde  onn   'hemm 

dree,  [playne ; 

Hylles  of  yer  bov.-kes  dyd   ryfe   opponnc    the 
2£.\\a    thou  ar  e — botte  flaie,  mie  tynge  ;  faic 

nee  t 
Howe  greate  I  hymmc  maye  make,  flylle  greater 

hee  wyile  bee. 

Nor  dy.ide  hys  fouldyerrcs  fee   hys  ades  yn 

vayne.  |  felle ; 

Heere  a  floute  Dane   uponne    hys  compheere 
Heere    lorde  and  hyndl^t  e  fonke  uponne  the 

plavne  ; 
Heere  fonne  and  fadre  tr.mbled  ynto  helle. 
Chief  Magnus  fought  hys  waie,  and  fliame  to 

telle  ! 
Hee  fought  hys  waic  for  flyghte  ;  botte  ^lla'a 

fpeere 
Uponne  the  flyyngc  Dacyannes  fchoulder  fellc, 
Quyte  throwe'hys  boddie,  and  hys  harte  ytte 

tare, 
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He  gronec!,  and  fonke  uponnc  the  goric  j^cenc, 
And  wythc  hy*  corfc  cncrcafcd  ihc  pylciof  Pacy- 
auiR's  Scene. 

Spcntc  wythc  the  fyglite,  the  Danylhe  chani- 

j'yoiis  Aondc, 
I.ychc  liullcs,  whofc   Arengthc  and  wondrous 

niygluf  ys  St-iiJc  ; 
^ila,  a  javelynnc  grypped  yn  eythcr  honde, 
Flycs  to  the  thronge,  and  dooracs  two  Dacy- 

annt-s  deadJe. 
After  hys  a(5lc,  tlie  armic  all  yfpcddc ; 
Fronim  cverich  on  unmyfTynge  javlynncsflewe  ; 
Theie  llrauorhte  yer  doughtic  fwcrdes;  the  foc- 

mcon  blcdde ;  [flcwc-; 

Full  three  of  fourc  of  myghtie  Danes  dheic 
The  Danes,  wythc  tcrroure  rulyngc  att  their 

head,  '[ravennc  fleddc. 

Threwc  downe  theyr  bannere  talle,   and  lyche  a 
The  foldycrres  followed  wythe  a  myghte  crie, 
Cr}'cs  yatte  wcUe  myghte   the  floutcfte  hartcs 

afl'raie.  fannes  flic ; 

Swefte  as  yer  fhyppes  the    vanquylned  Dacy- 
Sweftc  as  the  raync  uponne  an  Aprylle  daie, 
PrefTynge   bthynde,    the   Englyichc  foldycrres 

flaie.  (mayuc; 

Botte  halfc  the  tythes  of  Danyfhc  nienne  re- 
JEAhi  commaundcs  'heie  fhoulde  the  flcctrc  flaie, 
Boilc  bynde   'hem  pryfonncrs  on  the  bloddic 

playne. 
The  fyghtyne  beynge  done,  I  came  awa'e. 
Id  odher  fields  to  fyghtc  a  moe  uucquallc  fraie. 

Mie  fervant  fquyre ! 

CELMONDE,  SERVITOURE.       ' 

Celmonde. 

Prepare  a  fleing  horfe, 
Whofe  feete  are  wyngcs,  whofe  pace  ys  lyckc 

the  wynd*;,  [yn  courfe, 

Whoe  wyllc  outftreppe  the  morneynge  lyghte 
l>cavcyngc  the  gyttlcs  of  tlie  mcrkc  behynde. 
Sominc  hyltrcn  matters  doe  mie  prtfcnce  lynde. 
<iyv  outc  to  alle  yattc  I  was  fleent  ynne  fyghte. 
Gyffynne  thysgarc  thou  docft  mie  order  myndc, 
Whanne  I  returnc  thou  fhalt  be  made  u  knyghte; 
Flie,  flic,  be  gon ;  an  howcrro  ys  a  daie; 
f>2ycke  dyghtc  mie  belle  of  ftedcs,  and  brynge 

hymni  heere — awaie  ! 
(jilmonde, 
/Ella  ys  wounded  fore,  and  ynne  the  toune 
lie  waytcthc,  tyilc  hys  woundes  bee  broghtc 

to  cthc.  [croune, 

And  fhalle   I   from  hys  brovves  plocke  off  the 
Makyn((e  the  vydlorc  yn  hys  vy(5loric  blefhe  ? 
O  no  !  fuUe  fooner  fchulde  mie  hartcs  bloddc 

fmethe, 
FuUe  fooiicre  woulde  I  tortured  bee  toe  deathe  ; 
Botte — nirtha  ys  tlic  pryze;  ahc!  yttc  were  ethe 
To  gayne  fo  gayne  a  pryze  wythc  inlTi;  of  breathe ; 
Botte  thannc  reniiome  a;terne  9S — ytte  ys  botte 

ayre ;  [there. 

Breddc  ynne  the  phantafic,   and  allcyn  lyvynge 

Albeytte  everychc  thinge  yn  lyfe  confpyrc 
To  telle  me  of  the  faultc  I  nowe  fchulde  doe, 


98  Eternjl. 


Yctte  woulde  I  battcnlic  aQuage  mie  fyrc. 
And  tiic  lame  menes  as  I  Icall  nowe  purfue. 
'J'hc  qualytycs  1  fro  mie  parcntcs  drcwe 
\N'cre  blodde,  and  morthcr,  maftcrie,  and  warre; 
T  hie  I  wyllt  holdc  to  now,  and  hedc  ne  moe 
A  woundc  )n  rtnnome,  yanne  a  boddie  fcarrc. 
Nowe,  yjllla,  nowe  Ime  plantynge  of  a  thonie, 
Bie  whychc  thie  peace,  thie  love,  and  gloric  fbalie 
be  lorne. 

BRYSTOWE. 

BIRTUA,    eCWINA. 

Blrlba. 
Gfntlk  Egwina,  do  notte  preche  me  joie  ; 
I  cannotte  joie  ynne  anie  ihyngc  botte  were  99. 
Oh  !  yattc  aujhte  fchulde  ourc  fcllyneffe  diilroie, 
Floddynge  the  face  wythe  woe  and  brynie  tearc! 

Eg-U'inJ. 

You  mufle,  you  mulle  endeavour  for  to  cheer* 
Youre  bane  unto  fotnme  cherifaunccd  leftc. 
Youre  lovcrde  from  the  battU  wyllc  appcrc, 
Ynne  honourc,  and  a  greater  love,  be  drelle; 
Botte  I  wylle  call  the  mynllrclks  roundcLic  ; 
Perchaunce  the  fwotie  foundc  maic  chafe  youc 
wierc  99  awaie. 


BIRTHA,  EGWINA,  MYNSTRELLES 

ATynJlrelUt  Songt. 

O  !  fynge  untoe  mie  roundclaie, 
O  !  droppc  the  brynie  teare  wythe  mec, 
Daunce  n«  moe  atte  hallie  daie, 
Lycke  a  reynnnge  100  ryver  bee; 

Mie  love  ys  dedde, 

Gon  to  hys  death-bcdde, 

Al  under  the  wyllowc  Otcc- 


.    I 


Blackc  hys  cryne  ici  as  the  wyntere  nyghte, 
Whyte  hys  rode  102  as  the  fommer  fnowc, 
Rodde  hys  face  as  the  mornynge  lyghte, 
Cald  he  lyes  ynne  the  grave  belowc ; 
Mil-  love  ys  dedde, 

Gon  to  hys  dcath-beddc,  1 

Al  under  the  wyllowc  tree.  1 

Swote  hys  tyngue  as  the  throftles  note, 
Quycke  ynn  daunce  as  thought  caiine  bee, 
Defe  hys  tabourc,  codgellc  Itote, 
O  ;  hee  lyes  bie  the  wyllowe  tree  : 

Mie  love  ys  dedde, 

Gonne  to  hys  deathe-bcdde, 

Alle  under  the  wyllowc  tree. 

Harke  !  the  ravenne  flappes  hys  wynge, 
In  the  briered  delle  belowc; 
Harke  !  the  dethe-owle  loude  dothc  fynge^ 
To  the  nyghte-mares  as  heie  goc  ; 

Mie  love  ys  dedde, 

Gonne  to  hys  dcathc-bcddc, 

Al  under  the  wyllowc  tree. 

See  !  the  whyte  moonc  fhecncs  onne  hie  f 
\\'hyterre  ys  mie  true  loves  fhroude  ; 
\Vh\tcrre  yanne  the  mornynge  (kie, 
Whyterrc  yanne  the  evcnynge  cloude  ; 
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Gon  to  hys  deathe-bedde, 
Al  under  the  wyllow  tree. 


CELMONDE,  ATT  BRYSTOWE. 


Heere  uponne  mie  true  love?  grave, 
Schalle  the  baren  fleurs  be  layde, 
»  Nee  on  hallie  feyntle  to  favc 
Al  the  celnefs  of  a  mayde. 

Mie  love  ys  deddc,  / 

Gone  to  hys  death-bedde, 
Al  under  the  wyllow  tree. 
Wythe  mie  hondts  I'll  dente  the  briercs 
Rounde  his  halile  corfe  to  gre, 
Ouphante  fairie    lyghte  your  fyres, 
Hcere  mie  bodie  ft  ill  fchalle  bee. 
My  love  ys  dedde, 
Gon  to  hys  death-beddc, 
Al  under  the  wyllowe  tree. 
Comme,  wythe  acorne-coppe  and  thornc, 
Drayne  mie  hartyb  blodde  awaie  ; 
Lyfe  and  all  ytts  goode  I  fcorne,_ 
Daunce  bie  nete,  or  feafte  by  daie. 
Mie  love  ys  dcdde, 
Gon  to  hys  death-bedde, 
Al  under  the  wyllowe  tree. 
Watcrre  wythes,  crownede  wythe  reytes  103 
Bere  race  to  yer  leathalle  tyde. 
I  die;  I  comme;  mie  true  love  waytes. 
Thos  the  damfelle  I'pake,  and  dyed. 

Brrtha. 
Thys  fyngyng  haveth  whatte  coulde  mal:e  yt^te 

Butte  iJie  uncourtlie  Ihappebenymmes  mee  of  all 

^LLA,  ATTE  WATCHETTE. 
Curse  onne  mie  tardie  woundes  1  brynge  mee 

aftede! 
1  wylle  awaie  to  Birtha  bie  thys  nyghte  ; 
/Ibeytte  fro  mie  woundcs  mie  foul  00-  blede, 
1  wylle  awaie,  and  die  wythynne  her  lyghte. 
Brynge  mee   a  ftede,  wythe  eagle  wynges  for 

fiyghte ,  .   ,  „ 

Swefte  as  mie  wy{he,and,  as  mie  love  ys  ftronge. 
The   Danes   have  wrought   mee    myckle  woe 

ynne  fyghte, 
Inne  kepevnge  mee  from  Birtha  s  armcs  fo  longe. 
O  '  whatte  a  dome  was  myne,  fythe  maftene 
*Canne  yeve  ne  plcafaunce,  nor  mie  londes  goode 
leme  myne  eie ! 
Yee  goddes,  howe  ys  a  loverres  temper  formed! 
Some  tymes  the  fammc  thynge  wyll  both  bane 
andbkffe?  ,     ^    [warmed, 

Ontymeencalede  i04,yv°ebie  the  fanie  thynge 
Eftroughted  foorthe,  and  yanne  vbroghten  Ids. 
'Tys   Birtha  s   lofs   whyche  doe  mie  thoughts 

poffeffe ;  „   .         •    n.    )    5 

I  wrvlle,  I  muft  awaie :  whie  ftaies  mie  ftede  .' 
Mie  hufcarles,  hyther  hafte  ;  prepare  a  drefle, 
Whyche  couracyrs  105  yn  haft.e  jourmes  nede. 
O  heavens!   I  moft  awaie  to  Byrtha  eyne, 
Tor  yn  her   looks  I   fynde  mie  beynge  doe  en- 
twyne. 


103  Water-flags.     104  frozen,  cold.  lOj  horfe 
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The  worlde  ys  darke  Vythe  nyghte;  the  wyndes 

arcftylle;  ,    ^      ,        [gleme ; 

Fayntelie    the  mone  her  palyde    lyght  makes 

The  iipryfte  106  fprytes  the  fylencc  letten  107 

Wythe  ouphant  faeryes  joynyng  ynn  the  dreme; 
1  he  forefte  Iheenethe  wythe  the  fylver  leme; 
Nowe  male  mie  love  be  fated  ynn  ytts  treate  ; 
Uponne  thelyncheof  fomme  fwefte  reynyng 

ftreme, 
Att  the  fwote  banquette  I  wylle  fwotelie  eate. 
Thys  ys  the  howfe ;  yee  hyndcs,  Iwy thya  apperc. 

CELMONDE,  SERVYTOURE. 
Celmonde. 
Go  telle  to  Birtha  ftrayte,  a  flraungcre  waytethe 
here. 

CELMONDE,  BIRTHA. 

Birtba. 
Celmonde!  yee   feyndes  I    I  hope  thou  haft© 
goode  ncwes. 

CeUnonde. 

The  hope  ys  lofte  ;  lor  heavie  newes  prepare. 

Birtha. 

Is  ^lla  welle  ? 

Celmonde. 
Hee  ly  ves ;  and  flylle  maic  ufc 
The  behylte  108  bleflynges  of  a  future  yearc. 

Birtha. 
Whatte  heavie  tydynge  thenne  have  I  to  feare  ? 
Of  whatte   mifchaunce  dydfte  thou  fo  latelic 
faie  ? 

Cilmande. 
For  heavie  tydynges  fwythyn  now  prepare. 
iElla  fore  wounded  ys,  yn  bykerous  fraie  ; 
In  Wedecefler's  waliid  toune  he  lies. 

Birtha. 
Q  mie  agroted  breaft ! 

Celmonde. 

Wythoute  your  fyght  he  dyev 

Birtha. 

Wylle  Birtha's  prefence  etheher  Ella's  payne? 

I  fiie  ;  newe  wynges  doe  from   mie  fchoulders 

Celmonde. 
Mie  ftede  wydhoute  wylle  deftelle   beerc  U3 
twayne. 

Birtha. 

Oh  !   I  wyll  flie  as  wyndc,  and  no  wale  lynge; 

Sweftlie  caparifons  for  rydynge  brynge ; 

I  have    a  mynde  wynged  wythe  the  levyne 

ploome. 
O  -ffilla,  ^Ua!  dydfte  thou  kenne  the  ftynge. 
The  whiche    doeth  canker  ynne  mie  harty* 
roome,  ,^     ^        [*"^f' 

Thou  wouldfte  fee  playne  thiefelfe  the  gare  to 
Aryfe,  uponne  thic  love,  and  flie  tomeetenmee. 
Celmonde. 
The  ftede,  on  whyche  I  came,  ys  fwefte  as  ayre ; 
Mie  f-rvytourcs  doe  wayte  mee  nere  the  wode  ; 
Swythynne  wythe  mee  unto  the  place  repayre  ; 
To  iElla  I  vnlle  gev  you  conduct  goode. 


is6Riren.     icy  church-vard.     icS  ^romifcd. 
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Yourc  cync,   alyclic  a  baulmc,    wyll  ftaunclic 

liys  hloodc, 
rtolj.i-  njipc  hys  woundcs,  and  ycv  hy*  litartc 

ill-  clic-erc  : 
irpo.iiv;  your  vynr  heholdr*  hv«lyvc!yhodc  lon; 
Yon  iloc  l.ys  Iprytcaiui  allc  hyo  pk;ir:i»inci-  bcrt;. 
Coin!n-.-,  latt',  aw:iic,  ulljcyftt  ytt :  yi  luohc, 
Ycttc    love    will,  bee  a  tore  to    totiruc  to  Kcij 
nyjjhtcs  finokc. 

BhiLa. 
jMbtytteuMwearfsdyd  the  wdkvtin  rindc, 
Rcyiic,  alychc  fullyiig;  ryvcr^,  dy.!  fcrfe  bf-, 
Jirthcwyihe  the  ayrc  fiichafcd  dyd  cnntciidj, 
Evcrychonc  breathe  of  wyudc  wythe   plagues 

<lyd  ilcc, 
Ycttc  I  to  Julia's  cytK-  cftfooneswouldc  fl'-c; 
Albcytcc  hawthonics  dyd  me  Jlcfhc  cnlcinc, 
Owlcttcs,  wytlie  fcrychynge,  (hakcyngc  cvcrvchc 

tree, 
And  watcr-neders  wry^alyngc  yn  echc  ftrcnic-, 
Ycttc  woiiide  1  flic,  nf  under  cnverte  ftaic, 
Bgttc    fcko    mic    ^Ella    owtc;    brave  Cclmoude, 
Icadc  the  waic. 

A  WOODK. 

HURRA,    DANES. 

Hurra. 
Heerf  ynn  yis  forieite  lettc  us  watchc  for  pree, 
Bcwrrckcyngc    on    our    foeni<:nne    cure    ylle 

war  re  ; 
Whatteverrc  fchalle  be  Englyfch  wee  wylle  flea, 
tSpreddyn;j;e  our  ugfomme  rennome  to  afarre. 
Yc   Dacyanne    mcnnc,    gyff  Dacyanne    mcnne 

yet  are, 
l.ette  nete  botte  blodde  fuffycyle  for  yee  bee; 
On  everych  brcafte  yngorle  lettcres  fcarre, 
What  fprytciyou  have,  and  howe  thofefprytes 

male  dree. 
And  gyff  yee  gettc  awaie  tp  Denmarkes  fhorc, 
JLftefoones  wc  will  rctourne,    and  vanquiflicd  bee 
nc  mocre. 
The  battcUe  lofte,  a  battellc  was  yndede  ; 
Kote  quecdes  hemfclfes  tulde  Uonde  lb  harde  a 
fr^ic;  [blcde, 

Ourc    verie    armoure,   and    our   hcalmes  dy.l 
The    Daryanncs    Iprytcs,     lyche    dewc    drops, 

flcdde  awaie. 
Ttf  was  an  VElla  dyd  comm.miidc  the  daic  ; 
Ynn  rpyilc  of  focmannc,  I  moil  faic  liys  myghte  ; 
Botte  wee  ynn  hynd  Icttes  blodde  the  loh  wylle 

paie, 

Brynnyi)f;c.  ihatte  we  knowe  howc  to  wynnc 

ynfyghte;  [dettroic  ;— 

Wee  wylle,  lyke  wylfcs  cnloofcd  from  chayiies, 

Ourc  armoure.— wynier  nyghte  lliotte  oute  the 

daic  of  joic. 

Whcne    fwcfte-fotc    tymc  doe    rolle    the  d.iic 

alofffc.  [hrcnde  ; 

Somme    hamkttc     fealle    onto    our^-    fhuyric 

Brallyugc  alychc  a  rocke,  or  mountayne  ftroiige. 

The  tallc  ihyrthe-fpyrc  upon  tJie  grene   (lialle 

bcndc;  [rende. 

Wee  wylle  the  wallcs,  and  auntyantc  tourcttcs 


Pete  .  virych   tree   whych  goldyn  fruyte  djc 

bi-vTC, 

D.iwne  to  the  -oddcs  the  ownerrsdherc  of  f.  „de, 

^c)prcnj;yngc  allc  abrode  ladde  warreand  bloddic 

wccre. 

Botte  fyrlle  to  yy„dcr  uke-tree  wee  wylk   flic; 

And  tjicncc  wylle  ylTue  owte  onnc  all  yatte  com- 

■    nurh  bic. 

AXODIIER  PARTE  OF  THE  WOODE. 

CCLMONDE,    BIK  fllA. 

Birlba. 
i'lvs    merknefs    doe    affraie    niie     wommanns 
brealle. 
H-Jwe  lable  ys  the  fprcdynge  Ocie  arravde  ! 
liadic  the  bordclcire,  who  lyvcs  to  rcltc, 
Nc  ys  att  nyghts  fleinynge  hue  dyfmavde  ; 
I  he  (Litres  doc  fcantillie  I  la  the  fable  braydc; 
•t"^  ^V^""'  'y'^''-'"  Ifnic,  of  eomforte  wove  ; 
iipekc,  Cehnonde,  docs    ytte  make   thee  nottc 
afrayde  ? 

Cclmtnde. 
Merker  the  nyghte,  fitter  tydc  for  love. 

Birtba. 
Saieft  thou  for  love  ?  ah  I   love  is  far  awaie. 
Faygne  would  I  fee  once  moe  tlie  roddic  Icmcs  of 
daie. 

Ctlmondt. 
Love  maic  bee  nie,  woulde   Birtha  callc  ytre 
here. 

Birtba. 
How,  Celmonde,  do'ho  thou  mcne  .' 
Ctlmonde. 
Thys  Celmonde  menes. 
No  leme,  no  eyne,  nc  mortalle  mannc  appcrc, 
Nc  lyghte,  an  adl  of  love  for  to  bcwrccne  ; 
Nete  in  thys  forredc,  botte  thys  tore  ui,  dothc 
niecnc.  [nyght; 

i  he  whych,  potte  outc,  do  leave  the  w-liole  yn 
See!  ho.vc   the    brauncynge    trees  do  here  en- 
twync,  [fyghtc; 

Makeyng    thy    bower    fo    pleafynge    to    the 
'1  liys  was   for   love    fyrft    made,  and  here  vtt 
ftondes. 
That    hcicynne  lovers    maic    enlyncke    yn    trui 
loves  bondcs. 

Birtliii. 
Celmonde,  fpeake   whattc  thou  meneft,  or  alfj 

mic  thoughtes 
Pcrchaunce  maic   robhc  thie  honeftie   io  fayrc, 

Celmonde. 
Then    here,    and   knowc,    hereto  1   have    yo« 

broiighte, 
Mic  longe  hyddc  love  unto  you  to  make  clcre. 

Birtbj. 
O    heaven  and   carthe !  whattc    ys    ytt    I    doc 

hearc  ? 
Am  1  betraftc  in  ?  where  ys  mie  JElla,  faic  ? 

Celmonde. 
O  !  do  nettc  now  to  yfilla  fyke  love  bcrc, 
Eottc  gevcn  fome  onne  Cclmondes  heddc. 
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traycd. 
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Await"  ! 
\  wylle  1)C  gone,  :ind  gioapc  mic  paiTage  outc, 
Albcyttc  ncdtrs  ftyiigcs  mie  legs  do  twync  aboute. 

Nowe  l)ic  the  feyndes  I  wylle  notte  ktte  thee 

Ontylk-  tlicu  docfle  mie  brcr.dynge  love  aniatc. 
Tliofe  eyne  have  caiifcd  Celmondc  myckie  woe, 
Ycnne  ktte  yer  Iniyle  fyrft  take  hymni  yn  re- 
grate. 

0  !  didfb  thou  fee  mie  breaflis  troblous  flate, 
Thterc  love  doth  harrie  up  mie  joie,  and  tthc! 

1  wretched  bee,  beyonde  the  hele  of  fate, 
GyflBirtha  ftylle  wylle  make  mie  harte-teyncs 

blethe. 
■    f^oftc  as  the  fommer  fiowreets,  Birtha,  looke, 
Fullc  yllc  1  canue  thie  fiownes  and   harde  dyf- 
pkafaunce  brocke. 
Birt/ja. 
Thie  love  ys  fouk;  I  woulde  bee  deafe  for  aie, 
Radher  thanne  heere  fyche  deflavatic  113  fedde. 
Swythymie  flie  from  mcc,  and  ne  lurtlur  faie ; 
Radher  thi;nnc  heare   thie   love,  1  wouldt   bee 
dead.  [heddc, 

Yee  feyndles!  and  flial  I  wronge  mic  iElla's 
And  wouldft  thou,  Celmonde,  tcmpte  me  to  the 

thynge  ? 
I.ctt  mee  he  gone— alk  curfes  onne  thie  heddc  ! 
Was  ytte  for  thys  thou  dydlf  e  a  melliige  brynge  ! 
Lette  mee  be  gone,  thou  manne  of  labk  hattc  ! 
Or  welkyii  114  and  her  flarres  wyll  take  a  may- 
dens  parte.  » 
Celmonde. 
Sythence  you  wylle  notte  ktte  mie  fuyte  avclc, 
Mie  love  wylle  have  yttes  joie,  altho  wythe 
guylte  ;  [ftck  ; 
Your  Ivmhes  fhall  bcndc,  albcytte  (Iryngc  as 
The     mcrkye     feefonne    wylle     your    bloflits 
hylte  115. 

BirtLc. 
Holpe,  holpe,  ye  feyn<5les !  oh  thatte  mie  blocde 
was  fpylte ! 

Cf/n'onr^e. 

The  feynfles  att  diflaunce  flonde  ynn  tyme  of 

nede. 
Strev  notte  to  goe  ;  thou  canfle  notte,  gyff  thou 

wylte. 
Unto  mie  wyfche  bee  kinde,  and  nete  alfe  htde. 

/  Birtha. 

No,  fouk  befloykerre,  !  v/ylle  rende  the  ayre, 
Tylk  dethe  to  rtaie  mie  dynne,  or  fomnie  kynde 
roder  heare. 
Holpe  !  holpe  !  oh  Godde  ! 

CELMONDE,  BIRTHA,  HURRA,  DANES. 

Hurra. 
Ah  !   thatts  a  wommane  cries. 
I  kenn  hem  ;  faie,  who  are  yon,  yatte  bee  thccrc  ? 

Cdmntide. 
Y"ee  hyndes,  awaie  !   orre  bie  thys  fv»  erde  yee 
dies. 

Hurra. 

Thie  wordes  wvlle  ne  mie  Jiartis  fete  afTcrc. 
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Save  nice,  oh!  fave  me  from  thys  royner  hcerc? 

Hurra . 

Stonde  thou  bie  mie ;   now  faic  tide  name  and 

londe ; 
Or  fwythyne  fchall  mie  fwerde  thie  boddle  tare. 

Cel?7iviiJc 
Bolhe  I  wylle  {liewe  thee  bie  inlc  bror.dcoubli6 
houde. 

HiirrJ. 
Befette  hym  rouude,  yee  Danes. 
Ctlnunde. 
^  Come  onne,  and  fee  [bee. 

GyfT  mie  flrynge  anlace  mait  bewryen  whatte  I 
\Fygljtc    al   aner.Jie    Celw^nde,    mw^nie   Danes    1)e 
Jlc.ith,  mid j.i'.eth  to  Hurra. 
Ccbiicnde. 
Oh  !  I  forflagen  117  bee  !  ye  Danes,  now  kerne, 
I  amme  yatte  Celmonde,  feconde  yn  the  fyghfe, 
AVho  dydd,  atte  Watchette,  fo  forflege  youre 
mcnne ;  ["ygbtc  ; — 

I    fek    mync    eyne    to    fwymme    yn    .xternc 
To  her  be  kynde.  [i);Wi, 

Hurra. 
Thenne  felk  a  wordlvic  knyghte. 
Saie,  who  bee  you  ? 

Birtha. 

1  am  greate  y^lki's  wyfe. 
Hurra. 
Ah! 

Birtha. 

GyfTanenflc  hym  you  liarhourc  fouk  defpyte, 

Nowc  wythe  rhc  lethal  anlace  take  mie  lyfe, 

Me  thankcs  I  ever  onne  you  wylle  bellowc. 

From  cwbryce  iiS  you  mee  pyghte,  the  worlle  of 

mortal  woe. 

Hurra. 
I  wylle  ;  ytte  fcalk  bee  foe  :  ye  Dacyans,  here, 
Thys  iElla  havethe  been  oure  foe  for  aie. 
Thorrowe  the  battelk  he  dyd  brondeous  teare, 
Beyng  the  lyfe  and  head  of  everyche  fraie; 
From  everych  Dacyanne  power  he  won  the  dale, 
Forflagcji  Magnus,  all  oure    chippes  ybrente; 
Bie  hys  felk  arme  wee  now  are  made  to  ftraie; 
The  fpeere  of  Dacya  he  ynn  pieces  Ihente; 
Whanne  hantoned  barckes  unto  our  londe  dyd 
comme, 
j^lla  the  gare  dheie  fed,  and  wyfchcd  hym  byt-' 
ter  dome. 

Birtha. 
Mercie ! 

Hurra. 
Bee  ftylle. 
Bntte  yette  he  ys  a  foemanne  goode  and  favre  ; 
•Whanne  wee  are  fpence,  he  foundethe  the  for- 

loyiic ; 
The  captyves  chayne  he  toffcth  ynne  the  ayre. 
Cheered  the  wounded  bothe  wythe  bredde  and 

wync  ; 
Has  hee  notte  untoe  fommc  of  you  bynn  dyo-ne? 
You  would  have  fmethed  onne  Wedecellriaa 

fieldc, 
Botte  hee  behylte  the  flughorne  for  to  ckyne,  ^ 
Throwynge  onne  hys  wyde  backe,  hys  wydec 
fpreddynge  Ihielde. 


116  Furious.     117  {lain.     I18  adukcry. 
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Whanrc-  you,  as  caytyfncd,  yn  fic!d<r  dyd  bee, 
Hcc  oathcj  you  to  bcc  ftjlk,  and  ftraycc  dydd  fcltc 
you  free. 

Sadie  wcc  forfl<:gcii9  hyi  wyfe,  beciufc  lic'k 

bra  V  c  ? 
Eicaus  htc  iyghtcth  for  hy»  country^*  p^.irc  ? 
AS'yllc  hcc,  wlio  havith  bynrir  yu  /£,\\  iN  Have, 
Kobbc  hymof  wliattc  percale  he  holdith  dctre? 
Or  fcallc  \vc  iiicniic:  or  nicnnys  fprytcs  apuere, 
Docyiige  hym  favours  for  hys  favnurt domic, 
Swcftc  to  hys  pallace  thysdamoifcDe  berc, 
Bcwryniic  cure  caf.',  and  to  onrc  waic  be  goniic? 
'Ihc  Lft  you  do  approve  ;  fo  lette  nu-  bn- ; 
DamoyfclJc,  comnic  awaie;    you  falc    fcallc  bee 
ivy  the  nice. 

Birlha. 
A\  blelTyngcs  male  the  fcyndes  Tinto  yce  gj'vc  ! 
Al     pleafaunce    maie     yourc    longe-ftraughte 

livynges  bee ! 
JEWi,  whannc  luiowynge  thatte  bi  •  you  I  lyve, 
Wyllc  thyiickc  too  fmaJk  a  guyfte  the  londc 

and  fea. 
O  Celmonde  !  I  maie  dcftlic  rede  bie  thee, 
Whatte  ille  betydcthc  the  cnfouled  k)  ndc  ; 
Alaic  ne  thie  crofs-ftonc  lao  of  tliie  crynie  bc- 
wrce !  [inyndc ! 

Maie  alie  mcnnc  ken  thic  valourc,  fcwe  thie 
Soldycr !  for  fyke  thou  arte  ynn  noble  fraie, 
I  wylle  thie  goinges  'tcnde,  and  doe  thou  lede  the 
wait.     . 

Hurra. 
The  raornynge  'g^'ns  alonge  the  eaftc  to  fheene ; 
Darklinge  the  lyghtedoc  onne  the  waters  plaie; 
The  fcynte  roddc  leme  flowe  creepcth  ocre  the 

greene. 
Toe  chafe  the  mcrkynefs  of  nyghtc  awaie  ; 
Swifte  flies  the  howers  tliattc  vvyile  brynge  oute 

the  daie; 
The  fofte    dewc    falleth  onnc    the  greeynTe 

graffe ;  ° 

The  flicpftermayden,  dyghtyn^^c  her  arraie, 
Scanteizi  fees  her  vyfage  yn  thewavic  glafie; 
Bie  the  fulle  daylicghte  wee  fcalle  /lilla  fee, 
Or  Bryflowes  walled  towne  ;  danioyitik,  foUowe 
.    nice. 

AT  BRYSTOWE. 

]fL\.A  AND   SKRVITOUREr. 

JF.Ujl. 
Trs  nowc  fulle  morne;  I  thoughten,  bie  lafle 
"ygfite  [love ; 

To  have  been  hccre ;  mic  ftcde  han  notfe  mic, 
Thys  ys  niie  pallace  ;  Ictte  rnje  hyndcs  alvghte, 
"Whylftc  1  goc  oppe,  and  wake  mic  llep'eynge 

dove. 
Staie  here,  miehyndlettes;  I  (hal  goe  above. 
Mowe,  Birtha,  wyll  thic  lokc  cnhcle  mie  fpryrr, 
Thie  fmylts  unto. mic  woundcs  a  baulmc  wylic 

prove ; 
Mic  Icdanne  boddie  wyllc  be  fette  aryghte. 
Igwina,  haftc,  and  ope  the  portallc  doore, 
Yattc  I  on  BJrtha's  breflc  maie  thynkc  of  warrc 
ne  more. 


Ii9Slaj.    laomoDunicnt,    J2i  fcarcc. 


C  H  A  T  r  £  R  T  O  N. 

^I'.a,  Ri^-juirtai 

Oh  ^IJa  ! 

Mila. 
Ah  !  that  femnilykecnc  to  met 
Speckcth  a  legendary  tale  of  woe. 

Egixiiiia. 
Birtha  ij — 

JElla. 
W'hati }  where  ?  how  ?  laie,  whatte  of  ftice  ? 

Gone— 

JElla. 
Gone  !  ye  go.ldc*  ! 

Abs !  )ttc  ys  toe  true. 
Yec  fcyndcs,   hcc   dies  awaie  wythe   niyckle 

w  oe  1 
jElia  !  what  >  ^Ua  !  oh !  h.e  ly  vcs  a^en. 

JElla.  ** 

Cal  mce  notte  ^'la ;  1  am  hymmc  ne  moe. 
Where  ys  fhcc  gon  awaie  ?  ah  !  fpcakc  !  how  * 
when  ? 

Rt'w'tna, 
I  will. 

JE>L. 
Caparyfon  a  fcore  of  ftcdes ;  flie,  file. 
Where  ys  (bcc?   fwythynnc  fpeeke,   or  inftautc 
thou  fhalte  die. 

Stylle  thie  loud  rage,  and  here  thou  whatte  I 
knowe. 

Mlla. 
Oh!  fpeck. 

E^ivina. 
Lyche  prymrofc,  droopyngc  wythe  the  heavie 
,    ^      "7"^  [wierc, 

l>afte  nyghte  I  leftc  her,  drooppigc  wythe  her 
Her  love  the  garc,  thatte  gave  her  hartc  fyke 
peync.». 

JEllj. 
Her  love  !  to  whommc  ? 
E^-.i-iiij. 
To  thee,  her  fpoufc  allcynei22. 
As  y»  mic  hentylie  every  die  morne  to  goe, 
I   wcnte,   and    oped   her   chaiuber   doorc    yn» 

twayne, 
Bnttc  found  her  nottr,  a<i  I  was  wont  to  doc  ; 
Thanneallc  arounde  tlie  pallace  I  dyd  feere  iz^, 
Botte  culde  (to  mie  hartes  woe)  ne  fynde  her 
anie  wheere. 

JEtl,r. 
■Jiiou  lyeft,  foul  hagge  !  thou  lyeft  ;  thon  art 
her  ayde  ri>cc. 

To  cherc  her  louftc; — botte  noe;  y«e  cartnotte 

J'.\^tvina. 

GyfFtrouthc  appear  notte  innc  whatte  I  have 

Drawe  forthc  tide  aiilace  fwythyn,  thanne  mce 

Boftc  yettc  yttc  mufte,  yttc  muftcbce  foe;  I  fee, 
Shee  wythe  fommc  louftic  paramoure  ysgonc: 
Itte  nioftc  bee  foe — oh !  how  yttc  wracketh  mecf 
Mie  race  of  love,  mic  lacc  of  lyfc  ys  rumie  ; 


iz%  Only,  aloDc,    izj  fcirch. 
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Nowc  rage,  and  brondeous  florin,  and  tenipefte 

covnine ;  [ilomme. 

Nete  lyvyng  upon  erthe  can  now  enfwote  mie 

^LLA,  EGWINA,  SERVYTOURE. 

Servytoure. 
jLoverde  I  I  am  aboutte  the  trouthe  to  faie. 
Lafte  nyghte,  fulle  late  I  dydde  retounie  to  refte. 
As  to  mie  chamber  I  dydde  bende  mie  waie, 
To  Birtha  onne  hys  name  and  place  addrede; 
Downe  to  hym  camme  (he  ;  butte  thereof  the 

refte 
I  ken  ne  matter ;  fo,  mie  hommage  made— 
JElla. 

0  fpeake  ne  moe ;  mie  harte  flames  yn  yttes 

hafte; 

1  once  was  iElla ;  nowe  bee  notte  yttes  fiiade. 
Hanne  alle  the  furie  of  mysfortunes  wylle 

Fallen  one  mie  bennedi24  heade  I  hanne  been 
^lia  ftylle. 
Thys  alleyn  was  unburledn5  of  alle  mie  fpryte  ; 
Mie  hono'ure,  honoure,  frownd  on  the  dolce  ia6 
wynde,  [pyghte; 

Thatte  fteeked  on  ytte ;  nowe  wyth  rage  im- 
A  brondeous  unweere  ys  mie  engyned  mynde. 
Mie  hommeur  yette  fomrae  drybblet  joie  male 

fynde, 
To  the  Danes  woundes  I  wylle  another  yeve; 
Whanne  thos  mie  rennomc  127  and  raie  peace 

ys  rynde, 
Itte  were  a  recrandize  to  thyncke  to  lyve  j 
Mie  hulcarles,  untoe  everie  alker  telle, 
Gyffe  noblie  ^lla  lyved,  as  noblie  yEUa  telle. 

[Stabbetb  hys  brtp. 
Servytoure. 
Allays fleene;  the^flowerof Englonde'smarrde. 

Be  ftylle  ;  fwythe  lette  the  chyrches  rynge  mie 

knelle. 
Call  hyther  brave  Coernyke  ;  he,  as  warde 
Of  thys  raie  Bryftowe  caftle,  wyll  doe  welle. 

\^Kneile  ryngeth. 

^LLA,  EGWINA,  SERVYTOURE,   COKR- 
NYKE. 

Thee  I  ordeyne  the  warde  ;  foe  alle  maie  telle, 
I  have  botte  lyttel  tym  to  dragge  thys  lyle  ; 
Mie  lethal  tale,  alyche  a  lethalle  belle, 
Dynne  yn  the  eares  of  her  I  wyfchd  mie  wyfe  ! 
£otte,  ah  1  fliee  maie  be  fayre. 
Mgwina. 

Yatte  (bee  mofte  bee. 

Mlla. 
Ah  I  faie  notte  foe  1  yatte  worde  would  ^lla 
doubly  flee. 

JELLA,    EGV\1NA,  SERVYTOLUE,   COER- 
NYKE, BIRTHA,  HURRA. 


JEUa, 


Ah  ;  Birtha  here  ! 


124 Curfed,  tormented.  1 25  uaarmed.    la^foft, 
gentle.     137  renown. 


M    S.  3St 

Birtla. 
Whatte  dynne  ys  thys  ?  whatte  menes  yis  lea- 
thalle  knelle  ?  ■         [hee? 

Where  ys  mie  iEUa  ?  fpeeke  ;  where  ?  howeys 
Oh  jElla  ;  art  thou  yanne  alyve  and  welleJ 
JElla. 
I  lyve  yndeed  ;  botte  doe  notte  lyve  for  thee. 

Birtha. 
What  menes  mie  yElla  ? 

»  Ml''a. 

Here  mie  meneynge  fee. 
Thie    foulnefs  urged   mie  honde   to  gvye    thys 

wounde, 
Ytte  mee  unfprytesiaS. 

Birtha. 

Ytt  hathe  unfpryted  mee. 
jEtla. 
Ah  Heavens !  mie  Birtha  fallethetothegroundel 
Botte  yette  I  am  a  manne,  and  fo  wylle  bee. 
*  Hurra. 

^Ella  1    I  amme  a  Dane ;    botte  yette  a  friend 
to  thee. 

Thys  damoyfelle  I  founde  wythynne  a  woode, 
Strevynge  fnlle  harde  anenfte  a  burled  fwayne  ; 
I   fcnte    hym   myrynge  ynne  mie  compheeres 
blodde,  [trayne- 

Celmonde    hys   name,    chief  of  thie  warrynge 
Yis  damoifelle  foughte  to  be  here  agayne ; 
The  whyche,  albeytte  foemen,  wee  dydd  wylle  ; 
So  here   wee  broughte  her  wythe  you  to  re- 
mayne. 

Coerniie. 
Ye  nobylle  Danes  !  wythe  goulde  I  wyll    you 
fylle. 

JSlla. 
Birtha,  mie  lyfe  I  mie  love  !  oh  I  fhe  ys  fayre- 
Wliatte  faultes conlde  Birthahave,  whatte  faultes 
cuuld  yEUa  feare  ? 

Birtha. 
Amm  I  yenne  thyne  ?     I  cannotte  blame  thie 

feere, 
Botte  doe  refle  mee  upponne  mie  j^Ua'sbreafte; 
I  wylle  to  thee  bewryen  the  woefulie  gare. 
Ceimonde  dyd  comme  to  mee  at  tyme  of  refte, 
Wordeynsfe  for  mee  to  flie,  att  your  requefte, 
To  Watchette  towne,  where  you  deceafynge 
laie ;  [prefte, 

I  wyth  hym  fledde  ;  through  a  murke  wode  we 
Where  hee  foule  love  unto  mie  eares  dyd  faie ; 
The  Danes — 

JElla. 
Oh  !  I  die  contente.—  [dieti, 

Birtha. 

Oh  '.   ys  mie  JElIa  dedde  ? 
01 1  will  make  hys  grave  mie  vyrgyn  fiioufal  bedde- 
'[Lirtia/eynaeti. 

Caernyie. 
Whatt  ?  ^lladeadde:  and  Birtha  dyynge  toe! 
Sue  falls  the  fiyreft  flourettes  of  the  playne. 
Who  canne  unplyte  the  wurchys  Heaven  ca« 

doe. 
Or  who  untwefte  the  role  of  (happeyn  twayne? 
jEila,  thie  rennome  was  thie  only  gayne; 


x;^8  Un-foulsi 
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For  ynttf,  thie  pleafauncc,  and   thie   iuic   was 
loftc.  ^ 

Thie  countrymen  (Ijall  rrrr  thee,  on  tlie  playiie, 

A  pyle  of  Carney  as  an  e  grave  can  boafte  ; 

Further,  a  jult  auudc  to  tlit<-  to  bee. 
Innc  Htavfn  thou  fynge  ot  Goddc,  on  crthe  we'llc 
fyngc  of  thee. 

C  O  D  D  W  Y  N ; 

A  TRACEDZE. 

By  Thomas  Roivleie. 

PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 

Harolde,  hie  T.  Rozvlrie,  tht  Auaboiire. 

GoDDWYN  Lie  Johan  de   'fr.irinc. 

Klwarde,  Lie  S'.rr  Tybuc  G  /g,f, 

A  I.STAN,  lie  Syn  Al,ini.ei'>'e 

Kynge  Edwarde,  Lie  Mcfl.  e  H'iilyam  Cartynge 

OiUjcrs  Lie  Knyghtes  MynnJIrclles, 
PROLOGUE. 

MADE  BIE    MAISTRE  WIILIAM  CANYNGE. 

Whylome  I    hie   penfmeunei     moke  3     un- 
gentle 4  name 
Have  upon  Gocidw  ynne  Earl  of  Rente  bin  layde 
Dl.erebic  benymmynge5  liymme  of  faie  6  and 

time ; 
Unliart?  diviiiftresS  haveth  faide, 
Thatte    l.e    was    knowen     toe     iioe    hallle  9 
wurcheio;  [churLhc. 

£otte  thys  was  all  hys  faultc,  hegyfted  r.e  n  the 

The  auahourei  2  of  the  piece  whiche  we  enade, 
Alheytte  I ;,  aclergjon  14,  trouthe  wyll  wrytte 
Inne  drawynfie  of  h)  s,  menne  no  wytte  ys  latkte- 
£ntyni5  a  kynge  mote  16  be  full   pleafcd  to 

nyghte. 
Attende,  and  marcke  the  partes  now?  to  bedone  • 
Wee  better  tor  to  doc  do  ciiampyoni  7  anie  onne.' 

GODBWYN  AND  HAROLDE. 

Coddwyn. 
Harolde  I 

Harddc. 
Mieloverde  iS  ! 
diddivyn. 
0:1  weepc  to  thyncke, 
mat  foemen  ,p  rifcth  to  ifrete  20  the  londc. 
Iheiel  attend,  onne    her  flelhe,  her  heartcs 

bloude  dryncke. 
And  all  ys  graunted  from  the  roical  borde. 


}  O.o.d,  formerly.  2  writers,  hiftorian..  3  much- 
4'nglor.ous  5  bereaving.  6  faith.  7.  unforgivinc. 
«  d.v.nes.  cleroymen,  monks.  9.  hJly.  ,o\vork. 
II  not  I.  author.  ,3  though,  notwithftanding. 
Mrerk.orclcrpman.  15  cntyn.cvcn.   ,6m,ght. 

vour,  dellroy.     21  tattea. 


r  CHATTERTON. 

Haiolde. 
Lette  nottc  thic  agremt  zi  blyn  23,  nealedgei4 

fl.)nde  : 
Bee  I  ;o  •  wepe.  I  wepe  in  teres  of  pore  : 
Am  I  bctraffcd  15,  fyke  26  lliuldc  inic  burlie  17 
'""'"^f  lI  bore. 

Ucp  eyi.dcib   ihe  wrontes  onhym  from   whom 
Codd'uyn. 
I  ken  thie  fpryte  29  lui  wclie  ;  gentle  thou  art, 
Siiingi  30.  uKl>  mm.  31.  roujz.  i»b  fmethMipej. 
arnyf"  >«mc;  [parte, 

Yci-  ch  S4,  I  frare,  thie  chp(e«  ^5   loc  >;ieic  a 
And  that  'li:c  .ide 36  bet  cfic  borne  duwne  bie 

bre.iie  37. 
W  hai  tjdyngts  from  the  kynge  ?    ■ 
Ha<(jtde. 
His  iNorivans  know, 
I    make   noe  coinphicns  of  the  Ihemrynge  3I 
tra)ne. 

Codduyii. 
AhHaro'de!   'tis  a  ui-hte  of  myckic  woe, 
To  kenne  thefc   Normanncs  tv'en.  h   ren'nome 

What  tyuynge  withe  the  fouike  39  ? 

Harei'.ie. 
Stylle  mormorvnge  atie  yer  fhap4o.   ftyllc   toe 

the  kyrige 
Theie  rolle  theire  trobbles,  lyche  a  forgie  fea. 
Hane  Englonde  thenne  a  tongue,   butte  notte  a 

Doihe  allc  complevne,  yette  none  wylic  ryghtcd 

G  dd',v\n. 
Awayte  the  tyme   whanne  Gcddc  wvHc  fende 
us  ayde. 

Harolde. 

No.  \vr  mufle  flreve  lo  nyde  ourcfclve-;  wythe 

P°"''^-  [pravde. 

Whan  Godde  wylk-  fende  usa)de:  tis  I<ieiie4i 

Molte  we  thofe  calke  42  awaieihe  lyve  longc 

-n      ''°"''?-  ^^ar.^n,e44, 

1  lios  croche  43  cure    armes,    and   ne   toe  lyve 
Unburled45,  ui.delicvre  46.  unelpryte  ? 
Far  tro  mie  hartt  be    fltd  thyk  4S   thoughte  of 

peyne, 
Ille  free  mie  countric,  or  llle  die  yn  fyghte. 

Goddnvyn. 
Botte  lette  us  waytc  untillc  fomme  feafon  fytte. 
Mic  KentMlimcn,  thie  Summcrtons  lliall  ryfe  • 
Adented49prowels5oto  thepite  a  ofwitte,* 
Agayne  the  argentsz  horfe  niall  daunce  ynlkies. 
Oh,  Harolde,  heerc  forltraughteynge  53    wati. 

hope  54  lies. 
Englonde,  oh  hnglonde.  tysfor  tbee  I  blethe  <;s. 


22  Grievance  ;  a  fcnfe  of  it.  23  c  cafe,  be  /fill. 
24  idly.  25  deceived,  impofed  on.  26  lo.  27  fury, 
anger,  rage.  2S  paint,  difplay.  29  foul.  30ltrong. 
31  terrible.  32  horrid,  gnm.  33 fmoking,  bleed- 
ing. 34ott.  35  heat,  raOmefs.  36  counfd  wif. 
dom.  37  ftrength.  alfo  ftrong.  3b  taudry,  glim- 
mering. 39  people.  4cfate.  defti:.v.  41  nobly. 
42  caft.  43  crofs.  from  crouche.  a  crofs.  44  at- 
tempt, or  endeavour.  45  unarmed.  46  unadive. 
47  imlpirited.  4S  fuch.  49  laltcned,  annexed.  c» 
might,  power.  51  mantle,  or  robe.  52  w  hue,  al- 
lud.ng  to  the  arms  of  Kent,  a  horfe  faliant,  argent. 
^3  diltradmg.    ^4defpair.     55  bleed. 


POEMS. 


"Whylfte    Edwarde    to  thie  fonnes  vvylle  nete 

alyle  56, 

Shulde  anie  ot"  thie  fonnes  fele  aughte  of  ethe  57  ? 

Upponne  the  trone  58  I  fette  thee,  helde  thie 

crowne ;  [downe. 

Botte  oh  1  twere  homraage  nowe  to  pyghte  59  thee 

Thou   arte   all  preefte,  and  notheynge  of  the 

kynge. 

Thou  arte  all  Norman,  nothynge  ofmieblodde. 

Know,    ytte  befeies  6«  thee  notte  a  malTe  to 

fynge ;  [Godde. 

Servynge  thie  leegefolcke  61  thou  arte  fervyngc 

Harolde. 
Thenne  lUe  doe  heaven  a  fervyce.  Tothefkyes 
The  dailie  contekes  6z  of  the  londe  afcende. 
The  wyddowe,  fahdieleffe,  and   bondemennes 
cries  [ilende  65. 

Acheke  63   the  mokie  64   aire   and   heaven  a- 
On  us  the  rulers  doe  the  tolcke  depeiide  ; 
Hancelled  66  from  erthe  thefe   Normanne  67 
hyndes  flialle  bee  ;  [brende  70  ; 

Lyche  a  battently  6S  low  6g,  mie  fwerde  Ihalie 
Lyche    fallynge    fofte    rayne    droppes,    I  wyll 
hem  71  flea  72;  [fayte  73  : 

Wee  wayte  too  longe  ;  our  purpofe  w)lle  de- 
Aboune  74  the  hyghe  empryze  75,  and  rouze  the 
champyones  ftrayte. 
Goddivyn. 
Thie  fufter— 

Harolde. 

Aye,  I  knowe  (lie  is  his  queene.       [fayre, 

Albeytte  76,    dyd    fhee  fpeeke  her  foemer  77 

I  wuldedequace  7S  her  comelie  femlykeene  79, 

And  foulde  mie  bloddie  anlacc  80  yn  her  hayre. 

Godd^'7t. 
Thye  fhuir  S  i  blyn  S  2. 

Harolde. 
No,  bydde  the  leathal  83  mere  84, 
Uprifte  85  withe  hiltrene  86  wyndes  and  caufe 

unkend  S7, 
Behefte  88  it  to  be  lette  89 ;  fo  twylle  appeare, 
Eere  Harolde  hyde  hys  name,  his  contries  frende. 
The  gule-ileynclpo  brygandyne  91,  the  adven- 
taylepj,  [prevayle. 

The  fecrieanlace92brede  93(hal  make  miegare^j^ 
Goddixiyn. 
Harolde,  v,?hat  wuldeft  doe  ? 
Harolds. 
Bethyncke  tbee  wbatt. 
Here  liethe  Englonde,  all  her  drites95  unfree, 
Here  liethe  Normans  coupynge  g6  her  bie  lotte, 
Caltyfnyng  97  everich  native  plante  to  gre  98, 


56  Allo\y.  57  eafe.  58  throne,  59  pluck.  60 
becomes.  61  fubjedls.  62  contentions,  complaints. 
63  choke.  64  dark,  cloudy.  Ci^aftonifh.  66  cut 
off,  deftroyed.  67  flave?.  6S  loud  roaring.  6^ 
name  of  fire.  70  burn,  confume.  71  them.  7a 
flay.  73  decay.  74  make  ready.  75  enterprife. 
']6  notvvithftanding.  77  foes.  7S  mangle,  deftroy. 
79  beauty,  countenance.  So  an  ancient  fword.  Si 
fury.  Szceafe.  83  deadly.  84  lake  85  fwollen. 
86  hidden.  87  unknown.  83  command.  89  (till. 
50  red-!lained.  91,  92  parts  of  armour.  93  broad. 
94  caufe.  95  rights,  liberties.  96  cutting,  mang- 
lii^g'    97  forbidding,    9S  ero\y. 

Yot.  XI. 


Whatte  woulde  I  doe?  I  l3rondeouS99   wulue 
hem  flee  i  ;  [brcme  3  ; 

Tare  owte  theyre  fable  harte  bie  ryghfefuUe 
Theyre  deathe  a  meanes  untoe  mie  lyfe  lliulde 
bee,  [ftreme- 

Mie  fpryte  fliulde  revelle  yntheyr  harte-blodde 
Eftfoones  I  wylle  bewryne  3  mie  ragefulle  ire, 
And  Goddis  anlace  4  wielde  yn  furie  dyre. 
Goddwy?t. 
Whatte  wouldeft  thou  wythe  the  kynge  J 
Harolde. 
Take  offe  hys  crowne  ; 
The  ruler  of  fomme  mynfter  5  hym  ordeyne  ; 
Sette  uppe  fom  dygner6  than  I  han  pyghte  7 
downe ;  [gayne. 

And  peace  in  Englonde  fliulde  be  brayd  8  a*- 

Goddwyn. 
No,.lettethefuper-halIie9feynd:ekyngereygne, 
Ande  fomme    nice    reded  10    rule  the  unteri- 

tyff  1 1  reaulme  ; 
Kynge  Edwarde,  yn  hys  cortefie,  wylle  deygne 
To  yielde    the    fpoiles,    and  aileyne  were  the 
heaulme :  [gayne, 

Bctte  from  mie  harte  bee  everych  thoughte  of 
Not  anie  of  mie  kin  I  wyfche  him  to  ordeyue. 
Harolde. 
Tell  mee  the  meenes,  and  I  wylle  boute  ytte 
ftrayte;  [done. 

Bete  12  mee  to  flea  13   miefelf,  ytte  flialle  be 

Goddivyn. 
To   thee  I  wylle  fwythynne  14  the  mencs  un- 
playtei5,  [fonne. 

Bie  whyche  thou,  Harolde,  flialte  be  proved  mie 
I  have  longe  feen  whatte  peynes  were  undergon, 
Whatte  agrames  16  braunce  17  out  from  ths 
general  tree  :  [grou  i<> 

The  tynie  ys  comraynge,  whan  the  mollock  IS 
Drented  20  of  alle  yts  fwoljnge  2I  owndes  2i 

Ihalle  bee ; 
Mie  remedie  is  goode  ;  oure  menne  fliall  ryfe  : 
Eftfoones  the  Normans  and  owre  agramc  23  flies, 
Harolde* 
I  will  to  the  weft,  and    gemote  24   alle    mitt 
knyghtes,  [asbredeaq 

Wythe  bylles  that  pan<fleforblodde,andflieeldtrs 
As  the  ybroched  26  moon,  when  blauuch  47  lire 

dyghtes  28 
The  wodeland  grounde  or  water-maiuled  raede  J 
Wythe  hondes  whofe    myghte  canne  make  th* 

doughtieft  29  blede. 
Who  efte  have  knelte  upon  forflagen  30  foes, 
Whoe  wythe  yer  fote  orrerts3i  a  caftle  (lode  32, 
Who  dare  on  kynges  for  to  bewrecke  2i  yiere 
woes ;  [daie, 

Nowe  wylle  the  menne  of  Englonde  haile  the 
Whan  Goddwyn  leades  themtotheryghtfuUefrale, 

99  Furious.  1  flay,  a  ftrength.  5  declare.  4 
fword.  5  monaftery.  6 more  worthy.  7  pulled, 
plucked.  Sdifplayed.  9 over-righteous.  locoun- 
felled,  more  wife,  ii  uncareful,  negledled.  ift 
bid,  command.  13  flay.  I4prefently.  15  explain. 
16  grievances.  17  branch.  18  w^et,  moilt.  19  fen, 
moor.  20  drained.  2ifv/elling.  22  waves,  aj 
grievance.  24airemble.  25  bread.  a6  horned. 
»7  white,  as  decks,  apmightieft,  moft  valiant* 
1  3cflain.    3toverfet£.    jaacaftle.  33  revenge 

!  z 
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Bottc  Crfte  w«'ll  call  the  hivenles  of  tlic  weft, 
The  tries  of  Mercia,  Convcntrie  and  all ,  [bcfte. 
The  race  wee  payne.  ihe  {fare  ,^4  wyllf  profpcr 
'Wythe  fylic  a  nombet  wfc  can  never  fall. 

HarcUe. 
Tnie.  fo  wee  fal  doe  lied  to  lynrkr  the  chayne, 
And  alle  attenesJ5  the  rpre(ldyngek)ngc>iomnie 

bynde.  [tc*gne 

No  crouched  3<5champyone  wythe  an  hcitc  nioe 
l)yd  yrtueowtc  the  hallic  37  Iwcrde  to  fymle. 
'I'han  1  nowe  ilrev  to  ryd  niie  loniie  o."  pcync. 
GodifwMi,   what  thanckcs  owre  labourcs  wylle 

ciihepe  I 
^Mle  rylf  11m  friendrs  untoc  the  bloddie  pleyne  ; 
Tile  wake  th-  honiiourc  thatte  ys  noue  adtpe. 
"When  w  vile  the  (.hicfes  mete   attc  thie  Icitive 

halle,  [tall':  ? 

That  I  wyihe  voice  alowde  male  there  upon  'tui 
Codduy/i. 
Next  eve,  niie  fonne. 

J-fnicUe. 
Nowe,  Eiiglnnde.  ys  the  tyme. 
Whan  thee  or  thie  felle  loemen<i  came  nio!tc  die. 
Thie    geat'on  38     wronges    bee   re}nc39    ynto 

thcyre  pryme  ; 
Nowe  wylle  thie  fonnes  unto  thie  fiiccoure  file. 
Alyche  a  Itorm  ejjedcnnge  40  yn  the  Ikie. 
'J'ys  lulle    ande  bralteth4i   on  the  chaper  4: 

grounde ; 
Sycke  Htalle  mie  fhuirye  on  the  Normans  flie. 
And  alle  theyre  raiitee43  menne  be  lleene  44 

aronnde.  [talie. 

Nowe,   nowe,   wylle    Harolde  or   opprellionnc 

Ne  moe  the   linglMhnicnne  yn  vaync  lor  helc  45 

Ihal  callc. 

KYNGE  EDWARDE  AND  HYS  QIJEENE. 

BoTTE,  loverde46,  whic   lo  manic  Normaniics 
here?  [loi.de. 

Mee   thynckethc  wee  bee   uotte   yn   Englylliu 
'l"hel<_-  browded  47  (tiaungers  .ilwaie  doe  appcrc, 
'ihcic  parte  yor  tronc  48,  and  Icte  at  your  r)ghte 
hondc. 

CiO  to,  goe  to,  you  doe  ne  undcrftondc : 
Theie  yciive  mee  lyfle,  and  dyd  mie  bowkie  49 

Theie  dyd  nice  feefte,  and  did  embowic  50  nie 
To  trcte  hem  ylic   wiildc   Ictte  mie  kyndi.cire 
flepe. 

Mancasji  you  hsve  yn  (tore,  and  to  them  parte  ; 
Yourc  leege-lolcke  52  make  muke  5.^  dole  54,  you 
have  ihesr  worthe  alterte  55. 

34Caufe.  35  at  once.  36  one  who  takes  up 
the  ciols  m  order  to  fight  a^amlt  the  b.-iratcns. 
37  holy.  38  rare,  extraordin.iry,  Itrange.  39  run, 
llujl  up.  ^calllmbling,  gathering.  41  burlteth. 
4idry,  barren.  43  mighty.  44il.Tiii.  45  help. 
46iord.  47  embrouicred  ;  it  is  conjcdured  em- 
broidery was  nut  ufcd  in  England  till  Henry  II. 
4S  ihvotic.  4(>pertoii,  boJy.  5olod-e.  51  marks. 
5J  fubjecls,  .;3nnifli.  ;4  lamcnialiou.  ;  j  nc- 
iiicdltd,  or  'j.:i;td  b^ 


I  hefte  56  no  rede  of  )uu.     I  ken  mie  frienJcf. 
Hallic  57  dheie  arc,  fulle  ready  mee  tu  htlc  58. 
Theyre  vidu"des59  are  yftorvt  n  60  to  fclf  endcs; 
No  drnwere  61  yn  mie  brcftc  I  of  them  fele  : 
I  mu'.^e  to  prayers  ;  goe  yn,  and  you  do  wcic  ; 
I  mu:le  ne  loi'c  the  dutie  of  the  daic ; 
Go  inne,  g'l  >nnc,  ande  viewc  the  azure  rele  61, 
Fullc  welle  I  wote  you  have  noe  myndc  toe 
praie. 

I  leeve  youe  to  doe  hommage  heaven-were  6^  • 
To  ferve  your  leege-fokke  loe  isdoeynge  hommage 
then. 

KYNGE  AND  SYR  HUCIIt. 

Kynji^r. 
Mie    friendc,    Svr    Hughe,    whaltc    tydynge* 
bryiigcs  ihee  here  ? 

Tl'.cre  is  no  mancris  yn  mie  loverdes  ente  64  ; 
'Ihe  hus  dylj^nfc  65  unpjtied  doe  appere  ; 
The  laiie  receivure  66    ys    eftcfooncs  67    dif- 
pente  OS. 

Kyn^e. 
Thenne  guylde  the  wdte. 

Mie  lovcrde,  I  dyd  fpfke 
Untoe  the  mittertp  Erie  Harolde  of  the  thynge  ; 
He  rayfecl  hys  honde,    and  Imote  me  onne  the 
chekc,  [kynge. 

Saicynge,     go     bearre    thatte    melTage    to    the 
Kv/igc. 
Arace  70  hym  ot  hys  |)<m  ere  ;  bie  Goddis  worde, 
Ne  moe  thaitc  Harolde    fliall  ywicld  the  erlics 
fivcide. 

Attc  fcefon  fyttc,  mir  luverde,  lette  itt  bee  ; 
Botle  nowe  the  folcke  doe  foe    enalfe7i    hy» 

name,  [ilea ; 

In    ftrevvynge    to  flea  hymme,    ourfelvfi  wee 
Syke  ys  ihe  doughty nefs  72  of  hys  grete  fame. 

Ay.v^r. 
Hughe,  I  becihyntkc,   thie  rede  73  ys  notte  to 

blame.  [yn  Kente. 

Eoite  thou  maieft:  fyndc  fulle  ftorc  ot  maickes 

Mie  noble  lovcrde,  Goddwyn  ys  the  fame  ;  [ent. 
He  fwceres  he  wylic  notte  fwelle  the  Normans 

Ah  iraytourc  '.  botte   mie    rage    I  wylle   com- 

maundc.  [the  launde. 

Thou  arte  a  Normanne,  Hughe,  a  ftraunger  to 

Thou  kennelte  howe  thefe  iinglyche  erle  doe 

berc 
Such  ftednefs  74  in  the  >11  and  evylle  thynge, 
Jiotte  attc  the  goodi-  theie  hover  yn  denwere  75, 
OnknowlKchynge  76  gif  thereunto  to  clyngc. 

50  RecjHire,  alk.  57  holy.  5S  hctp.  c.9  will- 
(Sodcad.  61  doubt.  62  waves.  63  hcaven-wardt 
or  Gcd-ward.  64  piirfc,  ulcd  hen-  probably  as  a 
treal'ury.  ejexpcnce.  66  receipt.  67  foon.  6S 
expended.  6y  a  coniridlion  of  mighty.  70  divert. 
71  embrarc.  72  mightinefs.  73  counfel.  74  firm- 
nef>,  ftedtaUncJs.  75  doubt,  fufpenfe.  76  not 
knowing. 


P    O    E 

Hughe. 
Onwordie  fyke  a  marvcllc  7  7  of  a  kynge ! 

0  Edwarde,  thou  defervcft  purer  leegt  78; 
'Vo  the  heie  79  Ihuldeu  al  thcire  mancas  brynge  ; 
Thie  nodde  fhouJd  iave  inenne,aiid  thie  glomb  80 

forflege  81. 

1  amme  no  ciirricdowe  82,  I  lacke  no  wite  83, 

I  fpcke  whatte  bee  the  trouthe,  and  whatt  all  Ice  is 
ryghte. 

A  yiir'e, 
TIiou  arte  a  hallie  84  nianne,-!  doe  thee  pryze. 
Comme,  comnie,  and  here  and  hele  S5  mee  ynn 

niic  praires. 
Fulle  twentie  mancas  I  wylle  thee  alife  S5, 
And  twayne  of  hamlcttes  S7  to  thee  and  thie 

heyrcs. 
Soc  fhallc  all  Normannes  from  mie  londe  be  fed, 
rheie  alleyn  8a  have  fyke  love  as  to  acquyre  yer 
breilde. 

CHORUS. 
Whan  frecdom,dr'jlle  yn  bloddc-fteyned  vefle, 
To  everie  knyghte  her  warre-fougc  funge, 
Uponne  her  heddc  wylde  wcdcs  were  fprcdde, 
A  gorie  anlace  bye  her  lionge. 

She  daiinced  onne  the  hcathe; 
She  hearde  tlie  voice  of  death'.- ; 
Pale-eyned  afFryghte,  hys  h:ute  of  fylver  hue, 
In  vayne  affayled  i  her  bofomnie  to  acale  z ; 
She  hearde  onflemed  3  the  llniekynge  voice  of 

woe, 
And  fadnelTe  ynne  the  owlette  fhake  the  dale. 
^iIle  fliooke  the  burled  4  fpeerc, 
On  hie  fhe  jefte  5  her  iheclde, 
Her  foemen  6  all  appere. 
And  flizze  7  alonge  the  feelde. 
Power,  wythe  his  heafod  8  llraught  9  ynto  the 
fkyes,  [flarre. 

Hys  fpeere  a  fonne-beame,   and  his  {heelde  a 
Alyche  10  twaie  11  brenJeynge  lagronfyres  13 
rolls  hys  eyes,  [to  war. 

Chaftes  14  with  hys  yronne  feete  and  foundes 
She  fyttes  upon  a  rocke. 
She  bendes  before  hys  fpeere, 
She  ryfes  from  the  fhocke, 
Wieldynge  her  o-.vne  yn  ayre. 
Harde  as  the  thonder  doth  Ihe  drive  ytte  on, 
Wytte  fcillye  15  wymplcd  16  gles  17  ytte  to  hys 

crovvne, 
Hys  longe  fharpe  fpcere,hysfpreddynge  fheelde 

ys  gon, 
He  falles,  and  fallynge  rolleth  thoufandes  down. 
War,  goare-faced  war,  bie  envie  burld  18, 
arift  19, 
Hys  feerie  heaulme  20  noddynge  to  the  ayre, 
Tenne  bloddie  arrowes  ynne  hys  ftreynynge— 


u  s. 
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77  Wonder.  78  homage,  obeifance.  79  they. 
!o  frown.  8 1.  kill  82  curridowe,  flatterer.  83 
•evvard.  84  holy.  85  help.  86  allow.  87  ma- 
lors.  8S  alone.  I  endeavoured,  z  freeae.  3  un- 
iifmayed.  4  armed,  pointed.  5  hoiilei  on  high, 
•ailed.  6  foes,  enemies.  7  fly.  8  head.  9  ftretch- 
:d.  10  like.  Ii  two.  12  flaming.  13  meteors. 
[4  beats,  (lamps.  15  clofely.  16  mantfjd,  cover- 
ed.    17  guides.    18  armed.    19  arofc.   ao  helmet^ 


ENGLYSH  METAMORPHOSIS. 

BIE  T.   ROWLEIE. 

BOOKE  I.  I. 

WnANNE   Scytliyannes,   falvage  as  the  wolves 

thcic  ciiacde, 
Peyni5led  in  horrowe  *  formes  bie  nature  dyghte, 
Heckled  3  yn  bca.likyns,  flepte  uponne  the  wade. 
And  wyth  the  morneynge  rouzed  the  vvolfe  to 

fyghte, 
Swefte  as  defcendcynge  leities4  of  roddie  lyghte 
Plunged  to  the  hulftred  5  bedde  of  laveynge  feas, 
Gerd  6  the  blacke  mountayn  okes  yn  drybblets  7 

twighte  8, 
And  rannc  yu  thought  along  the  azure  mees, 
Whofe  eyne  dyd  feerie  flieene,  like  blue-hayred 

defsj,  [clef>. 

That  drcerie  hangc  upon  Dover's  emblaunchtd  10 

Soft  boundeynge  over  fwelleynge  azure  reles  11, 
The  falvage  natyves  fawe  a  Ihyppe  appere  ; 
An  uncouthe  12  denwere  1 3  to  theire  bofomme 

{Iclcs ;  [of  fere. 

Theyre  myghte  ys  knopped  14  ynne  the  froflc. 
The  headed  javlyn  lifieth  15  here  and  there; 
Thcie  ftundc,  theie  ronne,  theie  loke  with  eger 

eyne ;  [lie  ayre. 

The  fny ppes  fayle,  boleynge  16  wythe  the  kyndc- 
Ronneth  to  harbour  from  the  beateyngc  bryne  ; 
Theie   dryve   awaie   aghafle,    whanne   to   the; 

fcroiide  [yn  honde. 

Aburled  1 7  'Irojan  lepes,  wythe  Morglaien  fwccrde 

Hymnie  followcdc  eitfoones  hys  compheen's  18, 

whofe  fwerdcs  [netc, 

Gleflrcd  lyke  gledeynge  19  flarres  ynne  froflie 
Hayieyrge  theyre  capytayne  in  chirckynge  20 

wordes  [fete. 

Kynge  of  tlie  landc,  whereon  theie  fet  theyre 
The  greete  kynge  Brutus  thanne  theie  dyd  hyra 

greets, 
Prepared  for  battle,  marefchalled  the  fyghte  ; 
Theie  urg'd  the  warre,   the  natyves  fledde,  a"! 

flete  [fy^^hte  i 

As  fleaynge  cloudes  that  fv^'ymme  before  the 
Tyll  tyred  with  battles,  lor  to  ceefe  the  fraie, 
Theie  iinded  21  Brutus  kynge, and  gave  the  Tro- 

janns  fwaie. 

Twayne  of  twelve  years  han  Icmcd  22  up  the 
myndes,  [brefte, 

Leggendc  23  tlie  falvage  unthewes  24  of  thcire 

Improved  in  niyftcrk  25  warre,  and  lymmed  26 
theyre  kyndes, 

When  Brute  from  Brutons  fonke  to  reterne  refte. 


I  I  will  endeavour  to  get  the  remainder  of  thefc 
poems.  2  unfcemly,  difagrceable.  3  wrapped.  4 
rays.  5  hidden,  fccret.  6  broke,  rent.  7  fuiall 
pieces.  8  pulled,  rent.  9  vapours,  meteors.  10. 
eniblaunced.  11  ridges,  rifmg  waves.  12,  13  un- 
known tremour.  14  fadened,  chained,  congealed. 
15  boundeth.  16  fwelling.  17  armed.  iS  com- 
panions. 19  livid.  20  a  confufcd  nolfe.  21  A- 
nointed.  22  enlightened.  23  alloyed,  34  lavage 
barbarity.     3,^  myftic.     26  polifhv'd. 
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Eftfoons  the  gentle  Locrync  was  poffcll 
Of  fwaic,  and  vcftcd  yn  the  paramcntc  2:; 
Halccld  28  thcbykrou»i<;  Hum,  whodyd  iiifcftc 
Hys  wakcyrij^c  kyngdoni  wytli  a  foulc  intciitc  ; 
Ai  hys  broadc  fwcrdc  ocr  Hombcrrc»  hcade  wa 
hongc,  i  alonj^t. 

lie  toumcd  toe  ryver  wydc,  and  roaryngc  rolkd 

He  wedded  Geiidolyne  of  roira!  fede, 

Upon  whofc   countenance   rodUc  hcadthc  was 

fprt-ade  ; 
Bloufhing,  alyche  ^o  the  fcarkrtc  of  hefrwcde. 
She  fonkf  to  pleafaunce  on  the  marryagc  bcdde. 
Jiltfoons  her  pcacefiill  joic  of  mynde  was  fleddc  ; 
3-;iftrid  amettcn  with  the  kyngc  I.ncryne; 
Urinnmbercd  beauties  were  upon  her  (hedde, 
IVIochc  fyne,  nioche  fayrcr  thanne  was  Gcndo- 

Jyne  ; 
The  mornyngc  tynge,  the  rofe,  the  lillie  floure 
In  ever  ronncynge  race  on  her  dyd  peynde  theyrc 

powere. 

The  gentle  fuyte  of  I.ocrync  gayncd  her  love  . 
'I'heie  lyved  loft  momenti  to  a  fwotie  3 1  age; 
Eft   32  wandringe  yn  the  coppyce,  delle,  and 

grove, 
Where  ne  one  eyne  mote  theyrc  difporte  engage ; 
There    dyddc    theie   tell   the   mcrrie  lovynge 

fan:c33,  [headde; 

Croppc   the  prymrofen  floure  to  decke  theyre 
The  fcerie  Gendolync  yn  woman  rage 
Gcmoted  34  warrioursto  bewrccke  35  herbedde: 
Theie   rofe  ;    ynnc   battle  was  gretTc  Locrync 

fleenc ;  [quecne. 

The  faire  Klftrida  fledde  from  the  enchafed  36 

A  tye  of  lov  •,  a  dawtcr  fayre  (be  hanne, 
Whofe  bf)ddcyngc  morneyng  (hewed   a  fayre 

daie. 
Her  fadre  Locrynne,  once  an  hailic  manne. 
Wyth  the  fayre  dawterre  dydde  (he  hafte  awaie, 
To  where  the  weftern  niittee  37  pyles  of  claie 
Arife  ynto  the  cloudes,  and  doc  them  becre: 
There  dyd  EUlrida  and  Sabryna  flaic  ; 
The  fyrfte  tryckde  out  a  whylc  yn  warryours 

gratch  3?  and  gear  ; 
Vynceiite  was  flie  yclcpcd.buttc  fulle  foone  fate 
Scnte  dcathc,  to  tell  the  dame  (he  was  notte  yn 

regrate  39. 

The  quecne  Gendolync  fente  a  gyauntc  knyghtc, 
Whofe    douglitie    hcade    fweptc    the    cmmert- 

leyngc  40  fkies. 
To  flea  lier  whercfoevcr  flic  fhulde  be  pyghte  41, 
Eke  everychone  who  (huldc  her  ele  42  cm- 
prize  43.  I  flics, 
Swefte  as  the  roareynge  ^vyndcs  the  gyaunte 
Stayde  the  loude  wyndes,  and  (liaded  reaulmes 

yn  nyglite, 
Steptc  over  cytties,  on  meint  44  acres  lies, 
Mcetcynge    the    hcrchaughtcs    of    morncynge 
lighte ; 


27  A  princely  robe.  2?i  defeated.  29  waning. 
50  like.  31  fweet.  320ft.  33  a  tale.  34  afTem- 
bled.  35  revenge.  36  heated,  enraged.  37  migh- 
ty. 38  apparel.  39  cfteem,  tavoiir.  40  glittering 
4X  fettled.    4Z  help.    43  advcature.    44  many. 


THE    WORKS    OF    CHATTERTON. 


Tyll  mooveyngc  to  the  weflc,  myfchaunce  liyi 

gyc  45 ,  [efpic. 

He  thorowc  warriours  gratch  fayre  Eldrid  did 

He  tore  a  ragged  mountayne  from  the  groundc 
Harried  46  uppe  noddyngc  forrcfts  to  the  (kie, 
'1  hannc  wyihc  a  fuire  mote  the  crthe  aftounde47, 
'Jo  mcd.Ut  ayre  he  lette  the  mountayne  flie. 
The  flying  wolfynnes  fente  a  yellcyngc  eric  ; 
Onnc  Vyncetite  and  Sabryna  telle  the  mount; 
To  lyve  a-fcrnallc  dyd  tlicic  eftfooncs  die  ; 
Thorowe  the  I'andic  grave  boiled  up  the  pourple 

founte. 
On  a  broade  grafTic  plaync  was  laydc  the  hylic, 
.Staieynge   the  rounynge   courfc  of  mcini  a  Jim- 

med  48  rylle. 

The  goddes,  who  kenned  the  aflyons  of  the 

wyghte. 
To  leggen  49  the  fadde  happe  of  twayne  fo  fayre, 
Houton  50  dyd  make  the  mountainc  bie  thciic 

mighte. 
Forth  from  Sabryna  ran  a  ryvtrrc  cleere, 
Roaryngc    and    rolleynge    on   yn    courfc    byf- 

niarc  5 1  ; 
From  female  Vyncente  (bottc  a  ridge  of  flones, 
Eche  fyde  the  ryver  ryfynge  hcavcnwerc; 
Sabrynas  floodc  was  helde  ynne  Elftryds  bones. 
So  are  theie  cleped  ;  gentle  and  the  hynde 
Can  telle,  that  ^■evernes  (Ireemc  bie  Vyncente* 

rocke's  ywryndc  52. 

The  bawfyn  53  gyaunt,  he  who  dyd  tliem  flee, 
'i'o  tell  Gendolync  quycklic  was  yfped  54  ; 
\\hanne,  as  he  ftrod  alongc  the  fhakcynge  lee, 
The  roddic  levynne  55  glcflerrd  on  hys  headde; 
Into  hys  hearte  the  azure  vapoures  fpreadc; 
Hi- wrythdcarounde  yn  driarie  dcrnie  '6  ]-ayne; 
Whanue  from  his  lyfc-bloode  the  rodde  Icmes  57 

were  fed. 
He  ft  lie  an  hepe  of  aflies  on  the  playne: 
.Sty He  does  hys  alhcs  (hootc  ynto  the  lighte, 
A  wondrous  mountayne  hie,  and  Snowdon  ys  yttc 

hyghtc. 

AN  EXCELENTE  BALADE  OF  CHARITE : 
yij  tiiotin  tie  tbe gode  Priejlc  Thomas  Ro-^vlry  I, 

1464. 
In  Virgync  the  fweltrie  fun  gan  fhccne, 
And  liotte  upon  the  mees  2  did  carte  his  raic; 
The  apple  rodded  3  from  its  palie  grcene. 
And  the  mole  4  pcarc  did  bende  the  leafy  fpraie, 
'I'he  peede  clielandri  5  funge  the  livelong  daie  ; 
*  I'was  nowe  the  pride,  the  nianhode  of  the  yeare. 

And  eke  the  groundc  wasdightc  6  in  its  niofc  dcftc 
7  aumcrec  8. 


45  Guide.  46  toft.  47  aftonifh.  48  glafi"y,  rc- 
fle(5ling.  49  IcfTen,  alloy.  50  hollow,  ji  bewil- 
dered, curious,  52  hid,  covered.  53  huge,  bulky. 
54  difpatched.  ^^  ""cd  lightning.  56  cruel.  J7 
flames,  ray*. — I  Thomas  Rowley,  the  author,  wat 
born  at  Norton  Mal-reward  in  Somerfctriiire,  edu- 
cated at  the  convent  of  St.  Kenna  at  Kyncfham, 
and  died  at  Wcftbury  in  Glouceftcrfhire.  2  mead*. 
3  rediltiied,  ripened.  4  foft.  5  pied  goldfinch.  6 
drcft,  arrayed.  7  neat,  ornamcutal.  S  a  loofc  rcbc 
or  mantle . 


P    O    E 

;  The  fun  wns  glemeing  in  the  middle  of  daie, 
Deadde  ftill  the  aire,  and  eke  the  welken  9  blue, 
When  from  the  fea  arid  10  in  dreare  arraie 
A  hepe  of  cloudes  of  fable  fullen  hue, 
The  which  full  faft  unto  the  woodlande  drewe, 
Hiltring  II  attenes  iz  thefunnisfetive  13  face. 
And  the  blacke  tempefle  fwolne  and  gatherd  up 
apace. 

Bcneathe  an  holme,  fade  by  a  pathwaie  fide. 
Which  dide  unto  Seynile  Godwine's  covente  14 

lede, 
A  haplefs  pilgrim  moneynge  did  abide. 
Pore  in  his  viewe,  ungentle  15  in  his  weede, 
Longe  bretful  16  of  the  miferies  of  neede, 
Where  from  the  haiillone  coulde  the  aimer  1 5 

flie  ? 
He  had  no  houfen  theere,  nc  anie  covcnt  nie. 

Look  in  his  glommed  18  face,  his  fprighte  there 

fcanne ;  [deade ! 

Howe  woe-be-gone,  how  withered,  forwynd  19, 
Hafte  to  thie  church-glebe-houfe  ao  afshrewcd 

21  manne  ! 
Hafle  to  thie  kifle  12,  thie  oiilie  dortoure  23 

bedde, 
Cale,  as  the  claie  which  will  gre  on  thie  hedde, 
Is  charitie  an'd  love  aminge  highe  elves  ; 
Knightis  and  barons  live  for  pkafure  and  them- 

felves. 

The  gatherd  ftorme  is  rype ;  the  bigge  drops  fallc ; 
The  forfwat  24 meadowesfmethe  25,anddrenche 

a6  the  raine ; 
The  coniyng  ghaftnefs  do  the  cattle  pall  27, 
And  the  full  flockes  are  drivyngeore  the  plaine; 
Dafhde  from  the  cloudes  the  waters  llotte  a8 

againe ; 
The  welkin  opes  ;  the  yellow  levynne  29  flies ; 
And  the  hot  ficrie  linothe  30  in  the  wide  lowings 

31  dies. 

Lifte  ;  now  the  thunder's  rattling  clymmynge 

32  found 

Sheves33flowlie  on,andthen  embollen34  clangs, 
'  Shakes  the    high   fpyre,    and   loflt,  difpended, 
drown' d, 


9  The  Iky,  the  atmofphere.  10  arofe.  11  hid- 
ing, flirouding.  12  at  once.  13  beauteous.  14 
It  would  have  been  charitable,  if  the  author  had 
not  pointed  at  perfonal  charadlers  in  this  Ballad  of 
Charity.  The  abbot  of  St.  Godwin's  at  the  time 
of  writing  of  this  w^as  Ralphe  de  Bellomont,  a  great 
ftlckler  for  the  Lancaflrian  family.  Rowley  was 
a  Yorkift.  15  beggarly.  16  filled  with.  17  beg- 
gar. 18  clouded,  dejedled.  A  perfon  of  fome  note 
in  the  literary  world  is  of  opinion,  that  glum  and 
glom  are  modern  cant  words ;  and  from  this  cir- 
cumftance  doubts  the  authenticity  of  Rowley's  nia- 
nufcripts,  Glum-mong,  in  the  Saxou  fignifies  twi- 
light, a  dark  or  dubious  light;  and  the  modern 
"word  gloomy  is  derived  from  the  Saxon  ^/«»7.  19 
dry,  faplefs.  20  the  grave.  21  accurfed,  unfor- 
tunate. 22  coffin.  23  afleeping  room.  24  fun- 
burnt.  2j  fmoke.  :  6  cloud.  27  fall,  a  contrac- 
tion from  appall,  to  fright.  28  fly.  29  lightning. 
30  fteam  or  vapours.  31  flames.  3^  noiiy.  33 
|aove«.    34  ffvell^d,  ftrengthcn^d. 


M    S.  iS7 

Still  on  the  gallard  3J  eare  oF  terreure  hang.es ; 
The  winds  are  up  ;  the  lofty  elmen  fwanges; 
Again  the  levynne  and  the  thunder  poures, 
And  the  full  cloudes  are  brafle  36  attenes  in  Itonea 
fhowers. 

Spurreynge  his  palfrie  oere  tha  watrie  plaine. 
The  abbotte  of  SeyntfteGodwinesconventecamc 
His  chapournette  37  was  drented  with  the  reine, 
Andhispend:e3i5  gyrdle  met  with  micklefhame; 
He  aynewarde  tolde  his  bederoU^g  at  the  lame  ; 
The  llorme  encreafen,  and  he  drew  afide, 
With  the  mift  40  almes  craver  neere  to  the  holme 
to  bide. 

His  cope  41  was  all  of  Lyncolne  clothe  fo  fynej 
With  a  gold  button  fallcn'd  neere  his  chynne  ; 
Hisautrcraete42  wasedged  with  golden  twynne. 
And  his  Ihoone  pyke  a  loverds  41  mighte  have 

binne  ; 
Full  well  it  fliewn  he  thoughten  cofte  no  finne : 
The  trammels  of  the  palfrye  pleafde  his  fighte. 
For  tlie  horfe  millanare  44  his  head  with  i-ofes 

dighte. 

An  almes,  fir  priefle !  the  droppynge  pllgrirn 

faide, 
O  let  me  waite  within  your  covente  dore, 
Tille  the  funne  fheneth  hie  above  our  heade. 
And  the  Ipude  temptfle  of  the  aire  is  oer ; 
Helplefs  and  ould  am  I  alafs  !  and  poor ; 
No  houfe,  ne  friend,  ne  moneie  in  my  pouchc ! 
All  yatte  I  call  my  owne  is  this  my  filver  crouche. 

Varlet,  reply'd  the  ahbatte,  ceafe  your  dinne ; 
This  is  no  feafon  almes  and  prayers  to  give  ; 
Mie  porter  never  lets  a  faiet  our  45  in  ; 
None  touche  mie  rynge  who  not  in  honour  live. 
And  now  the  Ipnne  with  the  blacke  cloudes  did 

flryve, 
And  fliettynge  on  the  grounde  his  glaitie  raie, 
The  abbatte  fpurrde  hisfleede,  and  eftfoonesroadde 

awaie. 
Once  moe  the  flcie   was  blacke,  the  thounder 

rolde ; 
Fafte  reyneynge  oer  the  plaine  a  priefle  was  feen; 
Ne  dighte  full  proude,  ne  buttoned  up  in  goide  ; 
His  cope  and  jape  45  w'ere  graie,  and  eke  v/erc 

clene ; 
A  I.imitoure  he  was  of  order  feene  ; 
And  from  the  pathwaie  fide  then  turned  hee, 
Where  the  pore  aimer  laie   bincthe  the  holmen 

tree. 

An   almes,  fir  priefl:  1  the  droppynge  pilgrim 

fayde, 
For  Sweet  Seynfte  Marie  and  your  order  fake. 
The  limitoure  then  loofen'd  his  pouche  threadc. 


35?Frighted.  36  hurft,  37  a  fmall  round  hat, 
not  unlike  the  Ihapournette  in  heraldry,  formerly 
worn  by  ecclefiaft;ics  and  lawyers.  38  painted.  39 
he  told  his  beads  backwards;  a  figurative  expref- 
fion  to  fignify  curfing.  40  poor,  needy.  41  a  cloke. 
42  a  loofe  white  robe  worn  by  priefls.  43  a 
lord.  44  I  believe  this  trade  is  ftill  in  being,  though 
but  feldom  employed.  45  a  beggar  or  vagabond, 
46  a  fhort  furplice,  worn  by  friars  of  an  inferiai- 
(jlafs,  and  fecular  priefts. 
Z  iij 
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An.!  did  thcrcont<?  a  proatc  of  filvcr  tukc  ; 
The  miOcr  niljcriin  dyl  for  hiiHinc  47  (hake. 
Here  take  thislilvrr,  it  niaic  eathc  4S  tl'ie  care; 
\\  t  arc  Ooddcs  ftcw  iirds  all,  nctc  4';  of  ourc  owiic 
wc  bare. 

But  ah!  tinhailic  50  pilgrim,  Icme  of  me, 
Scathe  anic  give  a  rentroUe  to  their  l.ordc. 
Here  take  my  femecopc  jr,  thou  art  bare  1  fee ; 
'lis  thyne;  the   fcyndes  will  give  inc  mic  rc- 

wardc. 
He  left  the  j)ilgrim,  and  his  wale  ahordc 
Virgynne    and    hallic    fcynde,  who    fittc    yn 

jrlourc  52,  Ipsw'jr. 

Or  give  the  mjitcc  5^  will,  or  give  the  godc  man 

BATTLE  OF  H.VSTINGS. 
Mo.  I. 

O  Chryste,  it  is  a  grief  for  me  to  telle. 
How  manic  a  noble  crle  and  valrous  kiiygbte 
In  fyphtynge  for  Kyi.ge  Uarrokl  tu.blie  tell, 
A\  ilcynge  m  Haftyngs  fecld  in  bloudic  fyg'.'tc. 
Ofea-o'trtecming  Dover!   ban  thy  floudc, 
Han  anie  frudhiuuscntendemtnt,  [bloudc. 

Thou  wouldd  have  rofe   and  lank  wyth  tydcs  ol 
Before  Duke  Wyllyam'sknyghts  han  hither  went ; 
\Vho.'"ecowart  arrows  manie  crUs  fleyne. 
And  brticd  the  fecld   wythe    bloudc  as  feafon 
rayne.  *'-' 

And  of  !i!S  kiiyghtes  did  ckc  full  mauie  die, 
All  pafTyng  hie,  of  micklc  nvyglite  cchonc. 
Whole  poygnantc  arrowes,  typjj'd  with  deftynic, 
Caus'd  many  wydowcs  to  make  myckle  mono. 
J>ordyngcs,  avaunt,  that  chyckeii-hartcd  arc, 
Jrom  oute  of  hearynge  ijuicklic  now  departs; ; 
lull  wcU  1  wote,  to  fyngc  of  bloudic  warrc 
Will  rrrecvc  your  tenJerlic-  and  muvd':n  hartc. 
Go'do  the  weaklic  woinman  inn  man'.-.  gi:arc, 
/uid  fcond  your  raanfion  if  grymm  war  come 
there.  ^■-' 

Soonc  as  the  erlic  matcn  bclk  was  toldc, 
Ai'd  tonne  was  come  to  byd  us  all  good  da.e, 
]{..ih  armies  on  the  feeld,  both  brave  and  bofde, 
I'rcpar'd  for  fvghte  in  champvon  arraie. 
As  when  two  bulks,  dedyndr  for  HockrWlc  fyghte 
Are  yoked  bic  the  ntcke  withwi  a  fparre, 
Thcic  rtnd  the  ertiie.  and  travtlU-i*  alTryghte, 
I.ackvnge  to  gage  the  fportivc  bloudic  warrc  ;  28 
■    Soe  lacked  HarroUies  menne  10  conio  to  hlowes, 
The  Normans  lacked  for  to  wickk  their  bowes. 

Kyngc  liarrolde  turr.ynge  to  liis  Iccgemcn  fpake; 
My  merriemtn.  be  not  cafle  dowiie  in  myndc  ; 
Vour  «niic  Ipde  kn  ay  to  mar  or  mak.-, 
nefrTOV'.n  funne  hasdpnde  hi.  wcLkc  you'll  fynd« 
Vour  lovyng  wife,  who  erii  dyd  '.Id  the  londe 
Of  K-nrrhnCT,  and  thrtr^ature  thrt  you  hai»,    - 
Wyll  »alk  into  the  Normannt;  robber's  honde, 
VnlelTc  wyth  honde  aad  harte  yoU  j^lilie  the  mann.:. 

ChcLr    up    your   hartcs,     chafe    k.rrow   farre 
awaie, 

Godde  and  Seyntlc  Cuthbcrt  be  the  wordc  to 
dak-.  •»'= 


47  Jov.    45  cafe.    49  nought.     50  unhappy.   5,1 
a  fbort  iinJer-clokc.    5Z  glory.    5 J  mighty,  fica 


And  thcnnc   Duke  Wyllyam  to  his  knightes  did 

faie; 
My  mcrric  mcnnc,  be  bravelir  cverichc  ; 
Oif  1  dogayn  the  honore  of  the  daie, 
F.ch  one  of  you  I  will  makf  myckle  richc. 
liecr  you  in  myndc,  wc  for  a  kynpdonmi  fyghte; 
l.ordfljippe.i  and  h<inorc,^  cchonc  flialj  pofrcflc; 
Be  tlii>thc  v.'orde  tn  dale,  God  and  my  ryghte; 
No  douhte  l-.ut  God  wylle  our  true  caufe  bleffe. 

The  clarions  then  founded  fharpe  and  fhrillc; 

Dcathdoiyngc  bladcswerc  out  intent  tokillc.  50 

And  brave  Kyng  Harroldc  had  now  donde   hys 
I'aie ;  [Ipcar, 

He  threw  wythe  myghtc  amaync  hys  (hortc  horfc- 
Thc  noile  it  made  the  duke  to  turn  awaie. 
And  hytt  his  knyghte,  de  Bcque.  upon  the  tar. 
His  criftede  beaver  dyd  him  fmallc  aboundc; 
The  cruel  fpcarc  went  thorough  all  his  hede  ; 
'I'hc  purpcl  bloudc  r;imc  goufhyngc  to  the  groundc, 
.And  at  Duke  Wyllyam's  feet  he  tumbled  dcade  : 
So  fell  the  myghtic  tower  of  Standrip,  whennc 
It  feltc  the  furic  of  the  Danifh  mcnnc.  60 

,  O  Afiltm,  fon  of  Culhbert,  holic  fayncflc,  [pa}'ne; 
Come  aydc  thy  freind,  and  fliewe  Duke  Wylfyams 
T:»ke  up  thy  per.cyl,  all  bis  features  paindc  ; 
Tliv  colorynge  cxcclls  a  fyngcr  flrayne. 
Duke  Wyllyam  fawe  hvs  frccnde  fleyne  piteouflic, 
His  lovynge  freende  whom  he  nmch  honored, 
lor  he  ban  lovd  hym  from  puerilitic. 
And  theie  together  both    han  bin  ybred  : 

O  !  in  Duke  Wyllyam's  harte  it  rayfde  a  flame. 
To  whichc  the  rage  of  enipiie  wolves  is  tame.  70 

He  lookc  a  brafcn  crolfe-bowc  in  Lis  honde. 
And  drewc  it  hardc  witli  all  hys  myghtc  amcln, 
Ne  doubtyng  but  rhe  bravcft  in  the  londe 
Han  by  his  I'oundynge  crrowc-lede  bene  fleyne. 
Alured's  ftcde,  the  fyned  ftede  alyvc, 
Bye  comelie  forme  knowkched  from  the  reft  ; 
Btit  nowe  hys  deftin'd  howre  dyd  any  ve, 
'I  I:e  arrowc  hvt  uponne  his  niilkwitc  brefte  : 
.So  have  I  feen  a  ladie-imokc  foe  wliitc, 
Blown  in  the  morn)Tige,  and  mowd  downc  at 
night.  8* 

\\'ith  ibilk  a  force  it  dyd  his  bodiegorc, 
That  in  his  tender  guttcs  it  entered, 
In  veritee  a  fulle  clothe  yarde  or  more, 
And  downe  v.ith  flaiten  noyfe  he  funken  dcde. 
Brave  Akired,  bcnethe  bis  faithful)  horfc, 
VV'ab  fniecrd  ali  over  withe  the  goric  dtifle. 
And  on  hym  laic  the  rcccr's  liikcwanne  coife, 
Tliat  Aliired  couldc  not  hymfelf  alufte. 

The  llandyng  Normans  drew  their  bowe  cchonr, 

And    brtrght   full    manie    Engiyfh   chanipyon* 

downe.  90 

The  Normans  kept  aloofe,  at  diftaimcc  ftylle, 
I'hc'  Engiyfh  iicte  but  Ihorte  liorfe-fpcars  could 

welde ; 
The  Englj  Ih  rnanie  dcthc  fure  dartes  did  killc. 
And  manic  arrowes  twang'd  upon  the  fliedde. 
Kynge  Haroldesknyghts  defir'de  for  hcndicflrokc* 
\nd  marched^ furious  o'er  the  bloudic  pleyne. 
In  bcdie  clofe,  and  made  the  pleyne  to  finoke  ; 
Iheire  (lieeld-s  rebounded  arrowca  baik  ag.Tyne, 
Tbc  Normans  flood  aloofc,  nor  hede  the  fame, 
Their  arrowcs  wouldc  do  dclhe,  though  fro^n 
far  of  they  cauic.  XOQ 
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Duke  Wyllyam  drewe  ajren  hvs  arrowe  fttynge, 

An  arrowe  withe  a  lylver-hcde  drewe  he. 

The  arro^ve  dauncyn-'c  in  the  uyre  dyd  lyngc, 

And  hyir  tlie  hoife  Joffelyu  on  the  knee. 

At   this  brave  JoiTelyn  threwc  his   lliort   horf^- 

fpeare  • 
Diike  Wyllyam  flooped  to  avoyde  the  bio  we ; 
'I'he  yronc  weapon  hummed  in  his  eare. 
And  hitte  Sir  Doullie  Naibor  on  the  prowe : 
Upon  his  helme  foe  furious  was  the  ftrokc, 
It  fplete  his  bever,  and  the  ryvets  broke.        IIO 

Downe  fell  the  beaver  by  Jeffelyn  fplete  in  tweine, 
And  onn  his  hede  expos'd  a  punle  wounde. 
But  on  Deftoutvlllcs  iholder  came  ameiue. 
And  fcU'd  the  champyon  to  the  bloudie  grounde. 
Then  Doullie  myghre  his  boweilrynge  drewe, 
Enthoughte    to    gyve    brave     Joffelyn    bloudie 

wounde, 
But  Harolde's  afenglave  ftopp'd  it  as  it  flewe, 
And  it  fell  bootkls  on  the  bloudie  grounde. 

Siere  Doullie,  when  he  fawe  hys  venge  thus 
broke,  i  f; 

Death-doynge  blade  from  out  the  fcabard  toke. 

And  now  the  battail  clofde  on  everych  fyde, 
And  face  to  face  appeard  the  knyghts  lull  brave  ; 
They  lifted  up  thelre  bylles  with  myckle  pryde, 
And  manie  woundes  unto  the  Normans  gave. 
So  have  I  fenc  two  weirs  at  once  give  grounde. 
White  fomyng  hygh  to  roryngc  combat  runne ; 
In  roaryng  dyn  and  heaven-breaking  Ibunde, 
Eurlle  waves  on  waves,  and  fpangle  in  the  funne  ; 

And  when  their  rayghte  in  burftyngc  waves  is 
fled, 

l.ike  cowards,  flele  alonge  their  ozy  bede.    1 30 

Yong  Egelrede,  a  knyghte  of  comelie  mien, 

Affynd  unto  the  kynge  of  Dynefarre, 

At  echone  tyke  and  tourney  he  was  feene. 

And  lov'd  to  be  amonge  the  bloudie  vvaire  ; 

He   couch'd   hys  launce,   and  ran  wyth   niickle 

myghtc 
Ageinfte  the  brefl  of  Sieur  de  Bonoboe  ; 
He  grond  and  funken  on  the  place  of  fyghte, 
O  Chryfte  !  to  fele  his  wounde,  his  harte  was  woe. 
Ten   thoufand   thoughtes   pufli'd    in    upun  his 

niynde,  I39 

Not  for  hymfelfe,  but  thofe  he  left  behynde. 

He  dy'd  and  lefFed  wyfe  and  chyldren  twclne. 
Whom  he  wyth  cheryfhment  did  dearlie  love ; 
In  Englande's  court,  in  good  Kynge  Edwarde's 

regne, 
He  Yvonne  the  tyke,  and  ware  her  crymfon  glove ; 
And  thence  unto  the  place  where  he  was  borne, 
Together  with  hys  wekhe  and  better  wyfe, 
To  Normandie  he  dyd  perdie  returne, 
In  peace  and  quietneffe  to  lead  hys  lyfe  ; 
And  now  with  fovrayn  Wyllyam  he  came, 
To  die  in  battel,  or  get  wclthe  and  fame.       150 

Then,  fwefte  as  lyghtnynge,  Egelredus  fet 
Ao-aynft  du  Barlie  of  the  moujiten  head  ! 
In  his  dere  hartesbloude  his  longe  launce  was  wett, 
And  from  hiscourfer  down  he  tumbled  dede. 
So  have  I  fcne  a  mountayne  oak,  that  longe 
Has  cake  hys  fhadowe  to  the  mountayne  fyde, 
iirave  all  the  wyndes,  though  ever  they  fo  ftronge. 
And  view  the  briers belowe  with  felf-taught  pride; 


But,  whan  thrownc  dowre  by  mightie  thunder 
He'de  rather  bee  a  bryer  than  an  oke.     [ftroke. 

Then  Egtlred  dyd  in  a  dcclynie  i6l 

Hys  launce  uprere  with  all  hys  myghte  ameinc, 
And  flrok  Fitzpcrtupon  the  dexter  eye, 
And  at  his  pole  the  fpcar  came  out  agayne. 
Butt  as  he  drewe  it  forthe,  yi  arrowe  fiedde 
Wyth  mltklc  myght  fent  from  de  Tracy's  bowe, 
And  at  hys  fyde  the  arrowe  entered. 
And  oute  the  crymfon  flreme  of  bloude  gan  flowe  ; 
In  purple  llrekes  it  dyd  his  armer  flaine. 
And  fmok'd  in  puddles  on  the  dukie  plaine.   170 

Biit  Egclred,  before  he  funken  downe, 
With  all  hys  myghre  amein  his  fpear  befped. 
It  hytte  Betrammil  Mannc  upon  the  crowne. 
And  bothe  together  quicklie  funken  dede. 
So  have  I  feen  a  rocke  o'er  others  hange. 
Who  ftronglie  plac'd  laughdc  at  his  flippry  flatc, 
But  v.'hen  he  falls  with  heaven-peercynge  bange 
I'hat  he  the  fleeve  unravels  all  their  fate, 
And  broken  onn  the  beech  thys  leffon  f]ieak, 
The  k.roRge  and  firme  Ihould  not  defame  the 
weake.  I  So 

Howcl  ap  Jevah  came  from  Matraval, 
Where  he  by  chaunce  han  flayne  a  noble's  fon, 
And  now  was  come  to  fyghte  at  Harold's  call, 
And  in  the  battel  he  much  goodc  han  done; 
Unto  Kyng  Harold  he  fought  mickle  near. 
For  he  was  yeoman  of  the  bodie  guard  ; 
And  with  a  targyt  and  a  fyghtyiig  fpear. 
He  of  his  boddie  han  kepte  watch  and  ward  : 
True  as  a  fhadowe  to  a  fubkant  thynge. 
So  true  he  guarded  Harold  hys  good  kynge.  190 

But  when  Egelred  tumbled  to  the  grounde, 
He  from  Kyng  Haro'de  quicklie  dyd  advauncc. 
And  kroke  de  Tracie  thilk  a  crewel  wounde, 
Hyn  harte  and  lever  came  out  on  the  launce. 
And  then  retreted  for  to  guarde  hys  kynge. 
On  dented  launce  he  bore  the  harte  awaie  ; 
An  arrowe  came  from  Auffroie  Griel's  krynge. 
Into  hys  heele  betwyxt  hys  yron  kaic  ; 

The  grcy-goofe  pynion,  that  thereon  was  fctt, 
Eftfoons  with  fmokyng   crymfon    bloud    was 
wett.  aoo' 

His  bloude  at  this  was  waxen  flaminge  hotte. 
Without  adoe  he  turned  once  agayne. 
And  hytt  de  Oriel  thilke  a  blowe,  God  wote, 
Maugre  hys  hclme,  he  fplete  hys  hede  in  twayne. 
This  Affroie  was  a  manne  of  mickl  ■  pryde, 
Whofe  featliek  bewty  ladden  in  his  face  ; 
His  chaunce  in  warr  he  ue  before  han  tryde, 
But  lyv'd  in  love  and  Rofaline's  embrace; 
And  like  a  ufelcfs  wcede  amonge  the  haie 
Amonge  the  fleine  warriours  Oriel  laie.         210 
Kynge  Harolde  then  he  putt  his  yeomen  hie, 
And  ferflie  ryd  into  the  bloudie  fyghte  ; 
Erie  Ethelwoli-,  and  Goodrick,  and  Alfie, 
Cuthbert,and  Ooddard,  mical  menne  of  myghte, 
Ethelwin,  Ethelbert,  and  Egwin  too, 
Effred  the  famous,  and  Erie  Ethelwarde, 
Kynge  Harolde's  leegcmenn,  erlies  hie  and  true, 
Rode  after  hym,  his  bodie  for  toguarde  : 
The  reke  of  erlies,  fyghtynge  other  wheres. 
Stained  with  Norman  bloude  their  fyghtynge 
fperes.  2Z0 
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As  when  fome  rjver  with  the  fcafon  rayncs 
White  fcimyngc  hi.-  doth  brekc  the  bridges  oft, 
Ocrturns  the  hamtlct  and  :ili  conc(in<^. 
And  hytth  otr  the  hyll<  a  inuddie  foft; 
So  Harold  ratine  upon  his  Nornunnc  foes, 
And  laydc  the  prcnr  and  riiiill  upon  the  groundt, 
And  dchc  amoii^  them  thilkc  a  ftore  of  blowc-s, 
Full  manic  a  Notmannc  fill  by  him  dede  woundc ; 
.So  who  he  be  tluit  oujdiant  fuiric<  llrike,       229 
'J'hcirloideswill  wander  toKyngOffa'sdykc. 

FItzSalnarvillc, Duke  William's  favourite  knyghtc, 

To  noble  Kdelwarde  his  lyfc  dyd  yielde; 

Withe  hys  tyltc  iaunce  hce  ftrokc  with   thilk  a 
r.iyKhtc, 

The  Norman's  boweN  flecmde  upon  the  fccld. 

Old  Saliiarville  beheld  hys  fon  lie  ded, 

Againrt  F.rle  lidel^'ardchys  bowe-ftryngc  drewe  ; 

But  Harold  at  one  blowe  made  twcinc  his  head ; 

He  dy'd  before  the  pf)ign;int  arrowe  flew. 
So  was  the  hope  of  all  the  ilTue  gone, 
And  in  one  battle  fell  the  fire  and  Ion.  240 

De  Aubignce  rod  fercely  through  the  fyghtc, 

To  where  the  boddie  of  oalnarvillc  laie  ; 

Quod   he ;  And   art    thou   ded,   thou    niannc    of 

myghte  ? 
.1*11  be  revenged,  or  die  for  thee  this  daie. 
Die  then  thou  (halt,  Erie  Ethclwarde  he  faid  ; 
I  am  a  cunnynge  erle,  and  that  can  tell;       [hede, 
I'hen  drcwe  hys   fwcrde,   and   ghaftlie  cut  hys 
And  on  his  freeiid  cftfoons  he  lifclefs  fell, 

Stretch'd  en  the  bloudic  plcync  ;  great   God 
forcfend. 

It  be  the  fate  of  no  fuch  truftie  frccnde  !       J<jo 

Then  Egwen  Sieur  Pikeny  did  attaque ; 
He  turned  aboute  and  vilely  focten  flie; 
But  Fg^vyn  cutt  lb  depc  into  his  backe. 
He  rolled  on  the  grounde  and  foon  dyd  die. 
His  dillant  fonne,  8ire  Romera  de  Biere, 
r!oughte  to  revenge  his  fallen  kynfnian's  lote. 
But  foone  Erie  Cuthbcrt's  dented  fyghtyng  fpcar 
St'icke  in  his  harto,  and  (layd  his  fpeed,  Got  wote. 
He  tumbled  downc  clofe  by  hys  1:ynfman's  fydo, 
JMyngle  their  Ilrcmes  of  pourple  bloude,  and 
dy'd.  260 

And  now  an  arrowe  from  a  bowc  unvvote 
Into  Erie  Cuthhert's  harte  cftfoons  dyd  flee; 
Who  dying  fayd ;  ah  me  !  how  hard  my  lote, 
INow  flayne,  mayhap,  of  one  of  lowe  degree. 
So  have  I  fccn  a  Icafie  elm  of  yore 
Have  been  the  pride  and  glorie  of  the  pleine ; 
But,  when  the  fpendyng  landlord  is  grownc  poore, 
Jt  fall?  bencthc  the  aic  of  feme  rude  fwcine  ; 
"  And  like  the  oke,  the  fovran  of  the  woodc. 
It's  fallen  boddie  tells  you  how  it  ftoodc.       2 70 

When  Edchvard  perceevd  Erie  Cuthbert  die, 
On  Hubert  flrongcft  of  the  Normai.Vie  crcwe, 
Ab  v.-olls  when  hungrcd  on  the  cattcl  flic. 
So  Edeiward  amainc  upon  him  flewe. 
With  thilk  a  force  he  hyt  hym  to  the  grounde  ; 
And  wasdemafing  howe  to  take  his  life. 
When  he  behynde  received  a  ghaltlie  woundc 
Gyvcn  by  de  Torcie,  with  a  Habbyng  knyfe ; 

Bafc  trechcrous  Normannes,  if  luch  adcs  you 
doc. 

The  conquer 'd  maic  clamc  viftoric  of  you.   280 


!  he  crlie  felt  de  Torcie's  trechcrout  knyfe 
Han  made  his  crynifon  bloude  and  fpirits  floe  j 
And  knowlachyng  he  Coon  mufl  quyt  thi»  1\  Ic, 
Rcfolved  Hubert  (hould  too  with  hym  goe. 
He  held  hys  truflic  fwerd  againft  his  brcllc, 
And  down  he  fell,  and  pccrc'd  him  to  the  harte ; 
And  both  together  then  did  take  their  rtftc, 
Their  foule;-  irom  corpfcs  unakell'd  depart; 

And  both  to^-ether  louglite  the  unknown  fiiore. 
Where  wc   Ihall  goc,  where  manie's  goii  be- 
fore, ayo 

Kynge  I  larolde  Torcie's  trechcry  dyd  fpie. 
And  hie  alofe  his  temper'd  fwtrde  dyu  weldc, 
t'ut  offc  his  armc.and  made  the  bloude  to  flie, 
His  proofc  lleel  armoure  did  him  littcl  fliecldc  ; 
And  not  coniente,  he  fplete  hishetlc  iii  twaine, 
And  down  he  tumbled  on  the  bloudic  grounde ; 
Meanwhile  the  othet  erlieh  on  the  playne 
Gave  and  received  manie  a  bloudic  w ounde, 
^uch  as  the  arts  in  warre  ban  learnt  with  care. 
But    mauie    knyghtes  were  women   in   men's 
geer.  300 

Herrewald  borne  on  Sarim's  fpreddyng  plaine. 
Where  Thor's  fam'd  temple  manie  age-  fboode  ; 
Where  druids,  auncient  precfts,  did  ryghtes  or- 

daine, 
And  in  the  middle  flud  the  vi>5lyms  bloude ; 
Where  auncient  I>ardi  dyd  their  vcrfts  I'yngc 
Of  Cxfar  conquer'd,  and  his  mighty  hofte, 
And  how  old 'I'ynyan.necromancing  kynge, 
Wreck'd  all  hys  fhyppyng  on  the  Br.tifli  toaflc. 
And  made  hym  in  his  tatter'd  barks  to  flie, 
"rill  Tynyan'sdcthe  and  opportunity. 

To  make  it  more  rcnomed  than  before, 

(1,  tho  a  Saxon,  yet  the  truthe  will  telle) 

The  Saxonnes  fteynd  the  place  wyth  Brittifli  gore. 

Where  ncte  but  bloud  of  facrifices  felle. 

Tho'  Chryftians,  ftylle  they  thoughte  mouche  of 

the  pile. 
And  here  theie  mett  when  caufes  dyd  it  nccdc  ; 
'  Twas  here  the  ancient  elders  of  the  iflc 
Dyd  by  the  trecherie  of  Hengift  blecde ; 
_    O  Hengift  !  ban  thy  caufe  bin  good  and  true. 
Thou  wouldft  fuch  murdrous  ads  as  thcfe  cf- 

chew.  3iO 

The  crlie  was  a  mar.ne  of  hie  degree, 
And  ban  that  diic  full  manie  Normannes  fleine; 
Three  Norman  champyons  of  hie  degree 
He  left  to  fmokv'  upon  the  bloudie  pleine  : 
The  Sier  Fitzbotevdlcine  did  then  advaunce. 
And  with  his  fcowe  he  fmote  ihc  erlies  hede; 
Who  cftfoons  gored  hym  with  his  tylting  launcc. 
And  at  his  hordes  feet  he  tumbled  dede  : 
His  partyng  fpirit  hovered  o'er  the  floude 
Of  loddaync  roufliynge  mouch   lov'd  pourple 
bloude.  330 

De  Vipoute  then,  a  fqiiicr  of  low  degree. 
An  arrowe  drewe  with  all  his  myghte  amcinc; 
The  arrowe  graz'd  upon  the  erlies  knee, 
A  punic  wounde,  that  caufd  hut  littel  peine. 
00  have  I  feene  a  dolthead  place  a  ftone, 
Enthoghte  to  fl.aie  a  driving  rivers  courfe  ; 
But  better  ban  it  bin  to  lett  alone. 
It  onlie  drives  it  on  with  mickle  force  ; 
'J"he  eilie,  wounded  by  fo  bafe  a  hynde, 
Rays'd  furyousdoyngs  in  hi» noble  myndc.    34a 


P   o 

The  Stere  Ghatilllon,  yonger  of  that  name, 

Advaiinced  next  before  the  erlie's  fyghte  ; 

His  fader  was  a  marine  of  mickle  fame, 

And  he  renomde  and  valorous  in  fyghte. 

Chatillion  his  triftie  fwerd  forth  (ire we, 

The    eric    drawes    his,    menne  bothe  of  mickle 

myghte  ; 
And  at  eche  other  vengouflie  they  flewe, 
As  maftie  dogs  at  Hocktide  fet  to  fyghte  ; 

Bothe  fcornd  to  veelde,  and  both  abhor'de  to 
fiie, 

Refolv'd  to  vanquifhe,  or  rcfolv'd  to  die.      350 

(Chatillion  hyt  the  erlie  on  the  hede, 
Thatt  fplytte  ettfoons  his  criiltd  helm  in  twayne  ; 
Whichc  he  perforce  withe  target  covered, 
And  to  the  battel  went  with  myghte  ameine. 
The  erlie  hytte  Chatillion  thiike  a  blowe 
Upon  his  brcfte,  his  harte  was  plcin  to  fee  ; 
He  rumbled  at  the  horfestect  alfoe> 
And  ni  iierhe  panges  lie  fee2'd  the  recer's  knee: 
Faiic  as  the  ivy  rounde  the  oke  doth  clymbe, 
So  falie  he  dying  gr}p'd  the  recer's  lymbe.  360 

The  recer  then  beganne  to  flynge  and  kicke, 
And  tolle  the  erlie  farr  off  to  the  grourde ; 
The  erlie's  fquier  then  a  Iwerde  did  Iticke 
Into  his  harte,  a  dedlie  ghalilie  wounde  ; 
And  downe  he  telle  upon  the  cryml'on  pleine, 
Upon  Chatiliion's  fouUefs  corle  ofclaie; 
A  puddlie  ftreme  of  bloude  liow'd  out  ameine ; 
Strctch'd  out  at  length  befmer'd  with  gore  he  laie; 
As  fome  tall  oke  ftird.from  the  greenie  plaine. 
To  live  a  fecond  time  upon  the  main.  370 

The  erlie.  now  an  horfe  and  beaver  han, 
And  none  agayne  appertd  on  the  feeld  ; 
And  manie  a  muikle  knyghte  and  mightie  manne 
To  his  dethe-doyng  fwerd  his  life  did  yeeld  ; 
When  Siere  de  Broque  an  arrowe  longe  Ictt  flic. 
Intending  Herewaldus  to  have  fleyne; 
It  mifs'd  ;  butt  hytte  Edardiis  on  the  eye. 
And  at  his  pole  came  out  with  horrid  payne. 
Edardus  felle  upon  the  bloudie  grounde,       379 
His  noble  foule  came  roufliyng  from  the  wounde. 

Thys  Herewald  perceevd,  and  full  of  ire 
He  on  the  Siere  de  Broque  with  furie  came ; 
Quod  he  :   Thou'ft  flaughtred  my  beloved  fquier, 
But  I  will  be  revenged  for  the  fame. 
Into  his  bowels  then  his  launce  he  thrufte, 
And  drew  thereout  a  fteemie  drerie  lode  ; 
Quod  he  :   Thefe  oftals  are  for  ever  curft. 
Shall  ferve  the  coughs,  and  rooks,  and  dawes,  for 
foode. 
Then  on  the  pleine  the  ileemie  lode  hee  throwde, 
Smokynge  with  lyfe,  and  dy'd  with  crymfon 
bloude.  -go 

Fitz  Broque,  who  faw  his  father  killen  lie, 
Ah  me  1   fayde  he,  what  woeful  lyghte  I  feel 
But  now  I  muft  do  fomethyng  more  than  fighe  ; 
And  then  an  arrowe  from  the  bowe  drew  he. 
Beneth  the  erlie's  navil  came  the  darte  ; 
Fitz  Broque  on  foote  han  drawne  it  from  the  bowe; 
And  upwards  went  mto  the  erlie's  harte, 
And  out  the  crymfon  ftreme  cf  bloude  'gan  flowe. 
Asfromm  a  hatch, drawne  with  avehement  geir, 
)Vhite  ruOie  the    burftynge  wayes,    and    roar 
along  the  weir,  ^00 
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The  erle  with  one  honde  grafp'd  the  recer's  mayne. 
And  with  the  other  he  lis  launce  befped  ; 
And  then  felle  bleedyng  on  the  bloudie  plaine. 
His  launce  it  hytte  Fitz  Broque  upon  the  hcde  J 
Upon  his  hcde  it  made  a  wounde  full  flyo-hte 
Eut  peerc'd  his  ihoulder,  ghaftiie  wounde  inferne 
Before  his  optics  daunced  a  fliade  of  nygiite, 
Whyche  foone  were  clofed  ynn  a  fleepe  eterne. 
I'he  noble  erlie  than,  withoute  a  grone,       40^ 
Took  Hyghte,  to  fynde  the  regyons  unknownc. 
Brave  Alurcd  from  binethe  his  noble  horfe. 
Was  gotten  on  his  leggs,  with  bloude  all  fmore  ; 
And  now  eletten  on  another  horic, 
EftfooHS  he  withe  his  launce  did  manie  gore. 
The  cowart  Norman  knyghtes  before  hym  fledde 
And  from  a  diftaunce  fent  their  arrowes  keene  ; 
But  noe  fuch  deftinie  awaits  his  hedde. 
And  to  be  fleyen  by  a  wightc  fo  mcene. 

Tho  oft  the  oke  falls  by  the  villen's  fliock,  419 
'  I'ys  nioe  than  hyndes  can  do,  to  move  the  roclt. 
Upon  du  Chatelet  he  ferfelie  fett. 
And  peerc'd  his  bodie  with  a  force  full  grete; 
The  alenglave  of  his  tylt-launce  was  wett. 
The  roUynge  bloude  alonge  the  launce  did  fleet. 
Advauncynge,  as  a  maftie"  at  a  bull. 
He  rann  liis  launce  into  Fitz  Warren's  harte  • 
From  Part aies  bowe,  a  wight  unmercifull. 
Within  his  owne  he  felt  a  cruel  darte  ; 

Clofe  by  the  Norman  champyons  he  han  fleine, 

He  fell ;  and  mixd  his  bloude  with  theirs  upon 

the  pleine.  ^.^ 

Erie  Ethelbert  then  hove,  with  clinie  juft, 
A  launce,  that  ftroke  Partaie  upon  the  thighe. 
And  pinn'd  him  downe  unto  the  gorie  dufte  • 
Cruel,  quod  he,  thou  cruellie  fiialt  die. 
With  that  his  launce  he  enterd  at  his  throte  ; 
He  fcritch'd  and  fcreem'd  in  melancholie  rHood; 
And  at  his  backe  eftfoons  came  out,  God  wote. 
And  after  it  a  crymfon  Itreme  of  blpude  : 
In  agonie  and  peine  he  there  dyd  lie, 
While  life  anddethe  ftrove  for  the  mafl.errie.440 

He  gryped  hard  the  bloudie  murdring  launce, 
And  in  a  grone  he  left  this  raortel  lyfe. 
Behynde  the  erlie  Fifcampe  did  advaunce, 
Bethoghte  to  kill  him  with  a  Itabbynge  knife  ; 
But  Egwarde,  who  perceevd  his  fowle  intent, 
Eftfoons  his  truftie  fwerde  he  forthwyth  drewe 
And  thiike  a  cruel  blowe  to  Fifcampe  fent, 
That  foule  and  bodie's  bloude  at  one  gate  flewe. 
Thilk  deeds  do  all  deferve,  whofe  deeds  fo  fowle 
Will  black  theire  earthlie  name,  if  not  their 
foule.  42, 

When  lo  !  an  arrowe  from  Walleris  honde, 
Winged  with  fate  and  dethc, daunced  alonge; 
And  flewe  the  noble  flower  of  Powyflonde, 
Howei  ap  Jevah,  who  ycleped  the  itronge. 
Whan  he  the  firlt  mifchaunce  received  han, 
With  horfemans  haftc  he  from  the  armie  rodde  • 
And  did  repaire  unto  the  cunnynge  manne. 
Who  fange  a  charme,  that  dyd  it  mickle  goode : 

Then  praid   Seyndte  Cuthbert,    and  our  holic 
Dame, 

To  blefl'e  his  labour,  and  to  heal  the  fame.  46a 
Then  drewe  the  arrowe,  and  the  wounde  did  fccJf. 
And  putt  the  teint  of  holie  herbies  on  ;  ' 
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And  putt  a  rowe  of  bloudc  ftonti  round  hr.  neck  ; 
And  then  did  fay — go,  champyon,  grt  agone. 
And  now  \va»  corny ngf  Harrolile  to  defend, 
And  inetten  with  Wslleris  cruel  darte  : 
His  flieclde  of  wolf-lkinn  did  him  not  :ittend, 
The  arrow  peerced  into  his  noble  haric  ; 

As  fomc  tall  oke,  hewn  from  the  mountayne 
lied,  469 

Falls  to  the  pleine  ;  fo  fell  the  warriour  dede. 

His  countryman,  brave  Mcrvyn  ap  Teudor, 
V'ho  lovc:  of  hy.n  han  fioni  his  country  gone, 
When  he  perreevd  hi*,  friend  lie  in  his  gore. 
As  furious  as  a  mountayne  wolf  he  r^nne. 
As    ouphnnt    faieries,  whan    the   moonc  flieenes 

bryghte, 
In  littel  circle?  daunce  upon  the  greene, 
All  living  creatures  flie  far  from  their  fyghte, 
Ne  by  the  race  of  deftinie  be  feen  ; 

For  what  he  be  that  oviphant  faierie";  ftryke. 
Their  foiUes  will  wander  to  K.yng  OlVa's  dyke. 

So  from  the  face  of  Mcrvyn  Tewdor  brave        481 
The  Normans  efrfoonsfled  awaie  aghafle; 
And  lefte  beliynde  thc-ir  bowe  and  afcrigiave, 
For  ftar  of  hvni,  in  thilk  a  cowart  hafle. 
His  garb  fufiicient  were  to  move  aftVyghte  ; 
A  wolf  Ikin  girded  round  hys  myJdlc  was; 
A  bear  Ikyn,  from  Norwegians  wan  in  fyghte. 
Was  tytcnd  round  his  fliouidersby  the  claws: 
So  Hercules,  'tis  funge,  much  like  to  him, 
Upon  his  (holder  wore  a  lyon's  fkin.  490 

Upon  his  thyghes  and  harte-fweftc  legges  he  wore 

A  hugie  goat  fkin,  all  of  one  grete  piece; 

A  boar  Ikyn  flieelde  on  his  bare  armcs  he  bore  ; 

His  gauntletts  were  the  fkynn  of  harte  of  greece. 

They  flecde  ;  he  followed  clofe  upon  their  heels, 

Vowynge  vengeance  for  his  deare  country manne! 

And  Siere  de  Sancelotte  his  vengeance  teels; 

He  peercM  hys   backe,  and  out  the  blonde  ytt 

ranne.  farme, 

His  bloude  went  downc  the  fwerde  unto  hys 

In  fpringing  rivulet,  alive  and  warmc.  500 

His  fjverde  was  fliorte  and  broade,  and  myckle 
keene,  [waie ; 

And  no  mann's  bone  could  ftonde  to  ftoppe  itls 
The  Noimann's  harte  in  partes  two  cutt  ilcane, 
Heclos'd  liiseyne,  and  dos'd  hys  eyne  for  aic. 
Then  with  his  fwerde  he  fctt  on  Fitz  du  V.illc, 
A  knvghte  mouch  famous  for  to  runne  at  tyite  ; 
With  tliiik  a  furic  on  hym  he  dvd  falie. 
Into  his  neck  he  ranne  the  fwerde  and  hylte  ; 
As  myghtie  lyghterynge  often  has  been  founde, 
To  drive  an  oke  into  unfallow'd  grounde.     51c 

And  with  the  fwerde,  that  in  his  neck  yet  ftoke, 
The  Norman  fell  unto  the  bloudie  grounde  ; 
And  with  the  fall  ap  Tewdore's  I'wcrde  he  broke, 
And    bloude    afrcllic    came    trickling   from   the 

woundc. 
As  whan  the  hyndes,  before  a  mountayne  wolfe, 
Flie  from  his  paws,  and  angrie  vyfage  giym  ; 
But  when  he  falls  into  the  pittic  golphe. 
They  dare  hym  to  his  bearde,  and  b:\ttone  hym  ; 
And  caufe  he  fryghted  them  fo  muciie  before, 
tyke   cowart  hyndes,   they  battonc  hym  the 
more.  520 


So,  whan  they  fawe  ap  Tewdorc  was  bereft 

Of  his  keen  fwerde,  thatt  wroghte  thiike  great 

difmaic, 
They  turned  about,  eftforns  upon  him  lept, 
And  full  a  fcorc  engaged  in  the  fraie. 
Mervyn  ap  Tewdore,  ragyng  as  a  bear, 
Seiz'd  on  the  t)caver  of  the  Sier  de  Lacque  ; 
And  wring'd  his  hedde  with  fuch  a  vifhemeot  gier. 
His  vifage  was  turned  round  unto  his  backe. 
Backe  to  his  harte  retyr'd  the  ufclefs  gore. 
And  fclle  upon  the  pleine  to  rife  no  more.    440 

Then  on  the  njigktie  Siere  Fitz  Pierce  he  flew. 
And  broke  his  helm,  and  feiz'd  hym  bie  the  thrott- : 
Then  manic  Normann    knyghtcs    their    arroKo 

drew, 
That  enterM  into  Mer\')-n's  harte,  God  wote. 
In  il)  ing  panges  he  gryp'd  his  throte  more  ftronge. 
And  from  their  fockets  darted  out  his  eyes; 
And  from  his  mouthecamrout  his  blamelefs  tonge: 
And  bothe  in  peine  and  anguilhe  eftfoon  dies. 
As  fome  rude  rocke  torne  from  his  bed  of  rlaie, 
Stretch'd  onn  the  pleyne  the  brave  ap  Tewdore 
laie.  54» 

And  now  Erie  Ethelbert  and  Egward  came. 
Brave  Mcrvyn  from  the  Normannes  to  allift  ; 
A  myghtie  ficre,  Fitz  Chatulet  bie  name. 
An  arrowe  drew,  that  dyd  them  littel  lill. 
Eric  Eifward  points  his  launce  at  Chatulet, 
And  Ethelbert  at  Walleris  fer  his; 
And  Egwald  dyd  the  liere  a  hard  hlowe  h_\tt. 
But  Ethelbert  by  a  myfchaunce  dyd  mifs : 
Fear  laide  Walleris  flat  upon  the  ftrande. 
He  ne  deferved  a  death  from  crlieshande.    5-0 

Betwyxt  the  ribbes  of  Sire  Fitz  Chatelet, 
The  poyntcd  launce  of  Egward  did  ypafs; 
The  diftai'.nt  fyde  thereof  was  ruddic  wet. 
And  he  fell  breafhlefs  on  the  bloudie  grafs. 
As  cowart  Wnlleris  laie  on  the  grounde. 
The  dreaded  weapon  hummed  o'er  his  heade» 
And  hytt  the  fqnier  ihylke  a  lethal  wounde. 
Upon  his  fallen  lorde  he  tumbled  dead  : 

Oh,  fhame  to  Norman  arraes !  a  lord  a  flave, 
A  captyve  villcyn  than  a  lorde  more  brave  !  ^6m 

From  Chatelet  hys  launce  Eric  Egward  drew, 
And  hit  Wallerie  on  the  dexter  cheek  ; 
Peerc'd  to  his  braiiir.  and  cut  his  tongue  in  two: 
There,    knyglit,    quod    he,    let    that  thy  iclion* 
fpe.ik — 


BATTLE  OF  H.\STINGS. 

No.  II. 

On  truth  I  immortal  daughter  of  the  Ikies, 
Too  lyttle  known  to  wrytcrs  of  thefe  daies. 
Teach  me,  fayre  fainclc  !  thy  paflyngc  worthe  to 

I)ryze, 
To  blame  a  friend,  and  give  a  foeman  prayfe. 
The  fickle  moonc,  bcdeckt  wythe  lilvcr  rays, 
L'adynge  a  traine  of  ftarres  of  feeble  lyghtc,   ,  ., 
With  look  adigne  the  worlde  bclowefurvcies. 
The  world,  that  wotted  not  it  coud  br  nyghte; 
Wyth  armour  dyd,  with  human  gore  ydeyd. 
She  fees  Kynge   Harolde  flandcj  fayrc  England| 
curfe  and  prydc.  1% 
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\\"ith  ale  and  vertiage  drunk  hisfouldiers  lay; 
Here  was  an  hynde,  anie  an  erlie  fpifddc  ; 
Sad  keepynge  of  their  leaders  natal  daie  '. 
This  even  in  drinke,  to-morrow  with  the  dead! 
Througheverie  troope  dilbrdcr  reer'd  her  liedde; 
■  Dancynge  and  heidelgnes  was  the  onlie  tlicmc; 
Sad  dome  was  thcires,  who  kite  this  ealie  liedde, 
And  wak'd  in  tormentes  from  fo  I'weet  a  dream. 
Duke  Williams  menne,  of  comeing  dethe  afraide. 
All  nyghte  to   the  great  Godde  for  fuccour  afkd 
and  praied.  ao 

Thus  Harolde  to  his  witcs  that  Roode  arounde  ; 
Goe,  Gyrthe  and  Eilward,  take  bills  halfe  a 

fcore, 
And  i'earch  how  farre  our  foeman's  campe  doth 

bound ; 
Yourfelf  have  rede ;  I  nede  to  faie  no  more. 
Aly  brother  bcfl  belov'd  of  anie  ore, 
My  Leofwinus,  goe  to  everich  wite. 
Tell  them  to  raunge  the  battel  to  the  grore, 
And  waiten  tyll  I  iende  the  heft  for  fyghte. 
He  faide  ;  the  loieaul  broders  lefte  the  place, 
Succefs  and  checrfulnefs  depifted  on  ech  face.     30 

Slowelie  brave  Gyrthe  and  Eilwarde  dyd  ad- 

vaunce. 
And  mark'd  wyth  care  the  armies  dyflant  fyde. 
When  the  dyre  clatterynge  of  the  Ihielde  and 

launce 
Made  them  to  be  by  Hugh  FItzhugh  efpyd. 
He  lyfted  up  his  voice,  and  lowdlie  cryd ; 
Like  wolfs  in  wintere  did  the  Normanne  yell ; 
Girthe  drew  hys  fwerde,  and  cutte  hys  burled 

hyde ; 
The  proto-flene  manne  of  the  ficlde  he  felle  ; 
Out  iftreemd  the  bloude,  and  ran  in  fmokynge 

curies, 
Reflefted  bie  the  moone  feemd  rubies  mixt  wyth 

pearles.  4° 

A  troope  of  Normanncs  from  the  mafs-fonge 

came, 
Roufd  from  their  praiers  by  the  flotting  crie ; 
•    Thoughe  Girthe  and  Ailvvardus  perceevd  the 
fame, 
Not  once  theie  ftoode  abafhd,  or  thoughte  to  flie. 
He  feizd  a  bill,  to  conquer  or  to  die ; 
Fierce  as  a  clevis  from  a  rocke  ytorne, 
That  makes  a  vallie  wherfoe're  it  lie  ; 
*  Fierce  as  a  ry  ver  burftynge  from  the  borne  ; 
,  So  fiercelie  Gyrthe  hittc  Fitz  du  Gore  a  blowe. 
And  on  the  verdaunt  playne  he  layde  the  cham- 
pyone  lowc.  5° 

Tancarville  thus ;  alle  peace  in  Williams  name ; 

Let  none  edrawe  his  arcublafter  bowe. 

Girthe   cas'd   his  weppone,  as   he  hearde  the 

fame, 
Andvengynge  Normanncs  {laid  the  flyingefloe. 
The  fire  wente  onne  ;  ye  menne,  what  mean  yc 

fo. 
Thus  unprovok'd  to  courte  a  bloudie  fyghte  ? 
Quod  Gyrthe;  oure  meanypge  we  ne  care  to 

fliowe,  j 
Nor  dread  thy  duke  wyth  all  his  men  of  myghte ; 


*  In  Trirgott's  tyme  Holletiiiell  hrajle  of  crthe  fo 
\Jiercey  that  it  threiu  a  fom-mcU  carrying  the  fame 
I  oiual:,    f,  Ly^'fgJte  ne  ihciving  thfSi  ^^fe  cut  a  linc^ 


Here  finglc,  onlie  thefe  to  all  thie  crewe 
Shall  fhevve  what  Englyfli  handcs  and  heartcs  can 
doc.  60 

Seek  not  for  bloude,  Tancarville  c-.ijme  reply*d» 
Nor  joie  in  dethe,  lyke  madmen  moft  diflraught» 
In  peace  and  mercy  is  a  Chryftiansjiryde  ; 
He  tiiat  dotlie  contcftes  pryze  is  in  a  faulte. 
And  now  the  news  was  to  Duke  William  brought, 
That  men  of  Haroldes  armie  taken  were  ; 
For   theyre   good   cheere  all   caties   were   cn- 

thoughte. 

And  Gyrthe  and  Eilwardus  enjoi'd  goode  cheat e. 

Quod  Willyam  ;  thus  fliall  Willyam  be  founde 

A  friend  to  evcrie  manne  that  treades  on  Englifh 

ground.  7° 

Erie  Leofwinus  throwghc  the  campe  ypafs'd. 
And  fa  we  bothe  men  and  erlies  on  the  grounde; 
They  flepte,  as  thoughe  they  woulde  have  fleptc 

tlieyr  lafl, 
And  hadd  alreadie  felte  theyr  fatale  wounde. 
He  flarted  backe,  and  was  wytli  fhame  aftownd ; 
Loked  wanne  wyth  anger,  and  he  fliooke  wyth 

rage ; 
When  throughe  the  hollow  tentes  thefe  wordcs 

dyd  found, 
Rowfe  from  your  fleepe,  detratours  of  the  age  ! 
Was  it  for  thysthe  ftoute  Norwegian  bledde  .' 
Awake,  ye  hufcarles,  now,  or  waken  wyth  the 

dead.  80 

As  when  the  fhepfter  in  the  fliadie  bewrc 
In  jintle  flunibers  chafe  the  heat  of  daie. 
Hears  doublyng  echoe  wind  the  wolfins  rore. 
That  neare  hys  flocke  is  watching  for  a  praie. 
He  tremblv-ngefor  his  fheep  drivesdrecme  awaie. 
Gripes  fafte  hys  burled  croke,  and  fore  addrade 
Wyth  fleeting  ftrides  he  haflens  to  the  fraie, 
And  rage  and  prowefs  fyres  the  coiflrell  lad  ; 
With  truftic  talbots  to  the  battel  flies. 
And  yell  of  men,  and  dogs,  and  wolfins,  tear  the 
Ikies.  90 

Such  was  the  dire  confufion  of  each  wite, 
That  rofe  from  flecp  and  walfome  power  of 

wine ; 
Theic  thoughte  the  foe  by  trechit  yn  the  nyghte 
Had  broke  theyr  camp  and  gotten  pafle  the 

line ; 
Now  here  now  there  the  buinyflit  fheeldes  and 

byll-fpear  fliine ; 
Throwote  the  campe  a  wild  confufionne  fpredde; 
Eche  bracd  hys  armlace  fiker  ne  dcfygne, 
The  crefted  helmet  nodded  on  the  hedde  ; 
Some  caught  a  flughorne,  and  an  onfett  wounde; 
Kynge  Harolde  hearde  the  charge,  and  wondred 

at  the  founde.  loo 

Thus  Leofwine ;  O  women  cas'd  in  fbele ! 
Was  itte  for  thys  Norwegians  ftubborn  fede 
Throughe  the  black  armoure  dyd  the  aniace 

fe'le. 
And  rybbes  of  folid  braffe  were  made  to  bleede  ? 
Whylil  yet  the  worlde  was  wondrynge  at  the 

dcede. 
You  fouldiers,  that  fiioulde  ftand  with  byll  in 

hand. 
Get  full  of  wine,  devoid  of  any  rede. 
Oh  Ihame !  oh  dyre  diflionoure  to  the  lands  \ 
I 


if* 
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He  faydf  ;  and  (hamf  on  cvcrie  vifapc  fpredde, 

lie  I'awc  the  erlics  face,  but  addawd  huug  their 

head.  no 

Thus  he ;   rowzc  yee,  and   forme  the  boddic 

tyghtc. 
The  Kent  jfh  mcnnc  in  frontc,  for  ftrcnght  re- 

iiownd. 
Next  the  Hryftowans  dare  the  bloudie  fyphte, 
And  lull   the   Bunierous  crewc  fliall  prclfc  the 

groiiiidc. 
I  and  my  king  be  wyth  the  Kentcrs  founde  ; 
By  till  if  and  Alfwt.ld  heddc  the  Bryftowc  bandej 
And    Bertrams    fonne,    the    man    of   glorious 

wounde. 
Lead  in  the  rear  the  mcnged  of  the  lande; 
And  let  the  Londoners  and  Suffers  plic 
Bic  Herewardts  meniuinc  and  the  lighte  flcyrts 

anic.  1 20 

He  faide  ;  and  as  a  packc  of  hounds  bclent, 
"When  that  the  trackyng  of  the  hare  is  gone, 
If  one  perchaunce  Ihall  hit  upon  the  fcent, 
A^'ith  twa  redubhUd  f huir  the  alaiis  run ; 
So  ftyrrd  the  valiante  baxons  cverych  one  ; 
Sonne   linked    man   to    man   the   champyoncs 

ftoode; 
To  'tone  for  their  bewratc  fo  foone  'twas  done. 
And  iyfted  bylls  cnfeem'dan  yron  vvoode; 
Here  glorious  Alfwold  towr'd  above  the  witcs. 
And  Iceni'd  to  brave  the  fair  of  twa  ten  thoufand 

fights.  J  30 

Thus  Leofwinc  ;  today  will  Englandcs  dome 
Be  fyxt  for  aie,  for  gode  or  evil!  ftate ; 
This  fonncs  aunture  be  felt  for  years  to  come  ; 
Then  braveUe  fyghte,  and  live  till  deathc  of 

date. 
Thinke  of  brave  j¥,lfridus,  yclept  the  grctc, 
From  porte  to  porte  the  red-hairdDane  he  chafd, 
The  Dane?,  with  whomme  not  lyoncels  could 

mate, 
"Who  made  of  peopled  reaidmcs  a  barren  waflc ; 
Think  how  at  once  by  you  Norwcgia  bled 
VVhilftedetheandvidoricformagyllriebcftcd.  140 

Meanwhile  did  Gyrthc  unto  Kynge  Haroldc 

ride, 
And  tolde  howe  he  dyd  with  Duke  'Uillyam 

fare. 
Brave  Harold''  lookd  afltauntc,  and  thus  rcplyd; 
And  can    thie  fay  be  bowght  wyth  drunken 

cheer  ? 
Gyrthe  waxen  hottc  ;   f huir  in   his  eync  did 

glare ; 
And  thus  he  faide ;  oh  brother,  friend,  and 

kynge. 
Have  I  defcrvcd  this  fremed  fpcchc  to  hearc  ? 
Bie    Goddes   hie    hallidomc    nc    thoughtc    the 

thynge. 
When  Toftus  fcnt  me  golde  and  fylver  flore, 
I  fcornd  hys  prefent  vile,  and  fcorn'd  hys  treafon 

more.  160 

Forgive  me,  Gyrthc,  the  brave  Kynge  Haroldc 

cryd; 
Who  can  1  trufl,  if  brothers  arc  not  true  ? 
1  think  of  Toftus,  once  my  joie  and  pryde. 
Girtlie  faide,  with  lookc  adignc  ;  my  lord,  I  doc. 
But  what   oure  focmco  arc,  ^uod  Girth,  I'll 

flicwc ; 

? 


By  Gods  hie  halUdome  they  preefles  »Tf. 
Do  not,  ijuod  Haroldc,  Girthc,  myftell  thcra  f«, 
I-or  thcic  arc  cvericJj  one  brave  men  at  warrc. 
Quod  Girthc  ;  why  will  ye  then  provoke  theyr 
hate  ? 
Quod  Haroldc ;  great  the  foe,   fo  is  the  glorie 
grctc.  170 

Anil  nowc  Duke  Willyam  marefchalled  his  band, 
And  ftretchd  his  armic  owrc  a  goodlie  rowe. 
Firft  did  a  rank  of  arcublaftriesftandc. 
Next  thofe  on  horfcbacke  drcwc  the  afcendyng 

flo. 
Brave  champyons,  cche  well  lerned  in  the  bowe, 
Theyr  afenglave  acioffe  theyr  horfet  ty'd, 
<Jr  with  the  loverds  fquier  behindc  dyd  goe, 
Or  waited  fquier  lyUc  at  the  horfes  fyde, 
V\'heii  thus  Duke  Willyam  to  a  mouke  dyd  faic. 
Prepare   thyfclfe  wyth  Ipedc,  to   Haroldc    hafte 
awaic.  180 

Telle  hym  from  me  one  of  thefe  three  to  take ; 
That  hee  to  mee  do  homage  for  thys  landc. 
Or  nice  hys  heyre,  when  he  deeeafyth,  make. 
Or  to  the  judgment  of  Chryft's  vicar  ftande. 
He  faide ;  the  monke  departed  out  of  hande. 
And  to  Kyng  Haroldc  dyd  this  mefTagc  bear  ; 
Who  faid;  telle  thou  the  duke,  at  his  likand 
If  hee  can  gctte  the  crown  hee  may  ittc  wear. 
He  faid,  and  drove  the  monke  out  of  his  fyghte. 
And  with   his  brothers   rouz'd   each   niannc  to 
bloudie  fyghte.  190 

A  ftandarde  made  of  fylke  and  Jewells  rare. 

Wherein    alle    coloures   wroughtc    aboutc    "^ 

bighes. 
An  armyd  knyghte  was  feen  deth-doynge  there, 
Under  this  mottc.  He  conquers  or  he  dies, 
'Ihis ftandard  ryeh,  cndazzlynge  mortal  eyes, 
Was  borne  ncr.r  Harolde  at  die  Kcntcrs  hcadc. 
Who  chargd  liys  broders  for  the  grete  empryzc 
That   ftraito    the    heft    for    battle    ftiould  be 

fpredde. 
To  cvry  eric  and  knyghte  die  worde  is  gy ven. 
And  cries  a  guerre  and  flughornes  ftiake  the  vault- 
ed heaven.  aoo 

As  when  the  erthe,  tome  by  convulfyons  dyrc. 
In  rcauimcs  of  darkncfs  hid  from  human  fyghte, 
The  warring  force  of  water,  air,  and  fyre, 
IJraft  fro.ni  the  regions  of  eternal  nyghic. 
Through  the  darkc  caverns  fccke  the  rcaulmc* 

of  lyght ; 
Some  loltic  mountaine,  by  its  fury  tome, 
Dreadfully  moves,  and  caufes  grete  affryght; 
Now  here,  now  there,  majcflic  nods  the  bourne. 
And  awfulle  fhakes,  raov'd  by  the  almighty 

force. 
Whole  woods  and  forefts  nod,  and  ryvers  change 

theyr  courfc.  410 

So  did  the  men  of  war  at  once  advaunce, 
l.inkd  man  to  man,  cnfcem'd  one  boddie  light; 
Above  a  wood,  yforpi'd  of  bill  and  launce, 
That  noddyd  in  the  ayre  moft  ftr^-unge  to  fyghu 
Harde  as  the  iron  were  the  men  of  mightc, 
Ne  nccdc  of  flughornes  to  cnrowfc  theyr  minde; 
Echc  ftiootynge  fperc  yreadcn  for  the  fyghte. 
More  feercc  than  fallyngc  rocks,  more  fwcftC 
^OQ  wynd ; 
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With  folemne  ftep,  by  ecchoe  made  more  dyre, 

One  lingle  boddie  all  theie  marchd,  theyr  eyen  on 

fyre.  210 

And  now  the  greie-eyd  morne  with  vi'lets  dreft, 
Shakynge  the  dewdrops  on  the  flourie  meedes, 
Fled  with  her  rofie  radiance  to  the  weft  : 
Forth  from  the  eafterne  gatte  the  fyerie  fteedes 
Of  the  bright  funne  awaytynge  fpirits  leedes  : 
The  funne,  in  fierie  pompe  enthron'd  on  hie, 
Swyfter  than  thoughte  alonge  hys  jernie  gledes, 
And  fcatters  nyghtes  remaynes  from  cute  the 

&ie  : 
He  fawe  the  armies  make  for  bloudie  fraie. 
And  ftopt  his  driving  fteedes,  and  hid  his  lyght- 
fome  raye.  230 

Kynge  Harolde  hie  in  ayre  majeftic  rayfd 
His  mightie  arme,  deckt  with  a  manchynrare; 
With  even  hande  a  mighty  javlyn  paizde, 
Then  furyoufe  fent  it  whyftjynge  through  the 

ayre. 
It  ftruck  the  helmet  of  the  Sieurde  Beer; 
In  vayne  did  brafle  or  yron  flop  its  waie  : 
Above  his  eyne  it  came,  the  bones  dyd  tare, 
Peerrynge  quite  through,  before  it  dyd  allaie  ; 
He  tumbled,  fcritchyng  wyth  hys  horrid  payne  ; 
His    hollow     cuifhes     rang     upon    the    bloudie 

pleyne.  240 

This  WilJyam  faw,  and  foundynge  Rowlandes 

fonge 
He  bent  his  yron  interwoven  bowe, 
Makynge  bothe  endes  to  meet   with  myghte 

full  ftronge. 
From  out  of  mortals  fyght  (hut  up  the  floe  : 
Then  fwyfte  as  fallynge  ftarres  to  earthe  belowe 
It  flaunted  down  on  Alfwoldespeynifled  fheelde; 
Quite  through  the  filver-bordurd  croffe  did  goe, 
Nor  lofte  its  force,  but  ftuck  into  the  feelde  ; 
The  Normannes,  like  theyr  fovrin,  dyd  prepare. 
And  fhotte  ten  thoufande  floes  upryfynge  in  the 

aire.  2^(0 

As  when  a  flyghte  of  cranes,  that  takes  their 

waie 
In  houfeholde  armies  through  the  flanched  (kie. 
Alike  the  caufe,  or  companie,  or  prey. 
If  that  perchaunce  feme  boggle  fennels  nie, 
Soone  as  the  muddy  natyon  theie  efpie, 
lune  one  blacke  cloude  theie  to  the  erth  de- 

fcende ; 

Feirce  as  the  fallynge  thunderbolte  they  flie  ; 

In  vayne  do  reedes  the  fpeckled  folk  defend  ;' 

So  prone  to  heavie  blowe  the  arrowes  felle. 

And  peered  through  brafle,  and  fente  manie  to 

heaven  or  helle.  260 

iElan  Adelfred,  of  the  ftowe  of  Leigh, 
Felte  a  dire  arrowe  burnynge  in  hys  brefte  • 
Before  he  dyd,  he  fente  hys  fpear  awaie, 
Thenne  funke  to  glorie  and  eternal  refte, 
Nevylle,  a  Norraanne  of  alle  Normannes  befte. 
Throw  the  joint  cuilVie  dyd  the  javlyn  feel, 
As  hee  on  horfebacke  for  the  fyghte  addrefs'd, 
And  fawe  hys  bloude  come  linokynije  oer  the 

fteele;  *" 

He  fente  the  avengeynge  floe  into  the  ayre, 

^nd  turnd  hys  horfes  hedde,  and  did  to  lee'che  re- 

Payre.  ^ 


And  now  the  javelyns,  barbd  with  death  his 

wynges, 
Hurld  from  the  Englyih  handes  by  force  aderne 
Whyzz    dreare   alonge,    and  fonges  of  terror 

fynges, 
Such  fonges  as  alwaies  clos'd  in  lyfe  eterne. 
Hurld  by  fuch  ftrength  along  the  ayre  theie 

hurne,  [bloude ; 

Not   to  be    quenched    butte    yn   Normannes 
Wherere  theie  came  they  were  of  lyfe  forlorn. 
And  alwaies  followed  by  a  purple  floude  ; 
Like  cloudes  the  Normanne  arrowes  did  defccnd. 
Like  cloudes  of  carnage  full  in  purple  drops  dyd 

end.  389 

Nor,  Leofwynus,  dydft  thou  fl;ill  eftande; 
.   Full  foon  thie  pheon  glytted  in  the  aire ; 
The  force  of  none  but  thyne  and  Harolds  hande 
Could  hurle  a  javyln  with  fuch  lethal  geer: 
Itte  whyzzed  a  ghaftlie  dynne  in  Normannes 

ear. 
Then  thundryng  dyd  upon  hys  greave  alyghte, 
Peirce  to  his  hearte,  and  dyd  hys  bowels  tear. 
He  clos'd  hys  eyne  in  everlaftynge  nyghte  • 
Ah  :  what  avalyd  the  lyons  on  hys  crefte  I 
His  hatchments  rare  with  him  upon  the  groynde 

was  preft.  ^oo 

Willyam  agayne  ymade  his  bowe-ends  meet. 
And  hie  in  ayre  the  arrowe  wynged  his  waie 
Defcendyng  like  a  fliafte  of  thunder  fleete, 
Lyke  thunder  rattling  at  the  noon  of  daie, 
Onne  Algars  flieelde  the  arrowe  dyd  afl'aie. 
There  throghe  dyd  peerfe,  and  ftycke  into  his 

groine ; 
In  grypynge  torments  on  the  feelde  he  laie. 
The  welcome  dethe  came  in  and  clos'd  his  eyne  • 
Diftort  with  peyne  he  laie  upon  the  borne, 
Lyke   fturdie  elms    by  ftormes  in  uncothe  wry- 

thynges  tome.  300 

Alrjck  his  brother,  when  hee  this  perceevd. 
He  drewe  his  fwerde,  his  lefte  hande  helde  a 

fpeere,  [fteede. 

Towards  the    duke    he  turnd    his   prauncynr 
And  to  the  Godde  of  Heaven  he  fent  a  prayre  • 
Then  fent  his  lethale  javyln  in  the  ayre. 
On  Hue  de  Beaumontes  backe  the  javelyn  came 
Through  his  redde  armour  to  hys  harte  it  tare. 
He  felle  and  thondred  on  the  place  of  fame; 
Next  with  his  fwerde  he  'faylJ  the  Seiurde  Roe 
And  brafte  his  fylver  belme,  foe  furyous  %vas  the 

blowe.  310 

But  Willyam,  who  had  feen  hys  prowefle  great. 
And  feered  muche  how  farrc  his  bronde  might 

goe, 
Tooke  a  ftrong  arblafter,  and  bigge  with  fate 
From  twangynge  iron  fente  the  fleetynge  floe, 
As  Alric  hoifteshys  arme  for  dedlie  blowe. 
Which,  han  it  came,  had  been  Du  Roees  laft^e. 
The   fwyfte-wyngd  melFenger  from  Willyam's 

bowe 
Quite  throwe  his  arme  into  his  fyde  ypafte  ; 
His  eyne  fliotte  fyre,   lyke   blazyng  ftarr'e  at 

nyghte. 
He  grypd  hys  fwerde,  and  felle  upon  the  place  of 

fyghte.  320 
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O  AUftolde,  fale,  how  fliaiic  I  fyngc  ot  thee 
Or  telle  houc  manic  <1)(I  bcnt-thc  tlicc  falie  ; 
Not   Huroldei  fclf    more  Normaniie  koyghtes 

did  lice. 
Not  Haroliles  fclf  did  for  more  praifes  call ; 
How  iLall  a  pcnnc  like  myne  tlun  ihcw  it  all  ? 
Lyke    thee    their   leader,    ci-hc    Briftowyaiuic 

fovightc  ; 
Lyke  thee,  their  blaze  miifl  be  canonical. 
For   thcie,    like    thee,     that    daic     bcwreckc 

yroughtc: 
Did  tiiirtie  Normannes  fall  upon  the  groumlc, 
Tull  hxif  a  Icort  Irum  ihcc  and  theie  receive  their 

l':itale  wounde.  3^0 

Firft  Fytz  Chivelloys  felt  thie  direful  force  ; 
Nctc  did  hys  helde  out  bra/cu  Ihcelde  availe  ; 
Eftlbones  tbrowe  that  thie  drivyngc  fpcare  did 

peercc, 
Nor  was  ytte  flopped  by  his  coate  of  mayle  ; 
Into  his  breafte  it  quicklie  did  alTayle  ; 
Out  ran  the  blouile,  like  hygra  of  the  tyde  ; 
With  purple  Itayned  all  hys  adventayle; 
In  fcailt;t  was  his  cuiflie  of  fylverdyde  : 
Upon  the  bloudie  carnage  houle  he  laie, 
Wbylft  hys  longe  Iheeidc  dyd  glcczn  with  the  fun's 

ry  ling  ray.  340 

Next  Fefcampe  felle  ;  O  Chriefte,  howe  harde 

his  fate 
To  die  the  Icckedft  knjghte  of  all  the  thronge  1 
His  fpritc  was  made  ol  malice  dtllavate, 
tic  lli'julden  lind  a  place  in  anie  fongc. 
The  broch'd  keene  javlyn  hurld  from  honde  fo 

ftronge 
As  thine  came  thundrynge  onhiscryfted  bcave; 
Ah  I  neete  avayld  the  brafi  or  iron  thonge, 
With    niigiiiie   force   his  fkuUe   in   twoe  dyd 

cleave  ; 
Fallyi;^<  ne  liiooken  out  his  fmokyng  braine. 
As  witi.crd  oakes  or  clmi  are  ht:wi.e  from  oil'  the 

playne.  350 

Nor,  Norcie,  could  thie  myghte  and  fkilfuUe 

lore 
Prefer  ^  c  thee  from  the  doom  of  Alfwold's  fpeere, 
Coul.lile  thou  not  kei.nc,  molle  ikyll'd  Altrtla- 

goiire, 
Howe  in  the  battle  it  would  wythe  thee  fare  ? 
When  Aliwolits  javelyn  r^itlynge  in  the  ayie, 
Iroin  hand  dyvir.e  on  thie  habergeon  came, 
Oute  at  thy  backe  it   dyd  thie  hartcs  bloude 

bear. 
It  gave  thee  death  and  cveriaftynge  fame: 
Thy   (le.iihe   could   onlic  come  from  Alfwolde 

arme,  359 

Asdiamondcsonlie  can  its  fellow  diamonds  harnie. 

Next  Sire  du  Mouline  fell  upon  the  grounde, 
Quite    thruughe    his   tlirote    the  lethal  javlyn 

prcile. 
His  fouie  and  bloude  tame  roulliyngc  from  the 

wounde; 
He  clusd  his  cycn,  and  opd  them  with  the  bieft. 
It  can  ne  be  I  ihoulJ  bchight  ihe  rclt. 
That  I))  the  myghtie  arme  of  Alfv.olde  felle, 
Palvc  bic  a  pn.nc   ii'  'e  <.oiu.lc  or  cxprc.ie, 
How  manic  Aliwcidc  lent  to  hcRYen  cr  hclh  ; 


As  leaves  from  trees  Oiooke  by  derne  autumns 

hand, 
So  laic  the  N'ormannes  (Iain  by  Alfwolde  on  the 

Itrand.  ^T* 

As  when  a  drove  of  wolves  with  dreary  yclU 
All'ayle  fuine  ilocke.  ne  care  if  iliepftrr  ken't, 
bclprcngc   dcllruclione   ocr   the    woodes    and 

delles; 
The  (lijprtcr  fwaynes  in  vayne  theyr  Iceslament ; 
So  foughtc  the    bryllowc  mennc;  ne  one  crc- 

vcnt, 
Ne  on  abafli'd  cmhoughten  for  to  flee  ; 
With  fallen  Normans  all  ihe  playne  bciprenr, 
And  like  theyr  leaders  every  man  did  floe ; 
In  vayne  on  every  liile  the  arrows  tle<l  ; 
The  Br^ilowe  inenne  Itylliag'd,  for  Alfwold  waj 

not  dead.  3S0 

Manic  meanwhile  by  HarolJes  arm  did  falle, 
And  Leofwyiie  and  Gyrthc  encreai'd  the  llaync  ; 
'  I'would  take  a  Neftor's  age  to  fynge  them  all. 
Or  telle   hjw  manic   Normannes    prelVe    the 

phiync  ; 
But  of  the  cries,  whom  recorde  note  hath  flayn?, 
O  trutlie  !  for  good  of  after-tymes  relate, 

Thit  c:io.v:   tii'-'yVi  deade,  theyr  names    may 
lyve  agayne. 
And  be  in  dcathe,  as  they  in  life  were,  greatc  ; 
So  after-agis  uiaie  tiieyr  actions  fee, 

And  like  to  them  atcrnal  alwaie  llryve  to  be  353 

Adhelm,  aknyghte,  whofe  holie  deathlefs  fire 
For  ever  bended  on  St.  Cuihbert's  Ihryne, 
Whofe  breaft  for  ever  burnd  with  facred  frre. 
And  ten  on  crthe  he  myghte  be  calld  dyvine  ; 
To   Cuihbert's  church   he  dyd    his   goodes  re- 

fygne. 
And  lette  hys  fon  his  God's  and  tjrt one's  knyghte ; 
His  fon  the  faincte  behelde  withlooke  adigne. 
Made  him  in  gemot  wyfe,  and  greate  in  fyghte; 
Seindle    Cuthbette  dyd   him    ayde    in  all   hyi 

deeds. 
His   friends  he  lets  to   live,  and  all  his  focmen 

blcedes.  48* 

He  married  was  to  Kenewalchae  faire, 
Tlie  fyneil  dame  the  fun  or  moonc  adave ; 
She  was  the  myghtie  Aderedus  heyre, 
Who  was  alreadie  haitynge  to  the  grave ; 
As  the  blue  Bruton,  ryfmg  from  the  wave. 
Like  fca-gods  leene  in  molt  majeflic  guife,^ 
And  rounde  aboute  the  rifynge  waters  lave. 
And  their  longe  hayre  arouiutc  their  bodie  flic, 
Such  maje'.tie  was  in  her  porto  difplaid,       4:9 
To  be  excelld  bie  none  but  Homer's  martial  maid. 

White  a?  the  chaulkic  clyffesof  Britainncs  ifle 
Red  as  the  highelt  colour'd  Gallic  wine, 
Caic  as  all  nature  at  the  niurnyngc  fmile, 
Thofc  hues  with  pleafaunce  on  her  lippes  com- 
bine, [ikync. 
Her  lipped  more  rcdde  than  fummer  cvenynpc 
Or  Phoebus  ryfmge  in  a  froilie  morne. 
Her  brclJf  more  white  than  fnow  in  fecldes  thai 

lyenc, 
Or  lillie  lamiics  that  revcr  have  been  fliorne, 
Sweliynge  lik<-  babbles  in  a  b  Hynge  welle, 
Or  ntw-lr.'.fte  b.oo.Ucttts  genti/  wh\'per:nse  in 
Ibf  dcUe.  4»o 
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Browne  as  the  fylberte    droppyiig   fiom   the 

llielle, 
Browne  as  the  nappy  ale  at  Hocktyde  game, 
So  brovvne  the  crokydc  rynges,  that  fcaflie  fell 
Over  the  neck  of  the  all-beauteous  dame. 
Greie  as  the  morne  before  the  ruddic  fljme 
Of  Phebus  charyotte  rollynge  thro  the  Ikie, 
Greie  as  the  fteel-horu'd  goats  Conyan  made 

tame, 
So  greie  appcard  her  fcatly  fparhlyng  eye  ; 
Thofe  eyiie,  that  did  oft  mickle  pkafed  look 
)n  Adhelm  valyant  man,  the  virtues  doomfday 
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Majellic  as  the  grove  of  okes  that  ftoode 
Before  the  abbie  buylt  by  Ofwald  kynge  ; 
Majellic  as  Hybcniies  holic  vvoode. 
Where  faindes  and  foules  departed  mafl'tr,  fynge; 
Such  awe  from  her  fweete  looke  for  iifuyrige 
At  once  for  reveraunce  and  love  did  calk  ; 
Sweet  as  the  voice  of  thraflarkes  in  the  fpring, 
So  fweet  the  wordes  that  from  her  lippes  did 

falle  ; 
None  fell  in  vayne  ;  all  Ihowed  fome  entent ; 
,er    wordifs    did    difplaie    her    great    entende- 
I         nie"t-  440 

Tapre  as  candles  l.iyde  at  Cuthberts  fhryne, 
Tapre  as  elmes  that  Goodrickes  abbie  flirovc, 
Tapre  as  filver  chalices  for  wine. 
So  tapre  was  her  armesand  Ihape  ygrove. 
As  ikyllful  mynemenne  by  the  Honc-s  above 
Can^ken  what  metalle  is  ylach'd  belowc. 
So  Kennewalcha's  face,  ymade  for  love. 
The  lovelie  ymage  of  her  foiile  did  Ihowe ; 
Thus  was  fhc  outward  form'd ;  the  fun  her  mind 
d  guilde  her  mortal  fliape  and  all  her  charms 
refin'd.  ^^g 

What  blazours  then,  whatglorie  fliall  he  chyme 
What  doughtie  Homerc  fliall  hys  praifts  fyiiTe, 
That  left  tlie  bofomc  of  fo  fayre  a  dame  °  ' 
[[ncall'd,  unafkt,  to  ferve  his  lorde  the  kynge  ? 
To  Iiis  fayre   Ihrine   goode   fubjccls  ought  to 

bringe 
The  arms,  the  helmets,  all  the  fpoyles  of  warre, 
ilhrowe    everie    reaulm   the    poets   blaze    the 
I     /'^>'"?;^.'  [farre. 

(■ind  travellmg  merchants  fpredde  hys  name  to 
|rhe  llout  Norwegians  had  his  anlace  fcltc, 
id  novve  amonge  his  foes  dethe-doynge  blowcs 

he  delte.  ^(,0 

\i  when  a  wolfyn  gettynge  in  the  meedes 
:^e  rageth  fore,  and  doth  about  hym  flee, 
S'owe  here  a  talbot,  there  a  lambkin  bleeds, 
^nd  all  the  graffe  with  clotted  gore  doth  flree  ; 
^s  when  a  rivlette  roUes  impetuoiiflie, 
^nd  breaks  the  bankes  that  would  its  force  re- 

ftrayne, 
Uongc  the  playne  in  fomynge  rynges  doth  flee, 
iaynfte  walls  and  hedges  doth  its  courfe  main- 

tayne ; 
^s  when  a  manne  doth  in  a  corn-ficlde  mowe 
th  cale  at  one  felle   ftroLe  full  manie  is  laidc 

lowe. 

47  y 

^■J^^^t'  "^^''^^  ^"'^^^  ^°''"'  ^"^  with  fuch  eafe, 
M  A(Jhelm  ilaughtre  on  the  bloudie  playne ; 


Before  hym  manie  dyd  theyr  hearts  blonde  Icafe, 
Ofttymes  he  foughte  on  towres  of  fmokynge 

llayHe. 
Angillian  fclte  his  force,  nor  fclte  in  vayne  ; 
He  cutte  hym  with  his  fwerde  athur  the  brcalle  ; 
Out  ran  the  bloude.and  did  hys  armoure  ftayne. 
He  clos'd  his  eyen  in  xternal  refte ; 
Tyke  a  tali  okc  by  tempelle  borne  awaie, 
Stretch 'd  in  the  amies  of  dethe  upon  the  plaine  he 
laie.  480 

Next  thro  the  ayre  he  fent  his  javlyn  feerce. 
That  on  De  Clearmoundes  buckler  did  alyghte, 
Throwe   the   valle  orbe  the  (harpe  pheone  did 

pecrce. 
Rang  on  his  coateof  mayle  andfpente  its  mighte. 
But  loon  anothv?r  wingd  its  aiery  flyghte, 
'I'he  keen  broad  pheon  to  his  lungs  did  goe  ; 
He  lelle,  and  groand  upon  the  place  of  fighte, 
Whilfl  lyfe  and  bloudc  came  ilfuynge  from  the 

blowe. 
Like  a  tall  pyne  upon  his  native  playne. 
So  fell  the  mightic  lire  and   mingled  with  the 

flaine.  ^rj© 

Hue  de  Longevillc,  a  force  doughtre  mere, 
Advauncyd  forwarde  te  provoke  the  darte. 
When  foone  he  founde  that  Adhelraes  poynted 

fpeere 
Had  founde  an  eafie  paflagc  to  his  hearte. 
He  drewe  his  bowe,  nor  was  of  dethe  aftarte, 
Then  fell  down  brethlefle  to  encreafe  the  corfc  ; 
But  as  he  drevve  hys  bowe  devoid  of  arte, 
So  it  came  down  upon  Troyvillains  horfe ; 
Deep  thro  hys  hatchments  wente  the  pointed 

floo;  ^ 

Now  here,  now  there,  with  rage  bleedyng  he 

rounde  doth  goe.  500 

Nor  does  he  hede  his  maftres  known  commands, 
Tyll,  growen  furioufe  by  his  bloudie  wounde, 
T.iedt  upon  his  hynder  feete  he  ftaundes. 
And  throwes  hys  maftre  farofFto  thegrounde. 
Near   Adhelms    feete   the    Normanne   laie   aC« 

tounde, 
Eefprengd  his  arrowes,  loofend  was  his  (heelde, 
'fliro  his  redde  armoure,  as  he  laie  enfoond. 
He  peered  his  fwerde,  and  out  upon  the  feelde 
The  Normannes  bowels  fteemed,  a  dedlie  fyghte  I 
He    opd    and    closd    hys   eyen   in   everlallynge 

nyghtc.  510 

Caverd,  a  Scot,  who  for  the  Normannes  foughte,     • 
A  man   well  Ikilld  in  fwerde  and  Ibundynge 

flrynge. 
Who  fled  liis  country  for  a  crime  enflrote. 
For   darynge   with    bolde   worde    hys    loiaulc 

kynge,  [flyngc 

He   at   Erie   Aldhelme  with   grete   force    did 
An  heavie  javlyn,  made  for  bloudie  wounde, 
Alonge  his  Ihcelde  alkaunt  the  fame  did  ringe, 
Peered    thro    the    corner,    then   ftuck   in    thft 

grounde ; 
So  wlien  the  thonder  rauttles  in  the  ikie. 
Thro  fome  tall  fpyre  the  fhaftes  in  a  torn  clevis 
flic.  g20 

T  hen  Addhelm  hurld  a  croched  javlyn  flronge. 
With  mighte  that  none  but  fugh  grcte  cham- 
pionts  knov,- ; 
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Swlff-r  tlian  tlioughlc  the  javlyn  part  alongc 
And  iiytte  ilic  Scot  molt  fcnlif  on  the    jjiowe; 
His  helmet  braftcd  at  thcthomUing  blowe, 
Into  his  UraiK  the  trcmblyn  jrtvlyii  ftcck  ; 
From  cythcr  fydc  the  hloude  bcgiin  to  flow. 
And  run  in  cin  ling  ringltts  roundc  hi^  neck  ; 
Down  tell  the  warnour  oi>  the  lethal  ibandc, 
Lykc   lome  tall  velVcl  wrctki  upon  the  iragick 
I'ande.  fi^ 

CONTINUED. 

Where  fiuytlcfs  hcathes  and  meadowcs  claddc 
in  grcie,  [Wc  hcadc, 

Save  vvhtre  dime  hawthornes  rearc  iheyr  hum- 
The  hiinii,ric  traveller  upon  his  waie 
See<  a  huge  defarte  allc  aroundc  hym  fpredde, 
The  dilVauntecitie  ftantlie  to  be  fpedde. 
The  curlynge  force  of  Imoke  he  Ices  in  vayne, 
Tis  too  fariiiltaunte,  and  hys  onlie  bedde 
Iwimpled  in  hys  cloke  ys  on  the  playne, 
Whyl'le  ratilynge  thonder  torrey  oer  his  hedde, 
And  raines  come  down  to  wetie  hys  hardc  un- 
couthlie  bedde.  54° 

A  wondrou";  pyle  of  rugged  roountaynes  ftandes 
Placd  on  eche  other  in  a  dreare  arraie, 
It  ne  could  be  the  worke  of  human  handes, 
It  ne  was  reared  up  bie  menne  of  claie. 
Here  did  the  Brutons  adoration  paye 
To  the  falfe  god  whom  they  did  Tauran  name, 
Dightynge  hys  altarre  with  greetefyres  in  Male, 
Roaftynge    iheyr    vyclimes    round  aboute  the 

flame, 
»Twas  here  that  Hengyft  did  the  Brytons  flee. 
As  they  were  mette  in  council  for  to  bee.         550 

Neere  on  a  loftie  hylle  a  citic  ftandes, 
That  liftes  yts  fcheafied  hcade  ynto  the  flties, 
And  kinglie  lookes  an-unde  on  lower  landes, 
And  the   longe  browne  playne  that  betore   itte 
lies. 
Herewarde,  borne  of  parcntes  brave  and  wyfe, 
•  Within  this  vylle  fyrile  adrewe  the  ayre. 
A  blclTynge  to  the  erthe  fcnte  from  the  fl^ics, 
In  anie'kyngdom  nee  coulde  fynde  his  pheer; 
Now  ribbd  in  fteele  he  rages  yn  the  fighte. 
And   fwceps  whole    armies   to    the   reaulmes   of 
nyghte.  S^o 

See  when  derne   Autumne   with  hys  fallowe 

hande 
Tares  the  green  mantle  from  the  lymcd  trees 
The  leaves  befprenged  on  the  yellow  ftrande 
riie  in  wh;de  -..rmies  from  the  blataunte  breeze ; 
Allethe  whole  ficlde  a  carnage-houfe  he  fees, 
And  fowles  unkneiled  hover'd  oer   the  bloude  ; 
From  place  to  place  on  either  hand  he   flees, 
And  fwecps   alle  neere   hym   lyke    a   bronded 

floude  ; 
Dethe  hongc  upon  his  arme  ;  he  fleed  fo  maynt, 
»Tis  parte  the  pointel  of  a  man  to  paynte.         51^ 
Bryghte    fonne    in  haftc    ban   drove  hys   fierie 

wayne 
A  three  howres  courfe  alongc  the  whited  fl.yen, 
Vcwynge  the  Iwarthlels  bodies  on  the  i>layiie, 
And  longed  greetlieto  jdonce  in  the  bryne. 
For  as  hvs  bcemcs  and  far-rtretchynj;e  cyne 
Did  view  the  poolo  of  gore  yn  purple  flicenc, 


The  wjlfomme  vapours  roundc  hys  lockcs  iji 

twyne, 
And  dyd  dsfygure  all  hys  fcramlikecn  ; 
Then  to  hardc  acl)on  he  hys  wayne  dyd  rowfe, 
In  hyrtyngeocc;in  to  wake  glair  hys  browes.    580 
Duke  Wyllyam  gave  coinmaunde,  eche  Norman 

knyghte, 
That  beer  war-token  in  a  flueldc  fo  fyne, 
Shoulde  onward  goe,  and  dare  to  cloier  fyghte 
The  Saxonne  warryor,  that  dyd  fo  ciitwync, 
I.yke  the  neftie  bryon  and  the  eglantine, 
Orre  Corn)  Hi  wraftleri  at  a  Hotktyde  game. 
The  Normaniics,  all  emarchialld  in  a  lyne, 
To  the  ourt  arraie  of  the  thight  Suxonnes  came  ; 
There  'twas  the  whaped  Norraanne'.  on  a  parre 
Dyd    know    that    Saxonncs    were    the  foimes  of 
warrc.  590 

Oh    Turgottc,    wherefoeer   thic   fpryte  doihe 

haunte, 
Wliithcr  wyth  thie  lovd  Adhelme  by  thie  fyde, 
Where  thou   roayfte  hearc  the  fwotic  nyf,V4tc- 
larke  chaunte,  [   ''"^i 

Orre  wyth  fome  mokynge  brooklette  fwctclie 
Or  rowle  in  ferfelie  wythe  fcrfe  Sevemes  tyde, 
Whereer  thou  art,  come  and  my  mynde  enlcmc 
Wylh  fuch  grecle  thoughtcs  as  dyd  with  the« 
abyde,  [becrae, 

Thou    fonne,  of  whom  I    ofte  have  cau-ht  S 
Send  mee  agayne  a  drybblette  of  thie  lyi;i.te, 
That  I  the  deeds  of  Englyflimennc  male  wry  u.  600 
Harold,  who  faw  the  Normanncs  to  advauncc, 
Seizd  a  huge  by  11,  and  layd  hym  down  hys  fpere; 
Soedyd  ech  wite  laie  downe  the  broched  l.iunce, 
And  groves  of  byllcs  did  glitter  in  the  ayre. 
Wyih    fliowtes    the    Normannes    did    to  battel 
flee re  ; 
Campynon  famous  for  his  ftature  highe, 
Fyrcy  wythc  brafle,  benethc  a  fliyrtc  of  lere. 
In  cloudie  dale  he  reechd  into  the  fl^ic  ; 
Neere  to  Kyng  Harold  dyd  he  come  alonge, 
And    drewe    hys    Iteele    Morglaitn    fworde    fo 
ftronge.  <5" 

Thryce  rounde  hys  hcade  bee  fwung  hys  anlace 

wyde, 
On  whyche  the  funne  his  vifagc  did  agleeme. 
Then  ftraynynae,  as  hys  membres  would  dy- 
vyde.     ^  [btemt; 

Hee    ftroke  on    Haroldcs   flieelde    yn    manort 
Alonge  the  ficlde  it  made  an  horrid  dcembe, 
Coupeyngc   K-yng   Harolds  payndled  fliccld  ia 

twayne, 
Then  yn  the  bloude  the  fierie  fwerde  dyd  fleene, 
And  then  dyd  drive  ynto  the  bloudie  playne; 
So  when  in  ayre  the  vapours  doe  abounde. 
Some    thunderbolte    tares    and  dryves  ynto  tbt 
grounde.  " 

Harolde  uprcer'd  hys  bylle.  and  furious  fcnte 
A  llroke,  lyke  thondrc,  at  the  ^■ormannt^  fy« 
Upon  the  playne  the  broken  brallc  belprcnte 
Dyd  ne  hys  bodie  from  dcthe-doeynge  h>de; 
Ho  tournyd  backc,  zni  dyd  not  there  abj^ej . 
With   rtraucht  outc  flieclde  hee  ayenwardedf 

Thrcwe  dow  ne  the  Normanne?,  did  their  raoM 
To  lave  himfclic  Idle  them  udIo  the  loe ; 
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So  olyphauntes,  in  kingdoaune  of  the  funnc, 
When  once  provok'd  doth  tlxrowe  theyr  ovvne 
troopes  runne.  630 

Harolde,  who  ken'd  hee  was  his  armies  ftaie, 
Nedeynge  the  rede  of  generaul  fo  wyfe, 
£yd  Allwouide  to  Campynon  hafte  awaie, 
As  thro  the  artnic  aycnwarde  he  hies, 
Swyfte  as  a  feether'd  takel  Alfwoulde  flies. 
The  fteele  byile  blufliynge  oer  wyth  lukewarm 

blonde ; 
Ten  Kenters,  ten  Briftowans  for  tli'  emprize 
Halted  wyth  Alfwoulde  where  Campynon  flood. 
Who  ayenwarde  went,  whylfle  everie  Normanne 

knyghte  639 

)yd  blulh  to  fee  their  champyon  put  to  flyghte. 

As  painflyd  Bruton,  when  a  woli'yn  wylde. 
When  yt  is  caleand  bluftrynge  wyndesdoblowe. 
Enters  hys  bordelle,uketh  hys  yonge  chylde. 
And  wyth  his  bloude  beftreynts  the  lillie  fnowe. 
He  thoroughe  mountayne  hie  and  dale  doth  goe, 
Throwe  the  quyck  torrent  o£  the  holien  ave, 
Throwe  Severne  rollynge  oer  the  fandsbelowe 
■He  ftyms  alofe,  and  blents  the  beatynge  wave, 
Ne  flynts,  ne  lagges  the  chace,  tylle  for  hys 
eyne  .   649 

n  peecies  hee  the  motkering  theef  doth  chyne. 

So  Alfwoude  he  dyd  to  Campynon  ha&e ; 
Hys  bloudie   byUe  awhap'd  the   Normannes 

eyne; 
Hee  fled,  as  wolfes  when  bie  thetalbotschac'd. 
To  bloudie  byker  he  dyd  ne  enclynt;. 
Duke  Wyilyam  ftroke  hym  on  hys  brigandyne. 
And  fayd  ;  Campynon,  is  it  thee  I  fee  ? 
Thee  ?  who  dydft  actes  of  glorie  fo  bewryen, 
Now  pooriie  come  to  hyde  tliiefelfe  bie  niee  ? 
Awaie !  thou  dogge,  and  adc  a  warriors  parte, 
)r  with  mie  fwcrde  I'll  perce  thee  to  the  harte. 660 

Betweene  Erie  Alfwoulde  and  Duke  Wyllyam's 

bronde 
Campynon  thoughte  that  nete  but  deathe  coulde 

bee, 
Seszed  a  huge  fwerde  Morglaien  yu  his  honde, 
Mottrynge  a  praier  to  the  Vyrgyne  : 
So  hunted  dtere  the  dry  vynge  houndes  will  flee. 
When  theie  dyfcovcr  they  cinnot  efcape ; 
Anu  fecrfui  lambk^TiSj  when  theie  hunted  bee, 
Theyre  ynfante  hunters  doe  theie  oite  awhape ; 
Thus  ftJode  Campraon,  greete  but  hertleffe 

knyghte, 
Vhen  feete  of  detbe  made   hym  for  deathe  to 
;         fyghte.  670 

Alfwoulde  began  to  dyghte  hymfelfe  for  fyghte, 
MeiJiewhyk  hys  nieime  on  everie  fyde  dyd  flee. 
Whan   on  Kys  lyfted  Gieelde  withe  alle  hys 

Eiyghte 
Cf.T\ipynon's  fwerde  in  hurh'e-brande  dyd  dree  ; 
Bewcj^en  Alfwou'de  felkn  on  his  knee; 
Hvs  '?r\  f  C'V^e  menne  ctine  iu  hyn  for  ^.o  fave  ; 
EfUootts  npgottCR  friMTi  the  gsoitnde  Wis  hee^ 
And  U;  i  agayoe  the  tour'ng  Merman  brave; 
H«e  grifpd  Kysbylle  in  fyke  a  drear  snare, 
lee  teem  d  a  lyoc  catchyUgc  at  hys  pre-:?.       680 

Vpc"i  the  Normannes  brr.zen  advoatayle 
1  ic  tiuiodriugc  bUJL  oltnyehuc  Aifwu-ild/^s-sic  i 
Voi.XL 


It  made  a  dcntful  brufe,  and  then  dyd  faylc ; 
Fromme  rattlynge  weepons  fhotte  a  fpairklyngc 

flame ; 
Eftfoons  agayne  the  thondryngc  bill  ycame, 
Peers'd  thro  hys  adventayle  and  flsyits  of  la.;e; 
A  tyde  of  purple  gore  came  wyth  the  fame. 
As  out  hys  bowells  on  the  feelde  it  tare; 
Campynon  felle,  as  when  fome  citie-walle 
Inne  dolefulle  terrours  en  its  mynouri  falle.      69* 

He  feUc,  and  dyd  the  Norman  rankes  dyvide; 
So  when  an  oke,  that  fhotte  ynto  the  Ikie, 
Feeles  the  broad  axes  peerfynge  his  broads:  fyde, 
Slowlie  hee  falls  and  on  the  grounde  dothe  lie, 
Preflynge  all  downe  that  is  wyth  hym  ansghe. 
And  floppynge  weane  "travellers  on  the  waic; 
So  Itraught  upon  the  playne  tlie  Norman  hia 
***** 

Bled, gron'd, and  dyed:  the  Normanne  knyghtcs 

altound 
To  fee  ih^  bawlin  champyon  preftc  upon   the 

ground,  7C0 

As  when  the  hygra  of  the  Severne  roars. 
And  thunders  ugfom  on  the  fandes  below. 
The  cleembc  reboundcs  to  Wedeccfters  fliorc. 
And  fweeps  the  black  Ciude  tounde  its  horie 

prowe ; 
'     So  brcmie  Alfwoulde  tliro  the  warre  dyd  goe  ; 
Hys  Kenters  and  Bryllowansflew  ech  lyde, 
Betreinted  all  alonge  with  bloudlefs  foe. 
And  fecmd  to  fwymm  alonge  with  bloudie  tyde; 
Tromme  place  to  place  be&ieard  with  bloul 

they  went. 
And  rounde   aboutc  them  fwarthkfs  corfe  hc- 

fprente.  7^° 

A  famous  Noimanne  who  yclepd  Anbene, 
Of  flcyil  in  bow,  in  tjlte,  and    handcfworde 
fyghte,  • 

That  diic  yo  feelde  han  raame  Sasons  fleenc, 
Forre  hee  in  fothen  was  a  manne  of  myghte  i 
Fy  rfle  dj  d  his  fwerde  on  Adelgai-  alj  ghte. 
As  hee  on  horfeback  \Yas,  and  peeisd  hj&gryue. 
Then  upvrarde  wente  -.  in  cveilallyngc  cyghte 
Hee  closd  hys  roilyng  and  dymiyghtcd  eyne. 
Nest  Eadlyn,  Tatwyn,  and  fam'd  Adelred,        . 
Bie  Tariuub  caufes  funken  to  the  dead.  720 

But  now  to  Alfwoulde  he  oppofynge  went. 
To  whom  compared  hee  was  a  man  of  ftre. 
And  wychhothe  Loudei  a  mjghtie  blowe  he 

fcute 
At  AJfwooIdes  headj  as  bard  as  hee  could  dree  ; 
But  on  h>s  pajnifted  fheelde  fo  biibaarlie 
Ailaunte  fiis  fwerde  did  go  jnto  the  groujodc  ; 
Then  Alfwouid  him  attatk'dmoft  furyouflic, 
Athrowe  hys  gaberdycc  hee  dyd  hiru  woundc. 
Thee  foonu  agayne  hjs  fwerde  hee  dydapryne 
And  dove  his  crefie  and  fplit  Ify su  to  the  eyne.  7  jp 

•  *  *  •  * 

ONN  OURE  UNDIES  CHYRCHE. 

A?  orm  a  hylk  on  evefittynge, 
At  cure  Ladie'i  C'hjrcht  moucbe  vrondcryDgCj^ 
'Ihe  counynge  handle vorke  fo  ivne, 
Haa  w<.l^  aighe  daiekd  mint  eyne; 
(^Qu  i  i  lorac  toun  .lOg'-  falrie  bande 
\  rtcr'd  tins  thaptlie  m  U'is  landc  \ 
A  » 
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Full  well  I  wotc  fo  fine  a  fy^htc 

Waanc  y-ccr'd  of  mortall  wi^;htc. 

Qnod  'Irouthc  ;  thou  lackcfl  kriowlachynge  ; 

Thou  forfi  th  nc  wottcth  of  the  th^n^c. 

A  TTv'rcnd  fadrc,  William  Canyngc  night, 

Yrccred  uppe  this  chapdlc  brighic  ; 

And  cl-.c  another  in  the  touuc, 

Wlicrc  gbfijc  buLblyige  I'rymmc  doth  roun. 

Quod  I;  nc  Joubtc  for  all  he's  given 

iTT*  fowlc  will  ccrtfs  p')c  to  hcavtii. 

Yea,  quod  Irouthc  ;  than  jjoo  tlvou  home. 

And  fcg  thou  doc  as  hce  hath  doiiuc. 

Qi^iod  1 ;  I  doubtc,  iJiat  can  im  bcc  ; 

1  have  nc  gotten  markcs  three.  [foe  ; 

Quod  Irouthc  ;  ,.s  tJuiu  haft  pot,  givealnics-(lcdi.$ 

Caiiyiigcs  and  Gauuts  culdc  doc  nc  moc. 

T.  R. 

ON  THE  SAME. 

St  \r,  curyous  traveller,  ami  pafs  not  bye, 
l.'ntil  this  fctivc  pile  afloundc  thine  eye. 
AVliolc  rocks  on  rocks  \s  ith  yron  joynd  furvcic, 
And  okcs  with  okes  cntrcmcd  dilponcd  he. 
Thi>mighiic  pile, that  tecpcsthc  wynilcsat  baic, 
Eyrc-kvyn  and  thi;  mokie  ftornie  dcfie. 
That  ihootes  aloofe  into  the  reauinics  of  dale. 
Shall  bo  the  record  of  tlie  biiyldirs  fame  for  aic. 

Thou  fccfl  this  mayftrie  of  a  human  hand, 
'I'hc  priuc  of  Bryftowe  and  the  wtflcrtic  lande, 
Yet  is  the  buyldus  vcrtues  much  nioe  grt  etc, 
Grcctcr  th;in  tan  bio  Rowlies  pen  be  fcande. 
Thou  fecft  the  fayndcs  and  kyngcs  in   ftoncn 

ftatc,  [pande. 

That  fcemd  with  breath  and  human  foule  dif- 
As  payrde  to  us  cnfeem  thefe  nun  of  ftatc. 
Such  IS  grcetc  Canynge's  uiyndc  when  payrd  to 

God  elate. 

Well  maieft  thou  be  aftound,  but  view  it  well; 
Go  not  from  hf-ncc  before  thou  fee  thy  fdl. 
And  Itarn  t4ie  builder's  vcrtues  and  his  name; 
Of  this  tall  fpyre  in  every  countye  telle, 
And  with  thy  talc  the  lazinj;  rycii  men  lliame ; 
Showc  howe  the  glorious  Canynge  did  exccile ; 
How  hce,  good  man,  a  friend  for  kynges  became, 
Aijd  gloryous  paved  at  once  tlie  way  to  heaven 
and  fame. 

EPITAPH  ON  ROBERT  CANYNGE. 
Thys  mornyngc  ftarrc  of  Radcleves  ryfyngc 

raic,  [hyghte, 

A  true  mannc  good  of  mjTide  and  Canynge 
Bcncthe  thys  ftnne  lies  moltrynge  ynro  claie, 
rntyllc  the  darke  tombe  (heenc  a'n  eterne  lyghtc. 
Thyrde  fromme  hys  loynes  the  prefcnt  Canyuge 

came  ;    ■ 
Houton  arc  wordes  for  to  telle  hys  doc ; 
for  aye  fhall  lyvc  hys  heaven-recorded  name. 
Me  fl:all  yt  dye  whanne  ;ynie  ftiallc  be;-  no  moc; 
Whannc  Mychael's  trumpe  fhall  iounde  to  rife 

the  folic, 
He'll  wyngc  to  hcavn   wyth  kynnc,  and  hapcic 
bee  hys  doUc. 

THE  S TORiE  OF  WILLIAM  CANYNGE, 
Anint  a  brooklctte  as  I  lai»  reclynd, 
IJftcyngc  to  bcvc  the  wetter  glyUc  aionge, 


Myndeynge  bow  ihorowc    the    grcae  mees^ 

twyud, 
Awhilft  the  cavy^rcfpon^'d  yta  mottring  fongc, 
At  dyftaunt  ryfyne  Avonnc  to  he  Ibcd, 
Anuzngcd  wyth  ryjyng  hyllctdyd  fncwc  yts  head ; 

EngarLuidcd  wyth  crowncs  of  ofyer  wccdcs 
And  w^aytc^of  alders  of  a  bcrcit  fccDt, 
And  ftickcyngc  out  wyth  clowdc  agcUcd  rccde«, 
'1  he  hoaric  .\voiiac  ftiow'd  dyre  fcmblanuntc, 
Whyleft  lilataunt  Sevirne,  from  Sabryna  clcpdc, 
Rorcs  flcmic  o'er  tlic  Luuict  that  (he  hcpde. 

Thcfc    cyncgears    fwytliyu    bringethe    to    mie 

thowghte. 
Of  hardic  champyons  knowen  to  the  floude. 
How  onne  the  bankc  thereof  brave  A:  lie  foughte, 
TElle  dcfccnded  from  Mcrcc  kynglic  bloudc. 
Warden  of  Uryftowc  townc  andcafttl  ftcdc, 
Who  ever  and  anon  made  Danes  to  blcde. 

Mctlioughte  fuch   doughiic  monn  mufl.  have  &; 

fprighte 
Dote  yn  the  armour  brace  that  Mychacl  bore, 
Whan  he  wyth  Satan  kynge  of  hcUe  dyd  fyghte. 
And  earihe  was  drentcd  yu  a  mere  of  gore  ; 
Orr,  foonc  as  theie  dyd  fee  the  worldis  lyghtc. 
Fate  bad  wrott  downe,  thys  mann  ys  borne  t*^ 

fyghte. 

JE\k,  I  fayd,  or  els  my  myiide  dyd  faie, 
Whie  ys  thy  acTyons  left  fo  fpare  yn  ftorie  ? 
Were  I  toe  difpone,  there  ftiov-ld  lyvvtn  aic 
In  erthe  and  hcvcnis  rolles  thie  tale  of  glorie; 
Thie  a(51cs  foe  doughtie  ftiould  for  aic  ubyde, 
And  bie  theyre  tefte  all  after  ades  be  tryde. 

Next  holie  Wareburghus  fylld  mic  raynde. 
As  fayre  a  fayncSc  as  anic  townc  can  boaftc, 
Or  bee  the  erthe  wyth  lyghtc  or  mcrke  yviTvnde. 
1  fee  hys  ymagc  waulkeyng  fhrowe  the  coafte  : 
Fitz  Hardynge,  Bithtickus,  and  twcntie  moe 
Ynn  vifyonn  fore  mie  phuntafie  dyd  goc. 

Thus  all    mie    wandryngc    faytour  thynkeyngc 

ftraydc. 

And  eche  dygne  buyjdcr  dequac'd  onn  mie  mynde. 
Whan  from  the  diftaunt  ftreeme  arofe  a  mayde, 
Whofc  pontic  trcfles  mov'd  not  to  the  wyndc; 
Lyche  to  the  fylvermoone  yn  frollie  neete. 
The  damoil'clle  dyd  come  foe  biythe  and  fwectc. 

Ne  browdcd  mantcll  of  a  fcarlette  hue, 

Ne  flioone  pyke^;  plaited  o'er  u  yth  ribbande  geere, 

Ne  coftlic  paraments  of  woden  blue, 

Noughte  of  a  drcfTe,  but  hewfie  dyd  ftiee  wccre  j 

Naked  (hce  was,  and  lokcd  fwete  of  youthe, 

All  dyd  bcwryen  that  her  name  wasTrouthc. 

The  cthie  ringletts  of  lier  notte-browne  hayrc 
\\'hat  ne  a  manne  ftiould  fee  dyd  fwotclic  hydc, 
Whych  on  her  milk-white  bodykin  fo  fayre 
Dyd  ftiowe  lyke  brownc  llrccmes  fowlyng  tho 

wliite  tyde, 
Or  vcyncs  of  brown  hue  yn  a  marble  cuarr, 
Whyche  by  the  traveller  ys  kenn'd  from  farr. 

Aftounded  mickie  there  1  fylcnte  laic, 
Still  fcauiicing  wondrous  at  the  walkyngc  fyghte  J 
Mic  fenfes  forgarde  nc  coulde  rcyn  awaic; 
But  was  lie  forftraugUic  whau  (he  dyd  alyght* 
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Anic  to  mse,  drcftc  up  yn  naTced  vicwe, 
Whych  mote  yn  fome  ewbrycious  thoughtes  a- 
brewe. 

But  I  ne  dyd  once  thynke  of  wanton  thoughte  ; 
For  well  I  myndeJ  what  bic  vowc  I  hstc, 
And  yn  mie  pockate  han  a  crouchee  broughfe, 
Whych  yn  the  blofom  woulde  luch  iins  anete ; 
1  lok'd  wyth  eyne  as  pure  as  angelles  doe, 
And  dyd  the  everie  thoughte  of  foule  efchewe. 

jWyth  fweet  femblate  and  an  angel's  grace 
iShee  'gan  to  ledure  from  her  gentle  breftc; 
jFor  T  routhis  wordes  ys  her  myndes  face, 
JFalfc  oratoryes  fhe  dyd  aie  detefle : 
iSweetnefle  was  yn  cche  worde  fhe  dyd  ywreene, 
Tho  file  ftrove  not  to  make  that  fweetnefle  flieene. 

Shoe  fayd  ;  mie  manner  of  appereynge  here 

Mie  name  and  flcyghted  myndbruch  maie  thee 

telle;  [were, 

I'm  Trouthc,  that  dyd  defcende  fromm  hcavcn- 
Goulers  and  courtiers  doe  not  kenne  mee  welle  ; 
Thie  inmoftc  thoughtes,  thie  labrynge  brayne  I 

fawe, 
And  from  thie  gentle  dreeme  will  thee  adawe. 

Full  manie  champyons  and  m.enne  of  lore, 
Payndlcis  and  carvellcrs  have  gaind  good  name, 
But  there's  a  Canynge,  to  encreafe  the  llore, 
A  Canynge,  who  lliall  buie  uppe  all  theyre  fame. 
Take  thou  mie  po^ver,  and  fee  yn  chylde  and  manne 
IVhat  tfoulie  nobknefTe  yn  Canynge  ranne. 

\s  when  a  bordelicr  onn  ethie  bedde, 

Tyr'd  wytji  the  laboures  maynt  of  fweltrie  daie, 

If^n  flepeis  bofom  laieth  hys  deft  headde, 

k),  fenfes  fonke  to  refl;e,mie  boddie  luie; 

ifcfoons  mie  fprightc,  from  erthlie  bandes  untyde, 

mmeugde  yn  fianched  ayre  wyth  trouthe  afydc. 

itrayte  was  I  carryd  back  to  tymes  of  yore, 
A'hylll  Canynge  fwathcd  yet  yn  flefhlie  bedde, 
\nd  faw  all  actyons  whych  han  been  before, 
\nd  all  the  fcroll  of  fate  unravelled  ; 
\nd  when  the  fate-mark'd  babe  acome  to  fyghte, 
faw  hym  eager  gafpynge  after  lyghte. 

n  all  hys  fhepen  gambols  and  chyldes  plaie, 
n  everie  mtrriemakeyng,  fayre  or  wake, 
kenn'd  a  perpled  lyghte  of  wyfdom's  raie  ; 
ie  eate  downe  learnynge  wyth  the  waftle  cake. 
Vs  wife  as  anie  of  the  eldcrmenne, 
ie'd  wytte  cnowc  toe  make  a  mayre  at  tenne. 

jis  the  duke  downie  barbe  beganne  to  gre, 
o  was  the  well  thyghte  texture  of  hys  lore  ; 
"che  daie  enhedeyiige  mockler  for  to  bee, 
ireete  yn  hys  councel  for  the  daics  he  bore. 
Ul  tongues,  all  carrols  dyd  unto  hym  fynge, 
Vondryng  at  one  foe  wyfe,  and  yet  foe  yinge. 

Incrcafeynge  yn  the  yeares  of  mortal  lyfc, 
^nd  hafteytige  to  hys  journie  ynto  heaven, 
fee  thoughte  ytt  proper  for  to  chcefe  a  wyfe, 
v.nd  ufe  the  fcxes  for  the  purpofe  gcvene. 
fee  then  was  yothe  of  comelie  femelikeede, 
Lnd  hee  had  made  a  mayden's  herte  to  bkde. 

le  had  a  fader,  (Jefus  refl  hys  foule)  ! 
Vho  loved  money,  as  hys  charie  joie ; 
lee  had  a  broder  (happic  manne  he's  dole)  ! 
'a  mynde  and  boddie,  hys  owne  fadi's's  boic ; 


What  then  could  Canynge  wifTen  as  a  parte 
To  gyve  to  her  whoe  had  made  ciiop  of  hcarte  ? 

But  landes  and  caftle  tenures,  golde  and  bighes, 
And  hoardcs  of  fylvcr  roulled  yn  the  ent, 
Canynge  and  hys  fayre  fvvcete  dyd  that  defpyfe. 
To  change  of  troulic  love  was  theyr  content ; 
Theie  lyv'd  togeder  yn  a  houfe  adygne, 
Of  goode  fendaimieiit  commilie  and  fyac. 

But  foonc  hys  broder  and  hys  fyre  dyd  die, 
And  lefte  to  Willyam  dates  and  renteynge  rolles. 
And  at  hys  wyll  hys  broder  Johne  fupplie. 
Hee  gave  a  chauntrie  to  red'eeme  theyre  fotiles; 
And  })ut  hys  broder  ynto  fy!;e  a  trade,         [made. 
That  he  lorde  mayor  of  Londoniie  toWnff  was 

Eftfoons  hys  mornynge  tournd  to  gloomie  nyghte ; 
Hys  dame,  hys  fecoiide  felfe'  gyve  upp  her  brethe, 
Seekeynge  for  eterne  lyfe  and  endlefs  lyghte, 
And  fleed  good  Canynge ;  fad  myftake  of  dethe  i 
Soe  have  I  lecn  a  flower  ynn  fomaier  tyme 
Trodde  dowue  and  broke  and  v/idder  ynn   ytts 
pryme. 

Next  Radcleeve  chyrche  (oh  worke  of  hande  of 

heav'n, 
Whare  Canynge  flieweth  as  an  inftrumente). 
Was  to  my  blfmarde  cyne-fyghte  nevvlie  giv'n; 
'Tis  paft  to  blazonne  ytt  to  good  contenle. 
You  that  woulde  faygn  the  fetyve  buyldynge  fee 
Repayre  to  Radcicve,  and  contented  bee, 

I  fawe  the  myndbruch  of  hys  nobllk  foule 
Whan  Edwarile  meniced  a  fecoiide  wyfe  ; 
I  faw  what  Pheryons  yn  hys  mynde  dyd  rolle ; 
Nowe  fyx'd  fromra  Icconde  dames  a  preefle  foe 

lyfe. 
Thys  ys  the  manne  of  menne,  the  vifion  fpoke  j 
Then  belie  for  cven-fonge  mie  fenfes  woke. 

ON  HAPPIENESSE. 

BY    WILLIAM    CANYNGE. 

Maie  Selynefle  on  crthes  boundes  bee  hadde  ? 
Maie  yt  adyghte  yn  human  Ihapc  bee  founde  ? 
Wote  yee,  ytt  was  wyth  Edin's  bower  belladde, 
Or  quite  eraced  from  tiie  fcaunce-layd  grounde, 
Whan  from  the  fecret  foiites  the  waterres  dyd 

abounde  ? 
Does  yt  agrofcd  fhun  the  bodyed  waulke, 
Tyve  to  ytfelf,  and  to  yttes  ecchoe  taulke  ? 

All  hayle,  Contente,  thou  mayde  of  turtle-eyne, 
As  thie  behoulders  thynke  thou  arte  iwreene. 
To  ope  the  doie  to  Selynefle  ys  thyne, 
And  Chryflis  glorie  doth  upponne  thee  fliecne. 
Doer  of  the  foule  ihynge  nc  hath  thte  feene  ; 
In  caves,  •.  nn  wodes,  ynn  woe,  and  dole  diltrefle, 
Whoere  hath  thee  hath  gotten  Selynclfe. 

ONN  JOHNE  A  DALBENIE. 

BY   THE    SAME. 

JoHNE  makes  a  jarre  boute  Lancafter  and  Yorkc  ; 
Bee  ftille,  gode  manne,  and  karne  to  mynde  thie 
workc. 

THE  GOULER'S  REQUIEM. 

BY   THE   SAME. 

Mie  boolie  entes,  adieu  !  ne  moe  the  fyghte 
Of  guildcn  merke  fhall  mete  mis  ioi^rouscync, 
A  a  ij 
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Ne  moe  the  fylver  noble  flieenyngc  bryghtc 
Schall  fyll  mie  hondc  with  weight  to  fpcke  ytt 

tync ; 
Ne  moe,  ne  moe,  alafs !  I  call  you  myne : 
Whyddcr  mud  you,  ah  !  whtddcr  muft  I  goc  ? 
1  kenn  not  cither  ;  oh  mie  cmmcrs  dygnc, 
*To  parte  wyth  you  wyll  wurckc  mc  mycklc  woe; 
I  muftc  be  gonne,  botte  whare  I  dare  ne  telle ; 
©  llorthe  unto  mie  mvnde  !  1  gee  to  hclle. 

Sonne  as  the  momc  dyd  dyghtc  the  roddie  funne, 
A  fliade  of  theves  echc  ftrcakc  of  lyght  dyd 

feeme ; 
Whann  ynn  the  heavn  full  half  hys  courfe  was 

runn, 
Eche  flirryng  nayghbouT  dyd  mie  harte  afleme  ; 
Thvc  lofs.  or  cju;  ck  or  flcpc,  was  aic  mie  drome; 
For  thee,  O  gould,  I  dyd  the  lawc  ycrafe ; 
jl'"or  thee  1  gotten  or  bie  wiles  or  breme  ; 
Yun  thcc  I  all  mie  joie  and  good  djTd  place ; 


CHATTERTON. 

Botte  now  to  mec  thie  plcaraunce  ys  ne  moe ; 
1  kenne  nottc  botte  for  tnee  I  to  the  qucde  r  I 
goc. 


ACCOUNTE  OF  W.  CANYNGES  FEAS' 

TiiOROwr  the  halle  the  belle  ban  foundc  ; 
Byelecoyle  doe  the  grave  befeeme; 
The  ealdcrmenne  doe  f\tte  arounde, 
Ande  fnofFclle  oppe  the  cheorte  ilcemc- 
Lyche  afles  wylde  ynnc  defarte  wafte 
Swotclye  the  mornejnge  ayrc  doe  tafte. 

Syke  kcene  theie  ate ;  the  minflrelsplaic,  , 

The  dvnne  of  angelles  doe  theie  kcepe  ; 

Hcie  flylle  the  gueflcs  ha  ne  to  laie, 

Butte  noddc  yer  tha^kes  ande  falle  aflape. 

Thus  echone  dale  bee  I  to  dccnc, 

Gyf  Rowl«7,  Ifcamm,  or  Tyb.  Gorges  be  nc  fc  ■, 


A  GLOSSART 

or  UNCOMMON  WORDS. 


\t  the  following  gloffary,  the  explanations  of 
ords  by  Chatterton,  at  the  bottom  of  the  feve- 
1  pages,  a»e  drawn  together,  and  digeflcd  al- 
liabetically,  with  the  letter  C.  after  each  of  them. 
|jt  it  fliould  be  obferved,  that  thefe  explanations 
je  not  to  be  admitted  but  with  great  caution  ;  a 
infiderable  number  of  them  being  (as  far  as  the 
{.iter  can  judge)  unfupported  by  authority  or 
lalogy.  The  explanations  of  fome  other  words, 
iaittcd  by  Chatterton,  have  been  added  by  the 
iitor,  where  the  meaning  of  the  writer  was  fuf- 
):iently  clear,  and  the  word  itfclf  did  not  recede 

0  far  from  the  eftabliflied  ufage ;  but  he  has  been 
iliged  to  leave  many  others  for  the  confideration 

1  more  learned  or  more  fagacious  interpreter* 

EXPLANATION  OF  THE  LETTERS  OF 
REFERENCE. 

1  ftands  for  MUa,  a  Tragycal  Enterlude. 
\.      — 

J.    - 

,n.  - 
in— 


G. 


The  Dithe  of  Syr  C.  Bazudin, 
Balade  <if  Charitie, 
Eclogue  thefrji. 
Eclogue  the  fecond. 
Eclogue  the  third, 
El'inoure  and  Jtiga,- 
EtiiroduBionne  to  JElla. 
Spijlle  to  M.  Canyngej, 
Godjivyti,  a  Tragedie, 
Battle  of  Hafihigi,  No.  I. 
Battle  of  Hafings,  No.  2. 
Letter  to  Al.  Canynge. 
Enghfh  ^etamcitihofis. 
Prologue  t»  Goddixiyfi, 
Touriwment. 


BISSIE,  E.  III.    humility.      C. 

borne,  T.   burnijhid.      C. 

bounde,  H.  i. 

boune,  G.  make  ready.      C 

bredynge,  JE.  upbraiding.     C. 

brewe,  as  bre-w. 

.broddcH,  E.  I.  abruptly.     C. 

j.cale,  G. /mzc.     C 

l.ccaic,  M.  ajfuage,     C. 

'.chmenti,  T.  atchievcminft.     C:. 


Acheke,  G.  choie.     C. 

Achevments,  JE..  firvicis.     C. 

Acome,  as  come. 

Acrool,  El.  faintly.     C. 

Adave,  H.  2, 

Adawe,  a-wake. 

Addawd,  H.  2. 

AdentC,  JE.  fafened.      C. 

Adented,  G.  fajlened,  annexed.      C# 

Aderne,  H.  2.    Sec  Deme,  Dernie. 

Adigne.      See  adygm. 

Adrames,  Ep.  churls.     C. 

Adventaile,  T.  armour.     C. 

Adygne,  Le.  ner'vous ;  "worthy  of  praife.     C. 

Affynd,  ^.  I.  related  by  marriage, 

Afleme,  z^fcme ;  to  drive  away,  to  affright. 

After  la  goure,  H.  2.  fliould  probably  be  aflrdt^ 

gour ;  aitrologer. 
Agrame,  G.  grievance.     C. 
Agreme,  JE.  torture.     C. — G.  grievams.     G. 
Agrofed,  as  agrifed ;  terrified. 
Agroted,  JE,    See  Groted. 
Agyhed,  JE.  offended.     C. 
Aidens,  JE.   aidance. 
Ake,  E.  II.  oak.     C. 
Alans,  H.  2.  hounds. 
Alatche,  JE. 
Aledt^e,  G.  idly.     C. 
Aleft";  JE.  left. 

All  a  boon,  K.  lit.  a  trranner  of  afking  *  favour.     C. 
Alle>n,  E.  I.  only.     C. 
Aimer,  Ch.  beggar.     Q. 
Aliifte,  H.  I. 

Alyne,  T.  ncrofs  his  fhautdeirs.      C 
Alyfe,  Le.  a'lo-zv.     C. 
Amate,  JE.  defroy.     C- 
Ama  id,  E.  II.  enamelled.      C. 
Ameded,  JE.  retuirded. 
Ameuged,  as  wenged ,  mixed. 
Amen'.ifed,  E.  II.'  dimimjhed.     C.  ' 

Amield,  T.  ornamented,  enamelled,     Q^ 
Anente,  JE.  agairf.     C. 
Anere,  JE.  another.     C 
Anete, 
Anie,  asnle;  nigh. 

IAnlace,  G.  an  ancient fivord^     C*. 
Antecedent,  M.  gting  before.      * 
A  a  ii| 


.^74  G  I.  0  S  S  A  R  V, 

AppYing^tT-.l.  gra/.eJ Irtcs,     C. 

Arace,  (>.  Jivefl.     C. 

Arid,  Ch.  nroji.     C. 

AriowL-kdc,  H.  i. 

A/caimcc,  li.  111.  difJamfull^'.     C. 

Afcnglave,  H.  i. 

Aflcautitet),  1-e. 

AfFee,  ^,. 

Andcd,  li.  HI.  anfiftreL     C. 

Asfhrcwed,  Ch.  accurfeJ,  tinj'oitunaie.     C. 

AITwaic,  yli. 

Aacddc,  J'.II./jW.     C. 

Artcndc,  G.  ajlnnifi.      C. 

AiKrte,  G.  negUa.-d.     C. 

Aftoiin,  E.  II.'  ajhmfi-cd.      C. 

Aftoiiiidc,  M    ^o;///?..     C. 

Ar»<le,  perhaps  .i/llyfA- ;  afcentTed. 

Athur,  H.  2.  diitburgh;  thorough, 

Attenes,  iE.  a<  owci?.     C. 

A  ttoure,  T.  turn.     C. 

Attourc,  X..  arotiiid. 

Ave,  H  2.  for  Ci2//.  Fr.  water. 

Alimere,  Ch.  a  hnfe  robe  or  mantle.      C. 

Aumcrcs,   E.  III.  borders  of  gold  and  fihcr^  Sec.     C. 

Aunture,  II.  z.  as  ai-enture;  adventure. 

Autrcmete,  Ch.  a  looje  -white  robe  ivorn  by  fr'ujli.    C. 

Awhaped,  JE.  ajlonijhcd.     C. 

Ajnewarde,  Ch,  bud-wards.     C, 

B. 
Bankcs,  T.  benches, 
Earb'd  hall,  M. 

Barbed  horle,  JE..  covered  ivith  armtitr, 
Baren,  Jh..  for  barren, 
Barganctte   E.  III.  a  fong  or  ballad.     C. 
Bataunt,  Ba. 

Battayles,  M.  bints,Jh}ps.     Fr. 
Batten,  Q,.  JatUn.     C. 
Battent,  T.  loudly.     C. 
Battenfly,  G.  loud  roaring.     G. 
Battone,  H.  I.  beat  -wiihjiicks,     Fr. 
Baubels,  Ent.  jeivels.     C. 
Bawflll,  M.   large.      C. 
Bay  re,  E.  II.  bro-w.     C. 
Beheile,  G.  command.      C» 
Behight,  H.  2. 
'&ti.h^,\tc,  Jli.  promifed.     C. 
Belcnt,  H.  a. 
Bcme,  jE.  trumpet. 
Eemcnte,  E.  I.  lament.     C. 
Bcnned,  ./E.  cvrfcd,  tormented.     C 
Bcri\nimynge,  P.  G.  ifnai'/flj.     C 
Bcrcic 

Berne,  M.  child.     C. 
Bcrten,  '1'.  i-enomous.     C, 
Beicics,  T.  becomes.      C. 
Befprente,  1".  fcattercd.     C. 
Befliidde, 
Bcftanne,  JE. 
Belted,  H.  2. 

Beftciker,  j'K.  deceiver.     C. 
Bcftrevnts,  H.  2. 
Bctc,  G.  bid,     C. 

Betraffcd,  G.  daeived,  impofed  on.     C. 
Bctraflc,  i'E.  betrayed,     C, 
Bctreintcd,  H.  a. 

Bcvyle,  K.  U.  breai.  A  herald  ten-   .'i^ni/ylng  aj^car 
brckvn  in  til':nT,      (^ 

Bewratc,  II.  i.       v 


1 


Bcwrcckc,  G.  revingc.     C. 

Bcwrecii,  JE-  cxprefs,     C. 

Bcwren,  l^e.  declatedyexpreJfeJ,     C. 

Bewryne,  G.  declare.     C. 

Bcwrynning,  T.  declaring.     C. 

Bighes,  TI-:.  ^V'uv//.     C.  "" 

Birlettc,  li.  111.  <i  hood  or  covering  for  the  back  part  oj 

the  head.      C. 
Bifmarde. 

Blake,  M.  naked.      C. 
Biakitd,  K.  111.  «<2/W,or;;jf;««/.     C. 
Blanche,  JE.  -nhile.,purc. 
hlaunchie,  E.  II    -.liite.     C. 
Blatauntlie,  M.  loudly.     C. 
Blente,  E.  1  il.  ceafed,  dead.     C. 
Blethe,  T.  bleed.     C. 
Blynge,  JE.  ceafe.     C. 
Blyn,  E.  II.  ceafe,jiandjlill.     C. 
Boddtkin,  &.  body^fubjlance,     C. 
Eoleynge,  M.  fivelling.     C. 

BoUengers  and  Cottes,  E.  II.  different  kinds  of  boats.  Kj 
Bgolic,  E.  I    beloved.      C. 
Bord.-I,  E.  in.  cottage.     C. 
Bordelier,  JE.  cottager. 
Borne,  T.  JE.  burnijh.     C. 
Boun,  E.  11.  make  ready.      C. 
Bounde,  T.   ready.     C. 
Bourne,  JE. 
Bouting  matche, 

Bowke,  T. — Bowkic,  G.  body.     C. 
Brafteth,  G.  burfeth.     C. 
Brayd,  G,  dipjaycd.     C. 
Braydc,  JE. 
'&Vfimc,fubJ}.G.Jlrength.      C. 

adj.  E.  n.  frong.      C. 

Brende,  G.  buniyccnfumc,     C. 

'&xctM,C\\.  filed  ivitb.     C. 

Broched,  H.  2.  pointed. 

Brondeous,  E.  W  furious.     C. 

Browded,  G.  embro'ultred.     C, 

Brynnjng,  JE.  declaring.     C. 

Burled,  AI.  armed.      C. 

Burlie  bronde,  G.  fury,  anger.     C. 

BNclecoyle,  bel-acudl.  Fr.  the  name  of  a  pcrfonagi 

in  the  Roman  de  la  Rnfe,  which  Chaucer  has  r^ 

AiTCi^fair-iuclceming. 
Byker,  JE..  battle. 
Bykrous,  M.  tvarring.      C. 
Bjfmare,  M.  bc-.vUdered,  curious,     C. 
Byfmarelie,  Le.  curioufy.     C. 

C. 
Gale,  JE.  cold. 
Galkc,  G.  cafl.     G. 
Calked,  E.  1.  cnf  out.     C. 
Caltyfiiing,  G.  forb  dJing.     C. 
Carncs,  A"'.,   rods, fanes.     Bric. 
Caftle-ftcde,  G.  a  cafle.     C. 
Caties,  H.  z.  catcs. 
Caytifncd,  JE.  binding,  enforcing.     C. 
Celncfs,  JE.  " 

Chafe,  JE.  hot.     C. 
Chaftes,  G.  beati,famps,      G. 
Champion,  'j.  P.  G.  challenge.     C. 
Chaper,  E.  111.  dry,fun-l,urnt.     C. 
Chapournette,  Ch.  a  fmall  round  hat, 
Chtfe,  G.   heat,  rjjknefs.      C. 
Chclandree,  iE.  goldfinch.     C» 
Chcorte,  ' 


G  t  0  S 


Cherifaunce,  Ent.  comfort.    C. 

Cherifaunied,  M.  perhaps  cherifaunceA. 

Cheves,  Ch.  mo'ves.    C. 

Chevyfed,  Ent.  preferijed.   C. 

Chirckynge,  M.  a  confnfed.  7ioife.    C. 

Church-giebe-houfe,  Ch.  gra'ue.    C. 

Cleme,  E.  11.  found.    C. 

Clergyon,  P.  G.  clerk,  or  clergyman.    C. 

Clergyon'd,  Ent.  taught.    C. 

Clevis,  H.  2. 

Cleyne,  &. 

Clinie,  H.  i.  • 

Cloude-agefted. 

Clymmynge,  Ch.  iioify.    G. 

Coiftrell,  H.  2. 

Compheeres,  M.  companions.    C. 

Congeon,  E.  III.  diuarf.    C. 

Contake,  T.  difpiite.    C. 

Conteins,  H.  i.  for  contents. 

Conteke,  E.  II.  confiife,  contend  with.    C. 

Contekions,  iE.  contentions.    C. 

Cope,  Ch.  a  cloke.    C. 

Corven,  JE..  See  ycori<en. 

Cotte,  £.  II.  act. 

Cottes,  E.  II.  See  bollengers. 

Coupe,  E.  II.  cut.    C. 

Couraciers,  T.  borfe-courfers,  C. 

Coyen,  2E..  coy.  q  ? 

Cravent,  E.  III.  coward.   C. 

Creand,  J£,.  as  rccreand, 

Crine,  M..  hair.  C. 

Croched,  H.  2.  perhaps  Iroche^ 

Croche,  v.  G.  crofs.   C. 

Crokynge,  ^.  bending. 

Crofs-ftone,  J£..  monument.   C. 

Cuarr,  quarry,  q  ? 

Cullis-yatte,  E.  1.  portcullifgate.   C, 

Curriedowe,  G.  flatterer.   C. 

Cuyen  kine,  E.  1.  tendet  ctnvs.   C. 

D. 
Dareynge,  G.  attempt,  endeavoifr.   C. 
Declynie,  H   i.  declination,  q? 
Decern,  E.  II.  car'ved.  C. 
Peene,  E.  II.  glorious,  worthy »  C. 
Deere,  E.  III.  dire.    C. 
Defs,  M.  mapours,  meteors.   C. 
Defayte,  G  decay.    C. 
Defte,  Ch.  neat,  ornamental.   C. 
Jieigned,  E.  111.  difdained.    C- 
Delievretie,  T.  aSii^vity.   C. 
Demafing,  H.  i. 
Dente,  M..  See  adente. 
Dented,  iE.  See  adented. 
Denwere,  G.  doubt.  C. — M.  tremour,  C. 
Dequace,  G.  triangle,  deflroy.   C. 
Dequaced. 

Dere,  Ep.  hurt,  damage.  C. 
Derkynnes,  2E..  young  deer,  q  ? 
Derne,  2E..—H.  %. 
Dernie,  E.  I.  woeful,  lamentable.   C. 

M.  cruel.   C. 

Deflavate,  H.  2. 

Deflavatie,  J^.  letchery.    C. 

Detratours.  H.  2 

Deyfde,  .£.  feated  on  a  deit, 

Dheie,  tbey^ 

Dhere,  .S^.  tbere> 
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Dhereof,  thereof. 

Di&cile,  JE.  difficult.   C. 

Dighte,  Ch.  dre^,  arrayed.    C. 

Diipande,  perhaps  for  difpuned: 

Difpone,  difpofe. 

Diviriiitre,  JE.  divine.  C. '  ■ 

Dolce,  iE-  foft,  gentle.  C. 

Dole,  II.  G.  lamentation.  C. 

Dole,  fl^/;'. 

Dolte,  Ep  foolifb.  C. 

Donde,  H.  i. 

Donore,  H.  i.    This  line  fliould  probably  be  Writ- 

ten  thus  :   0  fea-oerteemhig  tio'ver  •' 
Dortoure,  Ch.  aflceping-room.    C. 
Dote,  perhaps  as  dighte: 

Doughtre  mere,  H.  2.  d'' outre  mere,  Fr.  From  be- 
yond lea. 
Dree,  iE. 

Drefte,  HL.  leajl.    C. 
Drented.  G.  drained. 

Dreynted,  JE..  drowned.   C. 

Dribblet,  E.  II.  f/nall,  infignificant.   C. 

Drites,  G-  rights,  liberties.    C. 

Drocke,  T.  drink.    C. 

Droke,  j£.. 

Droorie,  Ep.     See  Chatterton's  note.     Drur'te  i% 
courtfljip,  gallantry. 

Drooried,  &.  courted. 

Dulce,  as  dolce. 

Dureffed,  E.  I.  hardened.    C. 

Dyd,  H.  2.  Ihould  probably  be  dyght. 

Dygne,  T.  luorthy.    C. 

Dynning,  E.  I.  founding.  C. 

Dyfperpelleft,  jK..  fcatterefl.  C. 

Dylporte,  E.  I.  pleafure.   C. 

Dyfportifment,  JE..  as  difporte. 

Dylregate,  .;E. 


Edraw,  H.  2.  iox  ydraw,  draw. 
Eft,  E.  II.  often.   C. 
Eftfoones,  E.  III.  quickly.    C. 
Eie,  M.  help    C. 
Eletten,  M..  enlighten.    C. 
Eke,  E.  I.  alfo.    G. 
Emblaunched,  E.  I.  'whitened.    G. 
Embodyde,  E.  I.  thick, Jiout.   C. 
Embovvre,  G.  lodge.   C. 
Emburled,  E.  II.  armed.  G. 
Emm  ate,  £L.  leffen,  decreafe.   Q. 
Emmers. 

Emmertleyng,  M.  glittering.  C, 
Enalfe,  G.  embrace.    G. 
Encaled,  JE.  fro'^en,  cold.   C. 
Enchafed,  M.  heated,  enraged,   C, 
Engyne,  iE.  tttrture. 
Enheedynge. 

Enlowed,  M..  flamed,  fired.  C. 
Enrone,  ^• 

Enfeme,  M,.  to  make  feams  in.  q  ? 
Enfeeming,  iE.  s.s  feemi/fg. 
Enflioting,  T.  fhooting,  darting.    C. 
Enftrote,  H.  2. 
Enfwote,  iE.  fweeten.  q  ? 
Enfwolters,  ^.  fwallows,  fucks  in.   C 
Enfyrke,  encircle. 
iLnt,  E  III.  a  pur'c  or  bag.   C. 
Entcndement;  JE.  underjanding, 
'  -A.  liij 


tn;ho;;hteing,  X^ 

Entremed. 

EntiykeTnjre,  ]£..  utricUng: 

Ent>  n.  P.  G.  even.   C 

Eftande,  H.  2.  (nr  yjlnnde,  (land. 

Eftells,  E  ir.  A  corruption  xA  ejloile,  Fr,  a  ftar.  C, 

E(Vro»ighted,  M. 

Ethe.  E.  III.  eafe.    C. 

E'hie,  enfy. 

Evalle,  E.  III.  eqtiat.    C. 

Evefperkt.  T.  marked  ivith  evening  dew.   C. 

Eu'brice,  /E.  adultery.    C. 

Uwbrycioas,  la/civicus. 

Eyne-gcars. 

F. 

T.ige,  Ep.  tale,  jeft    C. 

Faifully,  T.  faithfully.    C. 

Faitour,  Ch   a  beggar,  or  -vagabond.    C. 

Faldltole,  JE.  a  folding  ftooi,  or  feat.     See  Du 
Cange  in  v  Faldiftorium. 

Fayre,  JE-  clear,  innocent. 

Feere,  iE.  firc.^ 

Feerie,  E.  TI.  flaming.    C. 

Fele,  T.  feeble.    C. 

Pellen,  E.l.  fell,  pa.  t.  firg.  q? 

Fetelie,  G-  7iobly.   C. 

IPetive,  Ent.  as  feftive. 

Fetivelie,  Le.  ele^.nntly.    C. 

FetivenefS)  J£.-  as  fe/iivenefs. 

Feygnes,  E.  III.  A  corruption  oi feints.   C. 

Fhuir,  G.  fury.   C 

Tit,T.defy.    C. 

Flaiten.  H.  i. 

Flanched,  H.  z. 

Fiemed,  T.  frighted.   C. 

Flemie. 

Flizze,  G.  fy.    C. 

Floe,  H.  2.  arrow. 

Flott,  Ch.  fly.   C. 

Foile,  E.  in.  baffle.   C. 

Fons,  fonnes,  E.  II.  devices.   (,'. 

Forgard,  JE.  Iqfe.   C. 

Forletten,  EI.  forfaken.   ,C. 

Forloyne.  ^.  retreat.    C. 

Forreying,  T.  defraying.   C, 

Forflagen,  JE.  jlain.   C. 

Forflege,  iE.  77«r.    C. 

Forftraughte,  dflrailed. 

Forftraughteyng,  G.  diflraEl'mg.    C. 

Forfwat.  Ch.  y//« /'wrwr.   C. 

Forvveltring,  iE.  blajting.   C. 

Forwyned,  E.  111.  dried.  C. 

Fremde,  iE.  firange    C. 

Fremded,  iE.  frighted.   C. 

Freme,  .(E. 

Frc.aile,  jE.  fruitful. 

G. 
Gaberdine,  T.  ti  />;Vfe  of  armour.  C. 
Callard,  Ch.  frighted. '  C. 
Care,  Ep.  cauje.   C. 
Gaftnefs,  iE.  p^afllinrfs.  q  ? 
Gayne,  .^E.   To  gayne,  lb  gayne  a  pryzc— Caywc 

ha*  probably  been  repeated  by  miflake. 
Geare,  IE.  apparel,  accoutrement. 
Ceafon.Ent.  rare,  Q..^Q.  extraordinary ,Jirangt, 

C. 
Geer>  H,  %.  as  gicr. 
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Geete,  2E.  as  ^.If^'.  •    -n 

Gemote,  G.  affemble.    C. 

Cemoted,  E.  11.  united,  ajfemblei    C. 

Gerd,  M.  broke,  rent.   C. 

Gies,  G.  guides.    C. 

Gier,  M.  i.  a  turn,  or  twif. 

Gif,  E.  II.  if.    C. 

Gites,  JE.  robes,  mantels.   C. 

Glair,  H.  2. 

Gledeynge,  M.  livid.   C. 

Glomb,  G.  frown.    C. 

Glommcd,  Ch.  clouded,  dejeHed.  Ct 

Glytted,  H.  2. 

Gome,  E.I.  garden.    C. 

Gottes  /E.  drops. 

Gouler. 

Graiebarbes,  Le.  graybeards.   C. 

Grange,  E.  I.  liberty  of  paflure.    C 

Gratche,  /E.  apparel.    C. 

Grave,  chief  tiuigi/lrate,  mayor, 

Gravots,  E.  I.  graves.    C. 
Gree,  E.  I.  grow.   C. 

Groffile,  2E. 

Groffini,  JE. 

Groffynglie,  Ep.  fooliflly.    C. 

Gron,  G.  a  fen,  moor-   C- 

Gronfer,  E.  II.  a  meteor;  iiomgroK,  a  fen,'afl# 

fer,  a  corruption  of  fire.    C. 
Gronfyrcs,  G.  meteors.   C. 
Crore.  H.  2. 
Groted,  JE.  fwoln.    C. 
Gule-depeinifled,  E.ll.  red-painted.   C. 
Gule-fleynrt,  G.  redflained,  C. 
Gytteles,  JE.  mantels.    C. 
H, 
Haile,  E.  III.  happy.   C. 
Hailie,  JE.  as  kaile. 
Halceld.  M.  defeated.   C. 
H'.llie,  T.  *o/v.   C. 
Hailie,  yE.  wholly. 
Halline,  Ch:  joy.   C. 
Hancellcd  G.  cut  off,  de/lroyed.   C. 
Hai»,  ^.  t«?Z'.  q  .' 
Hanne,  ^.   /^a^,  particip.  q?— .^.  bad,  pa.  A 

f'»s-  q- 

Hantoned,  iE. 

Harried,  M.  to/f.   C. 

Hatched. 

Haveth.  E.  I.  have,  ^ftperf.  q? 

Heafods,  E.  II.  heads.    C. 

Heavenwere,  G.  hea-.'enward.   C. 

Hecked.  iE.  wrapped  clo/ely,  covered.    C 

Heckled,  M.  wrapped.    C.  '  * 

Hcie,  E.  H.  they.   C. 

Heiedeygnes,  £.  III.  a  country  dance,  ftill  pradlit* 

ed  in  the  north.    C. 
Hele,  n.  G.  help.   C. 

Hcle,  1'.  E.  III.  to  help.  C.  , 

Hem,  T.  S  contracflion  of  f A«/i.   C. 
Heme,  T.  grafp.hold.  C. 
Hentyll,  iE. 
Herfelle,  /E.  Aef^//". 
Hefte,  iE. 

Hilted,  hiltren,  T.  hidden.  C 
HiJtring,  Ch.  hiding.    C. 
Hoattrie,  E.L  w»«,  or /a*5fA«i//^.   Ci' 
HoItted,JE. 
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I  Hommeur,  JE. 
I  Hondepoint,  JE. 
;  Hopelen,  JE. 

Horrowe,  M.  unfeemly,  difagreeabU.  C. 

Horfe-millanar,  Ch.  See  C's.  note. 

Houton,  M.  holloiv.   C. 

Hulftred,  M.  bidden,  fecret.    C. 

Hufcarles,  ^.  houfe-fervants. 

Hyger,  JE.  The  flowing  of  the  tide  in  the  Severn 
was  anciently  called  the  Hygra.  Gul.  Malmeih. 
de  Pontif.  Ang.  L.  iv. 

Hylle-fyre,  JE..  a  beacon. 

Hylte,  T.  bid,  fcreened.   C—M.  hide.   C. 

Jape,  Ch.  ajfiortfjirplice.  See.   C. 

Jefte,  G.  hoijled,  raifed.   C. 

Ifrete,  G.  devour,  deftroy.    C. 

ihanted,  E.  I.  accnjloined.   C. 

Jintle,  H.  2.  for  gentle. 

Jmpeftering,  E.  I.  annoyirj^.    C. 

Inhild,  El.  infufe.    C. 

Ifliad,  Le.  broken.    C. 

Jubb,  E,III.  a  bottle.    C. 

Iwreene. 

K.  . 

Ken,  E.  II.  fee,  difconjer,  know.    Q, 

Kennes,  Ep.  knoivs.    C, 

Keppened,  Le. 

Kifte,  Ch.  cojin.    C. 

Kivercled,  E.  IIL  the  hidden  or  fecret  part.  C. 
Knopped,  M.  faflened,  chained,  congealed.    C. 

L. 
Ladder,  H.  t. 
Leathel,  E.  I.  deadly.    C. 
Lechemanne,  JSL,  phyfician. 
Leckedft,  H.  a.         "  •       ' 
Ledlurn,  Le.  fubjeS.    C. 
Leflurnies,  ^.  leBures.    C. 
Leden,  El.  decreafmg.    C. 
Ledanne,  JE.. 

Leege,  G.  homage,  obeyfawe.    C. 
teegefolcke,  G.  fibjePs.    C. 
Lege,  Ep.  law.    C. 
Leggen,  M.  leffen,  alloy.    C 
Leggende,  M.  alloyed.    C. 
Lemanne,  JE..  rni/lrefs. 
Lemes,  yE.  lights,  rays.    C.  . 
Lemed,  EI.  gliftefied.    C— ^.  lighted.   C. 
Lere,  JE. — H.  1.  feetns  to  be  put  for  leather. 
LefTel,  EI.  »  biijh  or  hedge.    C. 
Lete,  G.fUl.    C. 

Lethal,  EL  deadly,  or  death-bcding.    C. 
Lethien,  JEL.  fldl,  d^ad.    C. 
Letten,  JE.  church-yard.    C 
Levyiide,  El.  blafled.    C 
Levynne,  M.  UghtJiing.    C. 
Levyn-mylted,  2£..  ligbtning-melt'ei.  q  ? 
Liefe,  ^      .  ^ 

Liff,  E.L  leaf 
Ligfaeth,  JE. 
Likand,  V.  2.  //t/^r. 
Limed,  £.  IL7 

Limmed,  M.  \^^Iy>^<fi^^irii-  C 
\m^^,  S..  jkiy.    C. 
J-ified,  T.  bounded.    C. 
Lithie,  Ep.  kurnsle.    C, 


Logges,  E.  I.  cottages.    C 

Lordinge,  T.  /landing  on  their  bind  kgs.    Q. 

Lovtrd's,  E.  IIL  Lord's.    C 

Low.  G.  jlame  of  fire.    C. 

Lowes,  T.  flames.     C. 

Lowings,  Ch.^Zrtwcj-.    C. 

Lymmed,  M.  polijked.    C. 

Lynch,  £1.  bank.    C 

Lyoncel,  E.  IL  yonng  Hon.    C, 

Lyped,  El. 

l-^St,  T.  fport,  or  play.    C. 

Lyfled,  JE.  bounded.    C. 

M. 
Mancas,  G,  marks.    C. 
Manchyn,  H.  %.  ajleeve,  Fr. 
Maynt,  meynte,  E.  IL  many,  great  numhers.    (L 
M ee,  mees,  E.  I.  meadow.   C. 
IVIeeded,  JE.  rewarded, 
Memuine,  H.  a. 
Meniced,  menaced,  q  ? 
Mere,  G.  lake.    C. 
Merk-plante,  T.  7itght-f}jade.    C. 
Merke,  T.  dark,  gloomy.    C. 
Miefel,  lE^  myfelf. 

l\T\'ikyYitXXt, 'El  'a fmall  bagpipe.    Q, 

Mift,  Ch.  poor,  needy.    C. 

Mitches.El.  ru'uis.    C. 

Mittee,  E.  IT.  mighty.    C. 

Mockler,  more. 

Moke,  Ep.  much.    C. 

Mokie,  EI.  black.    C  "     ' 

Mole,  Ch.  foft.    C. 

Mollock,  G.  wet,  moifl.    C.    ■ 

Morgiaien,  M.  the  nanie  of  a  fword  in  fime  ttM 

romances.  ^^ 

Morthe,  JE. 

Morthynge,  El.  murdering.    C. 
Mote,  E.L  might.    C, 
Motte,  H.  2-  word,  or  motto, 
Myckle,  Le.  mturb.    C. 
Myndbruch,  JE. 
Mynfttr,  G.  mondfery.    G, 
Myfterk,  M.  mvflic.    C. 

N. 
Ne,  P.  G.  not.    C 
Ne,  nijb. 

Nedere,  Ep.' adder.    C. 
Keete,  night. 

Nelh,  T.  weak,  tender.    C. 
Nete,  JE.  night. 
Nete,  T.  nothing.    C 
Ni'Iing,  Le,  un^wuli^ig.    C. 
Notne-depeinted,  £.  IL  rete/^ySi>Wj ;  a  I,eraM 

term,  when  the  charge  of  the  fhield  implies 

the  name  o:  the  bearer.    C. 
Nott^-browne,  nut-brown., 

O. 
Obaie.  E  I.  abide.    C 
Offr.ndes.^^,-.^«..V.  -jr,^,-  C. 

OJyi.l>auntes,  H.  i,  elephants. 
Onknowlachynge,  E.  IL  not  knmvms,    C* 

Onhft,  Le.  honutdl<-fs.    <I 
OrrcSs,  G.  overfets.    C 
Chschd    T,    See  CV  note. 
Oupb^nte.  S^-^u$hen,  elvet. 
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Ouzle,  M.  hlacl-llrd.     C 
Owndcs,  G.  viavet.     C. 

P. 
Pall,  Ch.     ContraAion  from  appall,  to  fright.    C. 
ParamcntC,  JE,.  robes  c.JfcarUt.      C— M.  u  princely 

robe.     C. 
Paves,  Pavycs,  /E.Jhielis. 
Peede,  Ch./W.     C. 
Pcndlc,  Ch.  painted.     C. 
Pcnnc,  ./E.  tnounlain, 
Tcrca-iCf  he.  pereliance.     C. 
'Pcre,  a.  I.  appear.      C. 
Pcrplcd,  purple,  q  ? 
Pcrl'ant,/E  piercing, 
Pctc.yE. 

PheerCS,  JE./ello-zvs,  rquali.      C. 
Phcon,  H.  a.  in  heraldry,  the  barbed  head  of  a  dart. 
Phcryons. 

Vi&.e,E.\\\.piSliire.     C. 
PightC,  T.  pitched,  or  bmt  doivn.      C. 
Poyntcl,  I>c.  rt/cn.     C. 
Prevyd,  /£..  hardy,  -valourous,      C. 
Proto-flenc,  H.  %.firjl-jlain. 
Prowc,  H.  r. 

Pynant,  \x.  pining,  meagre. 
Pyphtc,  M. fettled.     C. 
Pyghteth,  Kp.  pliuls,  or  tortures.     C. 

Qnaced,  T.  ■vanijiirjhed.     C. 
Quaintifled,  T.  curioujly  dei'ifcJ.     C. 
Quanfd,  JE.plleJ,  qiumhed.      C. 
Queede,  &,  tic  evil  one,  the  devil, 

R. 
Receivurc,  G.  receipt.  C. 
Hecer,  H.  i.  for  racer, 

Rcccndizc,  iE.    7    ^^^  recreandice,  cowardice. 
Recrandize,  Jr..  ^ 
Recrcand,  JE.  cozuard.     C. 
Reddour,  JE.  violence.    C. 
Rede,  Le.  lui/dom.     C. 
Hcdcd,  G.courfelled.      C. 
Rcdcing,  JE.  advice. 

Regratc,  I.e.  f/?«w.     C-— yi.  ejleem,  favour,    C. 
Relc,  n.  JE,.  -wave.     C. 
Rcles,  V.  E.  II.  •uiavcs.      C. 
TcLcnnomC,T.  honour,  glory,     C, 
Reync,  Rcine,  E.  11.  run.     C. 
Reyning,  E.  II.  running.     C, 
Rfytcs,  JE.  iu ate r flags.     C. 
Riljaudc,  Ep.  rake,  Itivdptrfon.     C. 
Ribbandc-gecre,  ornaments  nf  ribbands, 
Roddcd,  Ch.  reddened      C. 
Rode,  E.  \.  complexion.      C. 
Rodeing,  JE-  riling. 
Roder,  JE.  rider, traveller. 
Roghling,  T.  rolling.     C. 
Roin,  JE-  ruin. 
Roiend.  JE.  ruin'd. 
Roiner,  JE.  miner. 
HoUfQ.  horrid,  grim.      C. 
Rowncy,Lc.  f.7r/-^fl>yj.     C. 
Ryndc,  JE.  ruin'd. 

s, 

Sabalus,  E.  I.  the  devil.     C. 
Sabbatanners,  jflE. 
SczMc,  JE.fi  II.     C. 
Scantc,  ^.fcarie.     C- 


Scantillie,  JE.  fcarctly ,fparingly.     C» 

Scarpes,  JE.fcarfs.     C. 

Scctnc,  T.  hurt  or  damage.     C. 

Scille,  E.  IJI  gather.     0. 

Scillye,  G.  chfely,      C. 

Scolles,  /E.f.ohi. 

Scond,  H.  I.  for  ahfcond. 

Seek,  H.  I.  [r,vf„ck. 

Seeled,  Ent.  dfed.     C. 

Secre,  JE-fearch.     C. 

i^c\ynek,E.  1. 6appinefs,     C» 

Scmblatc, 

Seme,  E.  lU./eed     C. 

Semecope,  Ch.  ajbort  under-cLke.     C. 

Scmmlykeed,  JE. 

Semlykeeiie,  JE.  countenance.     C— O.  beauty,  ctuii' 

tenance.      C. 
Sendaument, 
Sete,  JEfeat. 
Shappe,  '['.fate.     C. 
'f)\\\if-ii:urgi:i,JE.fatefcourged,     C. 
Siieinring,  E.  \\. glimmering.      C. 
^\\cnx.C,'l''.  Lrolie,defiroyed.      C, 
Shepeii, 

Shcpaere,  E.  \.Jhephcrd.     G, 
Shoone-p)kcs,j?io£.f  luith  piled  ioet.    The  length  of 

the  pikes  Vvas  reflraincd  to  two  inches,  by  3 

Edw.  4.  c.  5. 
.Shrove,  H.  2. 
Sictrc,  JE.fiau-^htcr. 
.Slughornes,  E,  il.   a  mufail  infnment   not  nnliie  m 

hautboy.     C. — T.  a  iindofelurian.      C. 
Smetlic,  T./moie.     C. 
Smcthing,  E.  l.fmoiing.     C. 
Smore,  H.  i. 

Smothe,  Ch.feam  or  -japours.     C. 
Snett,  T.  bent.      C. 
Sothen,-^.y6i«//j.     q? 
Souten,  H.  i.  iot fought,    pa.  i.fng,     q? 
Sparrc,  H.  I.  a  ivoodenbar. 
Spcdde,  H.  2. 
Spencer,  '1".  difpenfer.     C. 
Spere,  JE. 

.Spyryng,  JE.  towering. 
Stale,  H.  I. 
Starks,  'Y.flalks. 
i^tttTCi,Jlairs. 
Stent,  T.  pained.     C. 
Steynccd,  JE. 
Storthc. 

Storven,  JE.  dead.     C. 
Straiighte,  JEflretchcd.     C. 
Strct,  J¥jf\rcleb.     C. 
Strev,  JE-flrive. 
Stringe,  G.Jlrong,     C. 
SufTycyl,  /!■:. 
Swarthc,  JE. 
Swartheing,  IE. 
Swarthlefs,  H.  2. 

Swelt-kcrvd,  E.  U.Jbori-livd.     C. 
Swoltcring,  JE. 
Swotie,  E.  W.firrrt.     C. 
Swytlie,  Swythen,  Swythyn,  quickly.     C, 
Sykc,  E  \\.fuch,fa.     C. 

T. 
Takelle,  T.  arro-.v.     C. 
lemt,  H.I. for  t:nt. 
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Tende,  T.  affind,  or  -waU,    C. 

Tene,  JE.fona'w. 

Tcntyflie,  E.  III.  carefully.     C. 

Tere,  J£-  health.     C. 

Thighte. 

Thoughten,  JE.  for  thought,    pa.  i.fmg.    q  ? 

Thyflen,  E.  II.  thcfe^  or  thofe.    q  ? 

Tochclod,  vE. 

Tore,  iE.  torch.     C. 

Trechit,  H.  2.  ioxtreget^dtceit. 

Treynted,  M. 

Tw7ghte,  E.  II.  duchid,  pulled.     C. 

Twyne,E.  I.  pli'ii,  or  pull.    C. 

Tynge,  Tyngue,  tongue. 

U. 
Val,  T.  helm.    C. 

Vcrnage,  H.  t.  -verHaceia.  Ital.  a  fort  of  rich  wine. 
Ugfomencfs,  >■£.  terror.     C, 

Ugfomme,  H.  II. /^rr;%.      C. — ]£..  terrible.      C. 
Unaknell'd,  H.  l.  ivithout  any  hiell  rung  for  them,  q? 
Unburlcd,  ^.  unarmed.     C. 
Unftcd,  M.  anointed.     C. 

Undelievre,  G.  unaBive.     C. 

Unenhantend,  ^.  unaccufiomed.    C. 

Unclpryte,  G.  unfpiiitcd.     C. 

Unhailie,  Ch.  unhappy.     C. 

Unliart,  P.  G.  unforgiving.     C. 

ITnlift,  E.  III.  unbounded.     C. 

I'nlored,  Ep.  unlearned.     C. 
Unlydgefull,  JE. 

Unplayte,  G. — Unplyte,  JE.  explain.     C. 

TJnquaeed,  E.  III.  unhurt.     C. 

Unfprytes,  JE.  w«-^'.'/x.     C. 

UntentyfF  G.  twcariful,  negleiied.     C. 

Unthylle,  T.  w/c/r/j.     C. 

Unwere,  K.  Ill,  /fwj/xj/?.     C. 

Volunde,  iE-  memory,  underjlanding.     C— G.  W/7/. 

c. 

Upriftc,  IP.,  rifen.     C. 

XJpryne,  H.  2. 

Upfwalynge,  IL.fivelling.     C. 

Walfome,  H.  2.  ttilatfomey  loathfome, 
Wailhope,  G.  defpair.      C. 
■U'ayld,  j^.  choiu-JeUaed. 
Waylinge,  E.  11.  dccreafng.    C. 


Wayne,  E.  III.  car.     C. 

Weef,  iE.  jfr;V/.     C. 

VV  e  Ike  d .  E .  1 1 1 .  ivitbered.     C. 

VVelkyn,  ]£..  heaven.     C. 

VVifeegger,  E.  III.  a  pbilofopher.     C. 

Wiffen,  JE..  -luijh. 

Wite,  G.  reivard.     C. 

Withe,  E.  III.  a  contraiStion  of  luUhcr.    C, 

Wollbnie,  Le.     See  ivalfrmt, 

Wraytes.     See  reyles. 

Wrynn,  T.  declare.     C. 

W'urche,  JE.  -.vork.     C. 

Wychencref,  JE..  ijuitchcrafl. 

Wyeic,  E.  \\. grief ,  trouble.     C 

Wynipled,  G.  mantled, cev<reJ.     C« 

Wynnynge,  JE. 

Yan,  JE.  than. 

Yaped,  Ep.  laughable.     C. 

Yatte,  T.  that.     C. 

Yblente,  JE.  blinded.     C. 

Ybroched,  G.  horned.     C. 

Ycorne,  JE. 

Ycorven,  T.  to  mould.     C. 

Ycrafcd,  T.  broken.     C. 

\  ennCfthcn. 

Yer,  E.  II.  tbtir, 

Yer,  JE.  your. 

Ygrove,  H.  a. 

Yinder,  JE.  ycnder. 

Yis,  this. 

Ylach'd,H.2. 

Ynhymc,  Ent.  interr.     C. 

Ynutile,  JE.  ufelfs. 

Yreaden,  H.  2. 

Yrougjhte,  H.  2.  ior  ywrouglit, 

Yfpei,  M.  dijpatchcd.     C. 

Yfpende,  T.  confider.     C. 

Yftorven   E  I.  dead.     C. 

Ytfel,  E.  I.  itfelf. 

Ywrcen,  E.  II.  covered.     C. 

Ywrinde,  M.  hid, covered.     C. 

Yyne,  iE.  thine. 

Z. 
Zabalui,  iE.  as  Saialus;  the  dcvU. 


MISCELLANIES. 


ETHELGAR, 

A  SAXON  POEM. 

'Tis  not  for  thee,  O  man  '.  to  murmuc  at  the  will 
of  the  Ahnlghty.  When  the  thunders  roar,  the 
Jightnings  fliine  on  the  riling  waves,  and  the  black 
clouds  fit  on  the  brow  of  the  lofty  hill ;  who  then 
proted^s  the  flying  deer,  fwift  as  a  fable  cloud, 
toft  by  the  whilUing  winds,  leaping  over  the  roll- 
ing floods,  to  gain  the  hoary  wood  :  whilft  the 
lightnings  fliine  on  his  cheft,  and  the  wind  rides 
over  his  horns?  when  the  wolf  roars;  terrible  as 
the  voice  of  the  Severn;  moving  majeftic  as  the 
nodding  forefts  on  the  brow  of  iMichel-ftow  ;  who 
then  commands  the  flieep  to  follow  the  fwain,  as 
the  beams  of  light  attend  upon  the  morning? — 
Know,  O  man  1  that  God  futTers  not  the  Icaft 
member  of  his  work  to  perilh,  without  anAver- 
jngthe  purpofe  of  their  creation.  The  evils  of  life, 
with  fome,  are  bleffings  :  and  the  plant  of  death 
healeth  the  wound  of  the  fword. — Doth  the  fea  of 
trouble  and  affliiflion  overwhelm  thy  foul,  look 
unto  the  Lord,  thou  flialt  ftand  fam  in  the  days 
of  temptation,  as  the  lofty  hill  of  Kinwulf;  in 
rain  fliall  the  waves  beat  againft  thee  ;  thy  rock 
fliall  Hand. 

Comely  as  the  white  rocks ;  bright  as  the  Aar 
of  the  evening;  tall  as  the  oak  upon  the  brow  of 
the  mountain ;  foft  as  the  lliowci-s  of  dew,  that  fall 
vpon  the  flowers  of  the  field,  Etlielgar  arofe,  the 
jiory  of  *  Exanceaftre  :  noble  were  his  anceftors, 
as  the  palace  of  the  great  Kenric  ;  his  foul,  with 
the  lark,  every  morning  afcended  the  fkies ;  and 
fportcd  in  the  clouds:  when  Iteajing  down  the 
fteep  mountain,  wrapt  in  a  lliower  of  fi):uigling 
dew,  evening  came  creeping  to  the  plain,  cJufing 
the  flowers  of  the  day,  (baking  her  pearly  fliow- 
ers  upon  the  ruftling  trees ;  then  v/as  his  voice 
heard  in  the  grove,  as  the  voice  of  the  nightingale 
upon  the  hawthorn  fpray  ;  he  fang  the  works  of 
the  Lord;  the  hollow  rocks  joined  in  his  devo- 
tions; the  (b.rs  danced  to  his  fong  ;  the  rolling 
years,  in  various  mantles  dreft,  confcft  him  man. 
—He  favv  Egwina  of  the  v^e  ;  his  foul  was  alto- 
nifhcd,  as  the  Britons  who  fled  before  the  fword 
of  Kenric;  flie  was  tall  as  the  towering  elm ; 
ftately  as  a  black  cloud  burfting  into  thunder  ;  fair 
as  the  wrought  bowels  of  the  earth  ;  gtnile  and 
fweet  as  tlie  morning  breeze  ;  beauteous  as  the 
fun  ;  bUilhing  like  the  vines  of  the  weft;  her  foul 
as  fair  is  the  azure  curtain  of  heaven.    She  law 

*  Evetcr, 


j  Etheigar ;  her  foft  foul  melted  as  the  flying  how 
)  before  the  fun.  The  iTirine  of  St.  Cuthbert  united 
them.  The  minutes  fled  on  the  golden  wings  of 
blifs.  Nine  horned  moons  had  dccTccd  the  flty, 
wiien  yElgar  law  the  light ;  he  was  like  a  young 
plant  upon  the  mountain's  fide,  or  the  fun  hid  in 
a  cloud  ;  he  felt  the  flrength  of  his  fire  ;  and, 
fwift  as  the  lightnings  of  heaven,  purfued  the 
wild  boar  of  the  wood.  The  morn  awoke  the  fun  ; 
who,  ftepping  from  the  mountain's  brow,  fliook 
his  ruddy  locks  upon  the  fliiniiig  dew;  yElgar 
arofe  from  fleep ;  he  feized  his  fword  and  fpear, 
and  iflued  to  the  chace.  As  waters  fwiftly  falling 
down  a  craggy  rock.fo  raged  young  /tlgar  through 
the  wood  ;  the  wild  boar  Ijit  his  fpear,  and  the  fox 
died  at  his  feet.  From  the  thicket  a  wolf  arofe, 
his  eyes  flaming  Like  two  ftars  ;  he  roared  like  tbo 
voice  of  the  temped;  hunger  made  him  furious, 
and  he  fled  like  a  falling  ngfteor  to  the  war. 
Like  a  thunder  bolt  tearing  the  black  rock,  J£\~ 
gar  darted  his  ipear  through  his  heart.  The  wolf 
raged  like  the  voice  of  many  waters,  and  feiz- 
ing  yElgar  by  the  throat,  he  fought  the  re- 
gions of  the  hleired. — The  wolf  died  upon  his 
body. — Etheigar  and  Egwina.  wept —They  wept 
like  the  rains  of  the  fpring ;  forrow  fat  upon 
them  as  the  black  clotids  upon  the  mountains, 
of  death  :  but  the  power  of  God  fettled  thei& 
hearts. 

The  golden  fun  arofe  to  the  highefl  of  his  pow- 
er ;  the  apple  perfumed  the  gale  ;  and  the  juicy 
grape  delighted  the  eye.  Etheigar  and  Egwi- 
na bent  their  way  to  the  mountain's  fide,  like  two 
ftars  that  move  through  the  Iky.  The  flowers 
grew  beneath  their  feet ;  the  trees  Ipread  out  their 
leaves;  the  fun  played  upon  the  rolling  brouk ; 
the  winds  gently  paffed  along.  Dark,  pitchy 
clouds  veiled  the  faee  of  the  fun  ;  the  winds  roar- 
ed like  the  noife  of  a  battle  ;  the  fwift  haii  de- 
fcended  to  the  ground  ;  the  lightnings  broke  from 
the  fable  clouds,  and  gilded  the  dark-brown  cor- 
ners of  the  ll<;y;  the  thunder  (hook  the  lofty  moun- 
tains i  the  tall  towers  nodded  to  their  foundations  ; 
the  bending  oaks  divided  the  wliiftling  wind  ;  the 
broken  flowers  fled  in  confnfion  round  the  moun- 
tain'i  fide.  Etheigar  and  Egwina  fought  the  fa- 
cred  fliade,  the  bleak  winds  roared  over  their 
heads,  and  the  waters  ran  over  their  feet.  Swift 
from  the  dark  cloud  the  lightning  came ;  the 
ikies  blulhed  at  the  fight.  Egwina  ftood  on  tht 
brow  of  the  lofty  hill,  like  an  oak  in  ihe^ fpring; 
the  lightnings  danced  about  her  garments,  and 
the  blafliri£  tlaaic  blackened  her  face :  the  Ihadcs 
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«f  death  fwam  before  her  eyes ;  and  (lie  fell 
breathlefs  down  the  black  fteep  rock  :  the  fea  re- 
eeived  her  body,  and  flie  rolled  down  with  the 
roaring  water. 

Ethelgar  ftood  terrible  a?  the  mountain  of  Main- 
dip;  the  waves  of  defpair  harrowed  up  his  foul, 
as  the  roaring  Severn  plows  the  fable  fand;  wild 
as  the  evening  wolf,  his  eyes  flione  like  the  red 
•vapours  in  the^-valley  of  the  dead  :  horror  fat  upon 
his  brow ;  like  a  bright  ftar  fliooting  through  the 
iky,  he  plunged  from  the  lofty  brow  of  the  hill, 
like  a  tall  oak  breaking  from  the  roaring  wind. 
Saint  Cuthbert  appeared  in  the  air ;  the  black 
clouds  fled  from  the  Iky  ;  the  fun  gilded  the  fpang- 
ling  meadows;  the  lofty  pine  ftood  ftill;  the  vio- 
lets of  the  vale  gently  moved  to  the  foft  voice  of 
the  wind ;  the  fun  fhone  on  the  bubbling  brook. 
The  faint,  arrayed  in  glory,  caught  the  falling 
mortal ;  as  the  foft  dew  of  the  morning  hangs  upon 
the  lofty  elm,  he  bore  him  to  the  fandy  beech, 
tvhilft  the  fea  roared  beneath  his  feet.  Ethelgar 
opened  his  eyes,  like  the  grey  orbs  of  the  morning, 
folding  up  the  black  mantles  of  the  night — Know, 
O  man  1  laid  the  member  of  the  blefled,  to  fub- 
mit  to  the  will  of  God  ;  he  is  terrible  as  the  face 
cf  the  earth,  when  the  waters  funk  to  their  habi- 
tations ;  gentle  as  the  facred  covering  of  the  oak  ; 
fecret  as  the  bottom  of  the  great  deep;  juft  as 
the  rays  of  the  morning.  Learn  that  thou  art  a 
man,  nor  repine  at  the  ftroke  of  the  Almighty, 
for  God  is  as  juft  as  he  is  great.  The  holy  vilion 
difappeared  as  the  atoms  fly  before  the  fun.  E- 
thelgar  arofe,  and  bent  his  way  to  the  college  of 
Kenewalcin ;  there  he  flouriflies  as  a  hoary  oak  in 
the  wood  of  Ardcn. 

Brt'/iol,  March  4,  1759.  D.  B. 

KENRICK. 

TRANSLATED  FROM  THE  SAXON. 

When  winter  yelled  through  the  leaflefs  grove  ; 
■when  the  black  waves  rode  over  the  roaring  winds, 
•and  the  dark-brown  clouds  hid  the  face  of  the  fun  ; 
when  the  filver  brook  ftood  ftill,  and  fnow  en- 
Tironed  the  top  of  the  lofty  mountain  ;  when  the 
flowers  appeared  not  in  the  blafted  fields,  and  the 
boughs  of  the  leaflefs  trees  bent  with  the  loads  of 
ice  ;  when  the  howling  of  the  wolf  affrighted  the 
darkly  glimmering  light  of  the  weftern  Iky  ;  Ken- 
rick,  terrible  as  the  tempeft,  young  as  the  fnake 
of  the  valley,  ftrong  as  the  mountain  of  the  flain  ; 
his  armour  fliining  like  the  ftars  in  the  dark  night, 
Avhen  the  moon  is  veiled- in-fable,  and  the  blafting 
■winds  howl  over  the  wide  plain  ;,  his  (liield  like 
the  black  rock,  prepared  himfelf  for  war. 
■  Ceolwelf  of  the  high  mountain,  who  viewed 
the  firft  rays  of  the  morning  ftar,  fwift  as  the  fly- 
ing deer,  ftrong  as  a  young  oak,  fierce  as  an  even- 
ing wolf,  drew  his  fword  ;  glittering  like  the  blue 
"Vapours  in  the  valley  of  Horfo  ;  terrible  as  the  red 
lightning,  burfting  from  the  dark-brown  clouds: 
his  fwift  bark  rode  over  the  foaming  waves,  like 
the  wind  in  the  tempeft ;  the  arches  fell  at  his 
blow,  and  he  wrapt  the  towers  in  flames ;  he  fol- 
lowed Kenrick,  like  a  wolf  roaming  for  prey. 

Gentwin  of  the  vale  arofe,  he  feized  the  mafly 
^pear  J  terrible  was  his  voice,  great  was  his  ftrength ; 


)  he  hurled  the  rocks  into  the  fea,  and  broke  the 
ftrong  oaks  of  the  foreft.  Slow  in  the  race  as  tha 
minutes  of  impatience.  His  fpear,  like  the  fury 
of  a  thunderbolt,  fwept  down  whole  armies;  his 
enemies  melted  before  him,  like  the  ftones  of  hail 
at  the  approach  of  the  fun. 

Awake,  O  Eldulph  !  thou  that  fleepeft  on  the 
white  mountain,  with  the  faireft  of  women:  no 
more  purUie  the  dark-btown  wolf;  arife  from 
the  moffy  bank  of  the  falling  waters;  let  thy  gar- 
ments be  ftained  m  blood,  and  the  ftreams  of  life 
difcolour  thy  girdle  ;  let  thy  flowing  hair  be  hid 
in  a  helmet,  and  thy  beauteous  countenance  be 
writhed  into  terror. 

Egward,  keeper  of  the  barks,  arife  like  the  roar- 
ing waves  of  the  fea  :  purlue  the  black  companies 
of  the  enemy. 

Ye  Saxons,  who  live  in  the  air  and  glide  over 
the  ftars,  act  like  yourlelves. 

Like  the  murmuring  voice.of  the  Severn,  fwel- 
led  with  rain,  the  Saxons  moved  along ;  like  a 
bla2ing  ftar  the  fword  of  Kenrick  flione  among 
the  Britons  ;  Tenyan  bled  at  his  feet;  like  the  red 
lightning  of  Heaven  he  burnt  up  the  ranks  of  his 
enemy. 

Gentwin  raged  like  a  wild  boar.  Tatward 
fported  in  blood,  armies  melted  at  his  ftroke.  El- 
dulph was  a  flaming  vapour,  deftrudlion  fat  upon 
his  fword.  Ceolwolf  was  drenched  in  gore,  but 
fell  like  a  rock  before  the  fword  of  Mervin. 

Egward  purfued  the  flayer  of  his  friend;  the 
blood  of  Mervin  fmoked  on  his  hand. 

Lik«  the  rage  of  a  tempeft  was  the  noife  of 
the  battle ;  like  the  roaring  of  the  torrent, 
gufliing  from  the  brow  of  the  lofty  mountain,     • 

The  Britons  fled,  like  a  black  cloud  dropping 
hail,  flying  before  the  howling  winds. 

Ye  virgins  1  arife  and  welcome  back  the  purfu- 
ers ;  deck  their  brows  with  chaplets  of  jewels; 
fpread  the  branches  of  the  oak  beneath  their  feet, 
Kenrick  is  returned  from  the  war,  the  clotted  gore 
hangs  terrible  upon  his  crooked  fword,  like  the 
noxious  vapours  on  the  black  rock  j  his  knees  are 
red  with  the  gore  of  the  foe. 

Ye  fons  of  the  fong,  found  the  inftruments  of 
mufic  ;  ye  virgins,  dance  around  him. 

Coftan  of  the  lake,  arife,  take  thy  harp  from  the 
willow,  fing  the  praife  of  Kenrick,  to  the  fweet 
found  of  the  white  waves  finking  to  the  foundation 
of  the  black  rock. 

Rejoice,  O  ye  Saxons  I  Kenrick  is  vidlori^ 
ous. 

CERDICK. 

TRANSLATED  FROM  THE  SAXON. 

The  rofe-crowned  dawn  dances  on  the  top  of  the 
lofty  hilL  Arife,  O  Cerdick,  from  the  mofly  bed, 
for  the  noife  of  the  chariots  is  heard  in  the  val- 
leys. 

Ye  Saxons,  draw  the  fword,  prepare  the  flying 
dart  of  death  :  fwift  as  the  glancing  fight  meet  the 
foe  upon  the  brow  of  the  hill,  and  caft  the  war- 
riors headlong  into  the  roaring  ftreara. 

The  fwords  of  the  Saxons  appear  on  the  high 
rock,  like  tjie  lake  of  death  reflecting  thte  beards 
of  the  morning  fun. 
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The  Britons  begin  to  afrend  the  ragged  frag- 
ments of  the  flirinking  rock  :  thick  as  the  hail  in 
the  howling  ftorna,  driven  down  the  mountain's 
fide,  the  Ton  of  the  tempeft  ;  the  chariot,  and 
the  horfe  roll  in  confufion  to  the  biood-ftaintd 
vale. 

Sons  of  war,  defcend,  let  the  river  be  fwelled 
with  the  fmoaking  ftream*  ot  life,  and  the  muun. 
tain  of  the  (lain  afcend  to  the  ftars. 

They  fall  beneath  the  fpcar  of  Cerdirk. 

Skdda  ii  a  flarae  of  fire.  Kenbcrt  fcatters  the 
never-erring  fliaft  of  death.  Allla  ij  a  tempeft, 
a  cloud  burfting  in  blood,  a  winter's  wind  blatt- 
ing  the  foul  :  his  knees  are  encircled  with  life- 
warm  gore,  his  white  robe  is  like  the  morning 
iky.  Ceaulin's  fpear  is  exalted  like  the  ftar  of 
the  evening  ;  his  fallen  enemies  rife  in  hilh  around 
him. 

The  aiflions  of  Cerdick  aftonifh  the  fowl ;  the 
foe  is  melted  from  the  field,  and  the  gods  have  loft 
tkeir  facrifice. 

Cerdick  leans  upon  his  fpear,  he  fings  the  praifes 
of  the  gods:  let  the  image  be  liiled  with  the  bo- 
dies of  the  dead,  for  the  foe  is  fwept  away  like 
purple  bloom  of  the  grape,  no  more  to  be  feen. 
The  facred  flames  afcend  the  clouds,  the  warriors 
dance  around  it.  The  evening  flowly  throws  her 
dulky  vale  over  the  face  of  the  fun. 

Cerdick  arofe  in  his  tent. 

Ye  fons  of  war,  who  (hake  the  filver  javelin  and 
the  pointed  (liicld,  arife  from  the  fotl  llumbers  ui 
the  night,  aliemble  to  council  at  the  tent  of  Cer- 
dick. 

From  the  dark-brown  fpring,  fiona  the  verdant 
top  of  the  impending  rock,  from  the  flowery 
vale,  and  the  coppiced  heath,  the  chiefs  of  the  war 
arofe. 

Graceful  as  the  flower  that  overlooks  the  filver 
ftream,  the  mighty  Cerdick  Itood  among  the  war- 
riors: attention  fcals  up  their' lips. 

Why  will  ye  fleep,  ye  Saxons,  whilft  the  hatig- 
ing  mountain  of  fortune  ireniblci  over  our  heads  • 
let  us  gird  on  the  reeking  iword,  and  wrap  in 
flame  the  town  of  Doranceaflre  :  ftrong  as  the 
loundation  of  the  earth,  Iwift  as  the  impetuous 
ftream,  deadly  as  the  corrupted  air,  foddtn  as  the 
whirlwind  piercing  to  the  hidden  bed  of  the  fea, 
artned  in  the  red  lightnings  of  the  Itorm,  will 
we  come  upon  the  foe.  Prepare  the  fword 
and  fliield,  and  follow  the  defcendant  of  Wo- 
den. 

As  when  the  fable  clouds  inceflfantly  defcend  in 
riversof  rain  to  the  wood-crowned  hilli,  the  foun- 
tiation  of  the  ground  is  loofcncd,  and  the  forelt 
gently  Aides  to  the  valley,  fuch  was  the  appearance 
of  the  warriors,  moving  to  the  city  of  Doran- 
ceaftrc  :  the  fpears  appeared  like  the  ft.irs  of  the 
Mack  night,  their  fpreading  flijeld*  like  the  even- 
ing  flcy. 

Turn  your  eyes,  O  yc  Saxons,  to  the  diftant 
mountain:  on  the  fpreading  top  a  company  is 
feen:  they  are  like  the  loculis  of  the  eaft,  like  a 
dark-brown  cloud  expanding  in  the  wind:  they 
come  down  the  hills  like-  the  (toiie^  of  hail;  the 
javelin  nods  over  the  heim  ;  death  fpori^  in  their 
lliadow?.  They  are  children  of  Woden:  fee  the 
jod  of  bank  fatiJ  the  a.r,  the  red  fword  wavcb  in 


their  banner.  Ye  fons  of  battfe,  titbit  their  aft. 
proach,  let  their  eyes  be  feaftcd  with  tht  c'a  lets 
of  virtory. 

It  is  Kenrick  !  I  fee  the  lightning  on  his  fhield! 
h's  eyes  are  two  ftars,  his  arm  is  the  arrow  of 
death  '.  he  drinks  the  blood  of  the  foe,  as  the  rayi 
of  the  fummer  fun  drink  the  foftly  ftealing  brook: 
he  moves  like  the  moon,  attended  by  the  ftars- 
his  bloud-ftained  robe  flics  aronnd  him,  like  the 
white  clouds  of  the  evening,  tinged  with  the  red 
beams  of  the  finking  fun. 

See  ih«  chaplet  hangs  on  his  h»!m  :  fliade  him, 
O  ye  fons  of  war,  with  the  pointed  fliicld. 

Kenrick  approaches ;  the  fhiclds  of  the  brave 
hang  over  his  head.  He  fpeaks ;  attention  dances 
on  the  ear.  • 

Son  of  Woden,  receive  a  conquering  fon  :  the 
bodies  of  the  flnin  rife  in  mountains;  the  afhes  of 
the  towns  choke  up  the  river  ;  the  roaring  ftream 
ot  Severn  is  tilled  with  the  ffaughtered  fons  of 
thunder  ;  the  warriors  hang  upon  the  clifls  of  the 
red  rocks ;  the  mighty  men,  like  the  f-cr.fi^e  of 
yerterday,  will  be  feen  no  more  ;  the  briar-  ftiall 
bide  the  plain  ;  the  grafs  dwell  in  the  defolate  ha- 
bitation;  the  wolffliall  fleep  in  the  palace,  and 
the  fox  in  the  temple  of  the  gods,  the  fheep  (hall 
wander  without  a  Ihepherd,  and  the  goats  be  fcat- 
tcreu  in  the  liigh  mountains,  like  the  furrows  on 
the  bank  of  the  fwelling  flood  ;  the  cnemiis  are 
iwept  away  ;  the  gods  ..re  glutted  with  blood, 
and  peace  antes  from  the  folitary  grove. 

Joy  wantons  in  the  eye  of  Cerdick.  By  the 
powers  that  fend  the  tempeft.  the  red  lightning, 
and  roaring  thunder;  by  the  god  of  war,  whofe 
delight  is  in  blood,  and  who  preys  upon  the  fouls 
of  the  brave  ;  by  the  powers  of  the  great  deep,  I 
fwearthat  Kenrick  fliail  fit  on  my  throne,  guide 
the  fsnguiiic  fpcar  of  war,  and  the  glittering 
fceptre  of  peace. 

Cerdick  girds  his  fon  with  the  fword  of  royalty: 
the  warriors  dance  around  him  :  the  clanging 
Ihitlds  echo  to  the  diliaut  vales;  the  fires  afrend 
the  (kies;  the  town  of  Uoranceaihe  incrtalcs  the 
flame,  and  the  great  image  us  red  with  the  blood 
ot  the- riprives:  the  cries  of  the  burning  foe  are 
drowned  in  the  fongs  of  joy;  the  a(he,  of  the 
linage  axe  fcatiertJ  in  the  air,  the  bones  ot  the 
loe  are  Lroiicn  to  dull. 

Great  is  the  valour  of  Cerdick,  great  is  the 
ftrength  ut  Kenrick. 

Bnjio/,  M/y  z^.  Q  B, 

GODRED  CROVAN. 


Compo/i'd  l-y  Dopnal  Sytrk  Scheld  ofCodredCia^ 
la/i,  King  oj  the  Jjle  of  Man. 

Arisi,  O  fon  of  Haraid  the  Black,  for  the  fnn 
of  Syrric  deeps  upon  the  mountain,  und'r  the 
mofiy  rock  ;  prepafe  thy  filver  lance,  rtiake  the 
clotted  gore  of  the  wolf  Irom  thy  fpreading  lliield; 
Fingal  or  the  brown  lake,  whofe  fword  divides  ilie 
lolty  pine,  whole  fpcar  is  ever  moift  with  the 
biootl  of  the  flain,  will  afTift  thy  arm.  CuUifm 
who  flecps  on  the  brow  of  the  mountain,  whofe 
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ftet  are  fwift  as  the  days  of  mirth,  will  draw  forth 
Ills  troops  from  the  foreft.  The  lions  of  the  plain, 
Morvor  and  Eflyr,  will  fwell  thy  army,  as  the 
falling  rain  fwelis  the  filver  brook  ;  they  wait  for 
thy  prefence,  as  the  brown  meadow  for  the 
fpring ;  they  will  flioot  out  in  blo^,d,  and  blofl'om 
in  vidlory. 

Godred  Crovan,  fon  of  Harald  the  Black,  whofe 
name  has  put  to  flight  armies,  arife. 

Godred  arofe ;  he  met  the  chiefs  on  the  plain ; 
they  fat  down,  and  feafted  till  the  evening  :  there 
fat  Cochlin  with  the  long  fpear,  whofe  arm  is  a 
thunderbolt :  on  the  banks  of  the  fea  he  fought 
^n  hoft,  and  rained  blood  on  the  plain  of  Mtrvor  : 
brown  is  his  face  as  the  fun-burnt  heath ;  llropg 
his  arm  as  the  roaring  fea  :  he  Ihook  his  black 
locks  like  clouds  toffcd  by  the  winds  :  he  fitigs 
the  long  of  joy.  Godwin  of  the  rulhy  plain  lay 
upon  the  Ikin  of  the  wolf;  his  eyes  are  itars,  his 
blows  are  lightning.  Tatwallin  fat  by  his  fide, 
he  fung  fweet  as  the  birds  of  fpring,  he  fought 
like  the  angry  lien. 

O  Tatwallin  '.  fing  the  adions  of  Harold  the 
Swiff. 

Tatwallin  arofe  from  his  feat,  the  horn  of  mirth 
graced  his  right-hand. 

I-Iear,  ye  ions  of  blood,  whilft  the  horn  of  mirth 
is  refrelhing  your  fouls,  the  aiflions  of  Harold  the 
Swift. 

"  The  wolf  of  Norway  beat  his  anlace  on  his 
giver  fliield  ;  the  Ions  of  war  aflembled  around 
him  :  fuain  of  the  cletuhill  fliook  the  fpear  on  his 
left ;  and  Harald  the  Black,  the  liun  of  Iceland,  on 
his  right,  dyed  in  gore.  Fergus  of  the  fpreading 
hills  was  cafed  in  black  armour  ;  his  eyes  flione 
with  rage,  his  fword  fported  with  the  beams  of 
the  fun. 

"  Warriors,"  faid  the  chief  of  the  hoft,  "  let  us 
aflault  the  foe  ;  fwift  as  the  hawk  let  u^fly  to  the 
war;  ftrong  as  the  bull,  fierce  as  the  wolf,  will 
we  rage  m  the  fight :  the  followers  of  Harold,  the 
fon  of  Godwin,  lliall  melt  away  as  the  fummer 
clouds ;  they  fliall  fall  like  the  flowers  of  the  field  ; 
their  fouls  will  fade  with  the  blading  of  our  va- 
lour. 

"  Swain  prepares  for  war;  he  founds  the  bra- 
zen helmet ;  his  followers  lift  high  the  deadly 
fpear. 

The  fon  of  Godwin  appears  on  the  bridge; 
his  banner  waves  in  the  wind  ;  like  a  ftorm' he 
fcattered  the  troops  of  Swain. 

"  Edmund  fliot  the  arrows  of  death. 

"  Madded  by  defeat.  Swam  plunged  into  his 
band  :  the  fword  of  Edmund  founded  on  his  hel- 
met ;  their  filver  fiilelds  were  heard  upon  the 
flream  ;  the  fword  cf  Edmund  funk  to  the  heart  of 
the  fon  of  Egwin  ;  he  bit  the  bloody  fand  at  his 
feet. 

"  Harald  the  Black  flood  on  the  bridge  ;  he 
fwelled  the  river  with  gore  :  he  divides  the  head 
of  Edmund,  as  the  lightning  tears  the  top  of  the 
ilroiig  rock  :  armies  melted  before  him  ;  none  can 
Avithftand  his  rage.  The  fon  of  Godwin  views  him 
from  the  hill  of  death  ;  he  feized  the  flaming  ban- 
iier,  and  founds  the  filver  Ihield. 

Girth,  Leofric,  and  Moicar,  pillars  of  the 
«rar,  fly  to  his  Ihadow  -.  v.-itli  a  troop  of  knights, 
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fierce  as  evening  ivolves,  they  befet  Harald  the 
Black;  like  a  tempeft  they  rage,  like  a  rock  he 
repels  their  aflault :  hills  of  the  flain  arife  before 
him  ;  the  courfe  of  the  ftream  is  turned  afide. 

"  Warriors,"  faid  the  fon  of  Godwin,  "  though 
we  rage  like  a  tempeft,  like  a  rock  he  repels  our 
aflault.  Morcar,  let  one  of  thy  knights  defcend 
beneath  the  bridge,  and  pierce  him  through  the 
back  with  a  fpear. 

"  Selwin,  fwift  as  a  falling  meteor,  fhot  be- 
neath the  wave ;  the  fliarp  fpear  pierces  through 
the  back  of  Harald  the  Black ;  he  falls  like  a 
mountain  in  an  earthquake  ;  his  eyes  fhot  fire, 
and  his  teeth  gnaflied  with  rage  :  he  dies. 

"  The  hopes  of  Norway  are  no  more  ;  Harold 
the  Swift  led  his  troops  to  the  bridge  ;  they  dart- 
ed at  the  fight  of  the  mighty  body,  they  wept, 
they  fled. 

"  Thee,  Godred,  only  thee  '.  of  all  the  thou- 
fands  of  the  war,  prepared  thy  fword  for  battle  • 
they  dragged  thee  from  the  field. 

"  Great  was  the  forrow  of  the  fons  of  Norway." 

Tatwallin  ended  hisfong,  the  chiefs  arofe  from 
the  green  plain  ;  they  alleLnble  their  troops  on  the 
banks  of  Lexy. 

Ceormond,  with  the  green  fpear,  raartialled  his 
band  :  he  deduced  his  lineage  from  Woden,  and 
difplayed  the  fliield  of  Penda.  Strong  as  the  tower 
of  Pendragon  on  the  hill,  furious  as  the  fouls  of 
the  unburied  warriors;  his  company  were  all 
chiefs.  Upon  the  high  hills  he  encountered  iMo- 
ryoii ;  like  dartiing  waves,  they  ruflied  to  the  war; 
their  fwords  rained  blood  to  the  valley  beneath. 
Moryon,  wild  as  the  winter's  wind,  raged  in  the 
fight ;  the  pointed  javelin  quivered  in  his  breafl;  j 
he  rolled  down  the  high  hill.  Son  of  Woden,  great 
was  thy  might ;  by  thy  hand  the  two  fons  of  Of* 
mor  fell  to  the  valley. 

H«w  are  thy  warriors  ftretched  upon  the  bank 
of  the  Lexy,  like  willows  1 

Ealward,  of  the  brown  rock,  who  dyes  his  an- 
lace in  the  blood  of  the  wolves  of  the  hill,  whole 
fpear,  like  a  ftar,  blafts  the  fouls  of  the  foe  ;  fee,  he 
fleeps  with  the  chiefs  upon  the  Ikin  of  the  wolf; 
the  battle  is  raging  in  his  fancy  j  he  grafps  the 
bloody  fpear  ;  his  enemies  fly  before  him  ;  joy  and 
rage  dance  on  his  brow  :  thus  fleeping,  he  is  as  the 
fun  flightly  covered  with  a  cloud. 

Dugnal,  who  inhabits  the  ifles,  whofe  barks  are 
fwifter  than  the  wind,  ftands  on  the  bank  of  the 
rtream  ;  his  eyes  are  bent  on  the  fpangliiig  wave; 
his  hands  prefs  the  filver-headed  fpear ;  he  is  a  liott 
in  the  war,  in  the  council  wife  as  the  ancient 
priefl:s. 

Wiiver  ftands  on  the  right  hand  of  Godred  ;  he 
is  a  rock,  UBmoved  by  the  temped  of  war. 

Lagmau  is  a  young  oak;  he  flouriflies  in  th« 
heat  of  the  glory  of  his  fire  :  the  warriors  are  like 
the  ftars  of  the  winter  night. 

The  noife  of  a  multitude  is  heard  from  the 
hills:  Godred  fets  hjs  troops  in  order  for  war; 
they  are  feen  on  the  brow  of  the  hill.  Many  are 
the  foes  of  Godred  ;  great  is  the  courage  of  his' 
warriors. 

Raignald  of  the  ifles  attends  the  chiefs  of  his 
foes ;  his  arm  is  ftrong  as  the  flourifliing  oak  ;  his 
wifdom  deep  as  the  black  lake  ;  his  uvift  fliips 
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flew  over  the  waves;  he  defied   to   battle   the 
priace  of  the  mountains 

BladJyn  fell  by  his  hand  ;  he  burnt  the  palace 
of  the  wood  ;  the  horn,  cmbofled  with  gold,  /^rac- 
ed  his  r^ioils;  he  returned  to  his  caltie  over  a  fea 
of  blood. 

Dunhelm  bears  the  banner  of  the  foe ;  he  is  the 
dragon  of  the  molly  plain;  he  kept  the  water  of 
the  feven  fpi  i!i<;s.  SVynfylt  and  his  warriors  fought 
to  bear  away  the  water  in  the  horn  of  hofpitaj^ty. 
Dunhelm  arofe  from  his  ftrong  fort ;  bis  aiJace 
glittered  over  his  head. 

Children  of  the  hills  (faid  the  fon  of  Olave), 
reftore  the  water  to  the  gently-runninjj  Itream. 

The  foil  of  Meurig  anfwered  not ;  the  anlace  of 
Dunhelm  divided  his  head;  his  blows  fell  like  the 
llqnes  of  hall,  when  the  loud  winds  (hake  the  top 
of  the  lofly  tree ;  the  warriors  fled  like  the  clouds 
of  night,  at  the  f.pprosch  of  the  fun. 

Jtlgir,  from  the  borders  of  Northumberland, 
xv^s  among  the  enemies  of  ijodred  Crovan,  fon  of 
Harald  the  Black  :  ht-  If  ri  h:s  troop  down  ihe  hiil, 
and  bctjao  the  fij^.it  'vith  Ofpiay  :  like  the  ra;;in^ 
of  the  i.:ke  of  blooci,  when  ihe  loud  wiiuis  whiltie 
ever  the  llsarp  clifi's  of  the  rock,  was  the  noifc  of 
the  battle. 

Siimuierlcd  rcfe  in  the  fight  like  the  ray;  of  the 
inoi"niiig;  blood  beamed  about  him;  his  r.elmet 
fell  from  his  he  ad  ;  his  eyts  were  Uke  the  lights 
upon  the  billows. 

Odtha,  «tio  fought  for  Godreii,  oppofed  the  paf- 
fagc  of  Lis  lage  ;  his  ihield  was  Lke  the  niiug  fun, 
his  fpear  the  tower  of  Mabyn  ;  ttie  fpear  of  oum- 
merled  founded  on  the  ihieid  ol  Oc^ha;  he  heard 
the  IhriU  cry  of  jr^y,  as  the  broken  weapo.i  iell  to 
the  ground:  his  fword  fell  upon  the  Ihoulder  of 
Summerleo  ,  he  gnalhcd  his  teeth,  and  died. 

Ofpray,  like  a  lion,  ravages  the  band  of  Elgar. 
Odlhi  tbliows  behiud  him,  dying  his  long  wUite 
xobe  in  biood. 

Etgar  llier.  to  the  fon  of  Vorti ;  his  fpear  founds 
upon  his  heimct ;  the  fword  of  Ociha  aivides  the 
fliield  of  Elgar:  the  Northumbrian  warriur  re- 
tires to  his  band.  Dunhehn  drives  his  !owg  Ipear 
through  the  heart  of  0<'^ha ;  he  falis  to  the  ground. 
Wiivtr  fets  his  foot  upon  hisbitathlefscorple,  and 
huxies  him  beneath  the  bodies  of  the  ioe. 
,  K.aignaid,  with  hLsban<*.  dies  to  the  relief  of 
Danhelm  :  the  troops-  oi  W'llver  arwi  Olpray  flowly 
letire.  Dunhelm  falls  by  the  javelin  ot  an  un- 
known warrior  j  ^  fails  die  eagle  bj^the  arrow  of 
the  child. 

Raigiiald  rages Kkc  the  fires  of  the  mountain; 
the  troops  of  DugnaL  and  Ceutmond  melt  before 
iim. 

Dugnalliftsfugh  his  troad  flhield  againft  tlic 
fcreaft  of  Raignald ;  his  fword  hangs  over  his 
kead  ;  the  troops  of  Haignald  retire  with  the.r 
chief.  Ealward,  and  the  ion  of  Harald  the  Bl<i.ck^ 
fly  to  the  near:  the  toe  retire  bctoi-e  them.  Kaig- 
BjJd  encourages  his  men ;  like  au  eagle  be  riges 
m  the  nght. 

The  troop* of  Godred  halt :  the  bands  of  Dag- 
aal  And  Ccormond  furfake  their  leaders. 

Godnd  retirtti  to  th€  batik  of  tt.e  Lexy  ;  the  foe 
Icl'.uwed  behicHul,  hut  were  driven  back  with 
fiiitme.  On  t^gc  bajJi.  ai  ihx  Li::;y  the  •Wiiviars 
aic  Icatiucd,  like  bcokoi  tizki^ 


Godred  founds  the  filver  (hield  ;  the  chiefs  »C 
fcmblc  round  his  tent. 

Let  us  again  to  the  war,  O  chiefs  I  and  drive 
the  foe  over  the  mountains. 

They  prepare  for  war;  Dugnal  leads  the  wolves 
of  the  ifle  ;  with  a  loud  voice  they  began  the  fight. 
Ealward  fall^  by  the  fword  of  Raignald.  Cullifin 
fcatters  the  javelins  of  fate.  Fingal  rages  in  the 
fight,  but  fell  by  the  fword  of  Elgar. 

Cochlin  heard  the  dying  groans  of  his  friend; 
his  fword  pierced  the  heart  of  Elgar ;  he  fell  up- 
on the  body  of  Fingal. 

Morvor  and  ElTyr  raged  like  fons  of  blood ; 
thoufands  fell  around  them.  Godwin  fcattered 
(laughter  through  the  hoft  of  the  foe.  Tatwallin 
(weeps  down  the  thief  of  the  battle;  like  the  noife 
of  torrents  rolling  down  the  high  mountains,  is 
the  noife  of  the  fight ;  the  feet  of  the  warriors  are 
wet  with  blood  ;  the  fword  of  Cochliii  is  broken; 
his  fpear  pierces  through  the  foe  like  lightning 
through  the  oak  :  the  chiefs  of  Godred  fill  the 
tield  with  the  bodies  of  the  dead  :  the  night  ap- 
proaches. atKi  vi(ftory  is  undecided  :  the  black 
clouds  bend  to  the  earth;  Raigoald  and  Godred 
both  retire. 

The  chiets  of  Godred  affembled  at  the  tent  of 
council :  Tatwallin  arofe  and  fung  : 

"  When  the  flowers  arofe  in  the  verdant  mea- 
dows, when  the  birds  of  fpring  were  heard  in  the 
grove  of  Thor,  the  fon  of  Vidia  prepared  his 
knights  lor  war;  ftrong  as  the  mofly  tomb  rf 
Urlic,  were  the  warriors  he  had  chofe  for  his  band; 
tl)v.y  ilTued  out  to  the  war.  Wccca  fliook  the 
crooked  anlace  at  their  head. 

"  Halt  J'  faid  the  fon  of  Vifta  ;  "  let  the  troop* 
(tand  il  '11 :  lliU  as  the  filent  wood,  when  the  winds 
arc  laid  ailcep,  the  Saxons  ftood  on  the  fprcadiog 
plain, 

"  Sons  of  blood !"  faid  the  immortal  Wecca, 
"  the  foe  agaiiVl  whom  we  muft  f.ght,  are  ftrong- 
er  than  the  whole  powri>f  our  ki'ig  ;  let  the  fon 
of  Henna,  with  three  hundred  wjrrior^,  l>e  .iid  ia 
the  dc'.rk-brown  wood  ;  when  tue  er.eray  famt  hi 
ihe  batiK*,  let  thein  f^read  iae*nfclves  nke  tb* 
burftin<j  cloud,  and  ruin  a  iliowci  of  bicocl ;  tha 
foe  will  be  weakened,  aitonilhe.?.  and  fly. 
-  "  The  warriors  held  their  broad  flueUs  over 
the  head  of  the  fon  of  Vicla  ;  they  gave  Iv.va  thft 
chapUt  of  viAory,  ar>d  fang  the  fong  ol  jo; . 

"•  Heanack,  with  the  h'.wer  of  the  war,  retiiw 
ed  to  the  dark-brown  wood  :  the  fim  arofe  arrays 
ed  in  garments  of  blood  ;  Wecca  led  his  men  to 
the  battle:  like  bears  they  rag«d  mtbeCght^ 
yet  the  enemy  iled  not,  neith.;r  were  they  nx>ved3 
the  tight  continued  (ill  noon  ;  the  troops  of  ihe  foB 
of  V'\c\n  fouj;ht  like  the  dragons  of  the  raountain; 
the  foe  falrjcd  ;  they  were  weakened,  yet  they 
tied  not. 

"  The  fon  of  Ilenna  drew  forth  bis  band  to  the 
piaiii ;  like  a  temptlt  they  fell  u^ioa  the  foe;  they 
were  aftonithed ;  they  fled. 

"  Goc'ted  Crovan,  fon  of  Harald  the  Black,  Am 
lion  of  liiiand,  and  all  the  warriors  ^ho  Eght  in 
his  caufe,  let  >jj>  purfue  the  fame  melbotl ;  Ut  the 
mountain  of  SecjJ»»ll  cobccal  Dngnal,  and  thrta 
hundred  ctwien  wamors,  from  the  eyes  of  Raif- 
naid ;  vahen  he  li  ipect  in  tiie  Sght>  let  th^m  ifli-« 
to  the  v<«." 


Godred  arofe  from  his  throne,  he  led  Tatwallin 
ito  a  feat  at  bis  right-hand. 

1  Dugnal  prepares  his  troop  ;  fing,  O  Tatwallin, 
'the  actions  of  Hengift  and  Horfa. 
I  Tatwallin  arofe  from  his  feat  : 
j  "  When  the  black  clouds  Hooped  uelow  the 
[tops  of  the  high  hills,  when  the  v.'olf  came  foith 
from  the  wood,  when  the  branches  of  the  pine 
Iperiflied,  when  the  yews  only  fmiled  upon  the 
iruffet-heath,  the  fons  of  V/oden  led  the  furious 
Iwarriors  to  the  bank  of  the  fwift  ftream  ;  there 
ifat  the  horfe  of  the  hill,  whole  crooked  fword 
jihone  like  the  ftar  of  the  evening. 

"  Peada  was  the  banner  of  the  hills  :  when  he 
[waved  his  golden  torce  upon  the  bodies  of  the 
jllain,  the  hearts  of  his  companions  beamed  with 
ivitflory  :  he  joined  the  numerous  bands  of  the  fons 
[of  V>'oden;  iSie  a  fwelling  ftream  they  enter  the 
iborders  of  the  land  of  Cuccurcha. 

"  Lecca  of  the  brown  valley  founds  the  (liield  ; 
khe  king  of  Urrin  hears  the  found,  he  ifarts  from 
[his  feat  :  alTemble  the  lions  of  war,  for  the  enemy 
,are  upon  the  borders. 
I     "  Sons    of    Morven,    upon    whofe    fliields   are 


ifeen  the  hawk  and  the  ferpent,  fwift  as  the  wind 
|fiy  to  the  warriors  of  Abon's  ftream  ;  fons  of 
[war,  prepare  the  fpreading  fliield,  the  fword  of 
ifiie,  the  fpear,  the  azure  banner  made  facred  by 
jthe  God. 

"  Cuccurcha  iffues  to  the  war,  as  an  enemy's 
wolf  to  the  field. 

"  Selward,  whofe  face  is  a  fummer  cloud, 
Ijfleaming  with  the  recent  lightning  of  the  ftorms, 
lliakes  the  broad  anlace. 

"  Eadgar  and  Emmieldred,  fons  of  the  mighty 
Rovan,  who  difcomfitted  Ofniron  with  his  fteeds 
of  fire,  when  the  god  of  war,  the  blood  ftained 
iWoden,  pitched  his  tent  on  the  bank  of  the  wide 
lake,  are  feen  in  the  troop. 

I  "  Creadda,  whofe  feet  are  like  thofe  of  the 
ihorfe,  lifts  high  the  filver  lliield. 
I  "  On  the  plain,  near  the  palace  of  Frica, 
Ihe  encountered  with  Egward ;  their  fwords 
irained  blood,  fliields  echoed  to  the  valley  of 
jflaughter. 

i  *•  Thefe  were  the  warriors  of  Cucchurcha,  the 
llions  of  the  war. 

I  '*  Hengift  and  Horfa  met  them  on  the  fandy 
[plain;  the  ftiafts  of  death  clouded  the  fun,  fwift 
las  the  fliips  of  Horfa,  ftrong  as  the  arm  of  Su- 
Ichullin:  Peada  ravaged  the  band  of  Cuccurcha 
ilike  a  mountain.  Eadgar  fuftained  the  blow  of 
jHengift ;  great  was  the  fury  of  Emmieidied, 
jJiis  fpear  divided  the  broad  lliield,  his  anlace 
jfunk  into  the  heart :  the  fword  ot  Anyoni  pierced 
[the  breaft  ofCuccurcha,  he  fell  like  an  oak  to  the 
plain. 

I  "  Creadda  rages  in  the  battle,  he  is  a  wild  boar 
of  the  wood  :  the  anlace  of  Horia  founds  on  his 
round  helm,  he  gnaflies  his  teeth,  lie  churns  the 
Imoaking  gore,  he  dies.  Locca  reclines  on  his 
I  long  ipear,  he  is  wearied  with  dealing  death  a- 
iniong  his  foes  :  the  anlace  of  Hengift  alights  on 
[his  back,  he  falls  to  the  ground. 
I  "  The  men  of  Urrin  fled  to  the  foreft :  the 
|lions-of  war,  Hengift  and  Horfa,  throw  the  fpears 
pf  flight ;  they  burn  up  the  fouls  of  the  flving  foe  : 
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the  great  image  is  red  with  blood  ;  the  flame 
lights  the  ftars;  the  moon  comes  forth  to  grace 
the  feaft  ;  the  chaplet  of  victoty  hangs  on  the 
brow  of  the  warriors." 

Tatwallin  ended  his  fong. 

The  morning  crept  from  the  mountains,  Dug- 
nal with  his  troops  retired  to  the  foreft  on  the 
mountain  of  Scoafiill. 

Godred  Crovan,  fon  6f  Harald  the  Black,  tfie 
lion  of  Iceland,  prepares  for  battle.  Raignald 
came  down  to  the  plain:  long  was  the  fight  and 
bloody. 

Godred  Crovan  beat  his  anlaCe  on  the  fliield; 
the  warriors  upon  the  mountain  heard  the  found 
of  the  filver  (hield  ;  fwift  as  the  hunted  flag  they 
fly  to  the  war,  they  hear  the  noife  of  the  battle  • 
the  Ihoutof  the  onfet  fwtiis  in  the  wind,  the  loud 
din  of  the  war  increafes,  as  the  thunder  rolling 
from  afar ;  they  dy  down  the  mountains,  where 
the  fragments  of  the  Iharp  rock  are  fcattered 
around ;  they  afcend  like  the  vapours,  folding- 
up  the  high  hill,  upon  the  borders  of  Ofioch ; 
their  helmets  fweep  the  dawn  of  the  morning  ; 
the  faftVon  light  iliines  on  the  broad  fliield  ; 
through  the  dark  dells  they  cut  a  paffage,  through 
the  dells  where  the  beams  of  the  fan  are  never 
feen. 

On  the  Tufhy  moor  of  Roffin  they  aftonifli  the 
foe,  and  join  in  the  war. 

There  fought  Godred  Crovan,  death  fat  on  his 
fword,  the  yelling  breath  of  the  dying  foe  fliook' 
his  banner;  his  Oiield,  the  ftream  of  Lexy,  which 
furrounds  the  daik-brown  wood,  and  Ihines  at  the 
noon  of  day;  his  anlace  dropped  biood,  and  tore 
through  the  helmets  of  the  foe  like  the  red  light- 
rang  of  the  ftorm. 

Dugnal,  chief  of  the  mountain  warriors,  who 
drove  K-vgwallon  from  his  chariot  of  war,  lifted 
his  Ihield  and  fpear  through  the  heart  of  Morval; 
the  weapon  perforated,  he  yelled  like  a  wolf  of 
the  mountain,  he  died. 

Weolmund,  of  the  white  rock,  arofe  in  the  fight ; 
like  the  fires  of  the  earth  he  burnt  up  the  ranks 
of  the  foe  ;  his  fpear  a  blafted  eak,  his  fhield  the 
fea  when  the  winds  are  ftili,  he  appeared  a  hili,  ori 
whofe  top  the  winter  fnou-  is  feen,  and  the  fum- 
mer  fun  melts  it  up;  vicftory  fat  on  his  helmet, 
death  on  his  anlace. 

Wilver,  who  fupports  the  tottering  rocks,  who 
ilies  like  the  bird  of  I'ummer  over  the  plain,  Ihakes 
the  croolied  fword  as  lie  rages  upon  the  hills 
of  the  ilarin,  and  is  red  with  Uvmg  gore :  the 
fpears  of  the  foe  are  gathered  about  him,  the  lliarp 
javelins  found  on  his  Ihield;  he  looks  around  the 
tield,  the  favage  Edwin  flies  to  his  aid  ;  like  two 
wolves  they  rage  in  the  war,  their  fliields  are  red 
with  blood. 

The  bear  of  the  north  throws  his  lance  :  the 
fur-clad  Godiud  Syrric  difijlays  his  ftarry  fliield? 
the  chiefs  fall  at  his  feet,  he  riies  on  the  breaft  of 
B-ynon,  ftorms  ot  biood  furrcand  hi5  fword,  blood 
flows  around  him. 

When  the  Itorm  rages  in  the  iky,  the  torrents' 
roll  to  the  plain,  ibe  trees  01  the  wood  aie  ooine 
away,  the  caftie  faiiS  to  the  ground,,  fach  whs  the 
fury  of  the  fight  en  the  moor  df  Roiun  :   the  chie 


fell. 


fo^-5  halt,   they  iiv  f^^ift  a 
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winter.  Ofpray  throws  the  fpear  of  Chafe ;  fwLft 
as  their  fear  he  flics  to  the  purfuit ;  the  foul  of 
Godred  melted,  he  roiled  the  blue  banner, 
wrought  with  gold,  round  the  crimibn  ftream  : 
his  warriors  d.tnce  around  him,  they  fing  the 
fong  ofHarald  the  Bl::c4: ;  they  hail  him  king; 
the  golden  fandal  is  thrown  over  his  helmet. 
May  the  gods  grant  this  war  for  empire  be  his 
laft. 

THE  HIRLAS, 

Iranjlated  from   the   ancient   Britijl)   of  Oivcn 
i^yfcUog,  Piiiice  of  Foivys. 

Ere  the  fun  was  feen  on  the  brow  of  the  moun- 
tain, the  clanging  flnelds  were  heard  in  the  val- 
ley :  our  enemies  were  appalled  at  the  found.  I'lie 
red  armour  ot  our  warriors  glitt  red  till  the  noon 
of  day.  The  foe  fled  from  tl.c  borders;  they  fell 
in  the  chafe  like  ftoncs  of  hail ;  they  panted  like 
hunted  wolves. 

Let  the  hirlas  of  Rhys  overflow  like  the  waters 
of  the  great  river. 

Where  the  golden  banners  declare  the  valour  of 
Rhys,  had  the  horn  of  hofpitality  long  been  ufed  : 
it  relieved  the  warriors,  who  fainted  in  the  chafe, 
and  the  traveller  whofe, habitation  is  beyond  the 
white  mountains. 

Bring  here,  O  cupbearer,  the  carved  hirlas  of 
inirth,  which  glows  with  livid  gold  :  let  thefpark- 
ling  mead  flow  around  it. 

Gwgwyn,  prince  of  my  table,  fon  of  mighty 
men,  thine  are  the  firfl:  honours  of  the  Hirlas ; 
fmall  is  the  gift  of  gratitude  ;  great  were  thy  ftr- 
vices.  When  thy  anceftors  ftood  in  the  tight, 
vidlory  ftood  with  them  ;  loud  v/ere  their  voices 
In  the  battle,  as  the  hygra  of  their  charge. 

Fill  the  golden  hirlas  of  mirth  ;  attend  to  the 
merits  of  the  warriors,  left  they  revenge  on  thee 
the  difgrace  of  their  honour. 

See  Gryffydh,  with  his  uplifted  crimfon  fpear, 
cxpctfls  it ;  he  is  the  bulwark  of  the  borders : 
fprung  from  Cynfyll  and  the  dragons  of  the  hill  ; 
his  name  ftiall  ever  live  in  the  fungs  of  the  bards. 
As  refrillied  with  the  drink  of  miiih,  liis  atten- 
dants fought,  furious  as  the  battle  of  the  cham- 
pions of  the  valley.  WhiUt  I  lie  tomb  of  Pcndragon 
IhalL  ftand  on  tlie  hill,  his  larne  ihall  remain  in  the 
fong. 

Fill  up  the  hirlas  to  Eadnyfed,  who  fits  like  a 
god  upon  his  broken  armour:  like  a  terDjjcft  he 
.fell  upon  the  fljields  of  his  foes :  near  Gyithyn  he 
flew  an  hoft. 

'Il;e  diftart  nations  heard  the  uoife  of  the  bat- 
tle of  Maelor;  the  found  of  tlie  fliields  was 
heard  in  the  mountains.  Dreadful  was  the  ci>n- 
fiiii^  as  that  of  iJangc>r,  when  the  warriors  were 
trod  to  the  ground.  The  princes  fled :  IMorach 
beat  the  earth  with  his  lect :  Morvran  fled  over 
the  mountain. 

Fill  up  the  golden  hirlas.  Let  the  mead  be 
borne  to  Sylii>\',  defender  of  our  coaft  ;  to  the  lion 
of  war,  the  fon  of  Madoc;  fierce  as  a  wolf  in  the 
fight ;  foft  as  the  mofly  bed  in  peace. 

To  jhe  fons  of  Eflyner,  bear  it  next :  ftrong  as 
■J WW  rocks  they  ri^r-d  ii»  the  fight;  the  bravelt 


champion  falls  before  them;  like  florms  they  1 
pierce  the  targets  of  the  foe,  fweeping  down ' 
the  multitude  as  the  loud  billows  uveep  the  ■ 
fatid.  I 

Fill  up  die  badge  of  honour.  To  Tudor  bear  I 
the  golden  hirlas.  Now  to  Moreiddeg,.  wha,' 
uith  iiis  brother,  aflliled  our  caufe  :  valour  fet' 
u[)on  their  brows ;  hke  wolves  they  fought  for  j 
bioo<l.     Thefe  are  my  chiefs. 

Let  the  golden  hirlas  go  round  to  the  fea,tof{ 
Morgan,  whofe  name  fhall  be  heard  in  the  fongji 
of  our  children:  the  fight  of  his  ufclefs  fword; 
blaUed  my  foul.  ' 

Fill  up  the  badge  of  honour,  the  golden  hirlas.  1 
To  Gronwys  bear  it;  aftonilhed  I  faw  him  ftand' 
like  a  rock  on  the  fpreading  plain  of  Givpfhun;  | 
he  fuftained  the  aflault  of  an  army,  l.j  .ithcj 
fandy  bank  of  the  fea  his  attendants  did  w.  ■!  ders.  i 
The  chief  of  the  foe  was  burnt  in  thi^  fire  of  his! 
rage,  and  the  gleanings  of  the  fword  were  loft  in  | 
the  iircam.  i 

In  the  heat  of  the  battle,  the  fon  of  GryfTydh!* 
burft  his  chains;  Menrig  again  raged  in  the  war.(| 
When  the  fun  fat  on  the  hill,  we  fung  the  fong  of  j 
vi\nory.  1 

Fill  the  hiilas  of  mirth  t9  all  the  chiefs  vi'\ 
Oweyn,  who  are  the  wolves  of  the  mountain.  Ma- 
doc p.nd  Aleyler  are  in  foul  one  ;  they  are  curt, 
caftles.  The  warriors  of  the  hill  ftood  round  their- 
chief,  ftrong  as  the  fpear  of  Uther,  fwift  in  purfuit  ■ 
as  the  vapours  of  the  night.  ' 

Fill  the  hirlas  with  mead..  Let  us  drink 
to  the  honour  of  the  warriors,  who  fell  in  the 
war. 

Bear  it  to  Daniel,  beauteous  as  the  verdure  of 
the  foreft,  favage  as  the  prowling  v/olf. 

O  cupbearer  !  great  is  thy  fervice,  in  dilplaying 
the  merits  of  the  warrior  ;  if  thou  haft  not  heari 
his  fame,  his  fpear  flies  to  thy  breaft,  and  his  fol- 
lowers drink  thy  blood.  ' 

Whilft  the  lamps  of  joy  are  burning,  let  the 
hirlas  go  round  to  the  warriors  who  fought  at 
Ilydcomb  ;  they  fought  with  the  rage  of  lions; 
the  mead  is  their  due:  they  defended  Cwrys. 

Let  the  hirlas  go  round.  May  the  Ruler  of  a!! 
fend  us  liberty  and  life, 

BiiJicl,Jan.  i.\■^^o.  D.  B. 

GORTHMUND, 

TR.\NSLATED  FROM  THE  SAXON. 

The  loud  winds  whiftled  through  the  facrcd  grow 
of  Thor  ;  far  over  the  plains  of  Denania,  were  the 
cries  of  the  fpirits  heard.  The  howl  of  Hubba's 
horrid  voice  fweiled  upon  every  blaft,  and  the 
ftirill  tbrlek  oflhe  fair  Locabara,  fliot  through  the 
midniglit-lky. 

Gorthmund  flept  on  his  couch  of  purple;  the 
blood  of  the  flain  was  ftill  on  his  cruel  hand  :  his' 
helmet  was  ftained  with  purple,  and  the  banner  of  1 
his  father  was  no  more  %vhite.  His  foul  rtiud- 
dercd  at  the  howl  of  Hubba,  and  the  flirill  ftiriek 
of  Locabara:  he  ihoek  like  the  trembling  reed,  when 
the  loud  tempelt  rolls  the  foaming  flood  over  the 
pointed  rocks :  pale  was  his  face  as  the  eglantine, 
whidi  cliaabs  the  branches  of  the  flowery  brain- 
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bl&.  He  ftarted  from  his  conch:  his- Ijlack  locks 
(Ioo(3  upright  on  his  head,  like  the  fpears  which 
ft  and  round  the  tent  of  the  warriors,  when  the 
filvermoon  fpangles  on  the  tranquil  lake. 

Why  vvilt  thou  torment  me,  Hiibba  ;  it  was  not 
bv  my  hand  that  the  ("word  drank  thy  blood.  Who 
faw  me  plunj^ie  the  dagger  to  the  heart  of  Loca- 
bara  ?  No  !  Nardin  of  the  foreft  was  far  away. 
Ceafe,  ceafe,  thy  fhrieks ;  I  cannot  bear  them. 
On  thy  own  fword  thou  liali  thy  death  ;  and  the 
Fair  vii^gin  of  the  hills  fell  beneath  the  rage  of  tiie 
mountains.  Leave  me,  leave  me:  witnefs  Hel*, 
[  knew  not  Locabara,  I  forced  her  not  to  my  em- 
braces; no,  I  flew  her  not;  flie  fell  by  the 
mountaineers.  Leave  me,  leave  me,  G  foul  of 
Hubba : 

Exmundbert,  who  bore  the  f  (ilver  fliield  of 
Gorthmund,  flew  from  his  downy  couch,  fwift  as 
the  rumour  of  a  coming  holt,  tie  (Iruck  the  gol- 
den cup,  and  the  king  of  the  flying  warriors 
iwakened  from  his  dream  of  terror.  E.xmund- 
bert,  is  he  gone?  Strike  the  fiU'er  fliield,  call  up 
the  fons  of  battle,  who  deep  on  the  molly  banks  of 
Frome.  But  Hay,  'tis  all  a  vifion  ;  'tis  over  and 
rone  as  the  image  of  Woden,  in  the  evening  of  a 
"ummer-day.  Hence  to  thy  tent,  I  will  fleep  a- 
;ain. 

Gorthmund  doubled  his  purple  robe,  and  (Tept 
again. 

Loud  as  the  noife  of  a  broken  rock  breaking 
Sown  the  caverns  of  Seoggefwaldfcyre  f,  was  the 
voice  of  Hubba  heard  ;  Iharp  as  the  cry  of  the  bird 
l)f  death  at  the  window  of  the  wounded  warrior, 
ivhen  the  red  rays  of  the  morning  rife  breaking 
From  the  eaft,  and  the  foul  of  the  fick  is  flying 
away  with  the  darknefs,  was  the  fhriek  of  Locaba- 
ra.  Rife  from  thy  couch,  Gorthmund,  thou  wolf 
::t  the  evening.  When  the  fun  fliines  in  the  glory 
'jf  the  day  ;  when  the  labouring  fwain  dances  in 
the  woodland-fliade ;  when  the  fparkling  ftars 
i^limmer  in  the  azure  of  the  night,  and  content- 
ment fleeps  vtnder  the  rultic  roof,  thou  llialt  have 


*  Hefa,  or  Hel,  nvas  the  idol  ofthe_  Banei,  tiot, 
'isfome  authors  falfely  ajj'ert,  of  the  Saxms.  He 
ivas  the  god  of  battle  and  iiiiiiiry.  It  is  luorthv 
>cmark,  that  every  pagan  deity  of  the  Tiorthem. 
•tations,  had  its  fymbol  or  type,  ii7idcr  ivhich  he 
was  ivorjhipped.  The  type  of  Hel  was  e  black 
rai'e/i :  keiice  the  DanifJj  fiuTuiard  ivas  a  raven. 
The  fyrnbo!  of  fVoden  ivas  a  dragon,  ivhich  luas 
'■he  Jlandard  of  the  Saxons  in  generttf,  and  the 
arms  of  WefJ'ex. 

t  The  ofice  offiield  bearer  hvas  very  ancient 
^nd  honourable  :  the  leaders  of  ariiiles  had  gene- 
ally  three  Jhield-bearers  ;  one  to  bear  the  foield, 
'tainted  or  engraved  nvith  the  fymbol  of  the  god, 
md  the  ethers  "juerf  employed  to  found  the  Jhields 
^f  alarm. 

I  I  Seoggrftvaidfcyre ,  from  Seggefvuald,  nvhere 
fithelbald,  the  ninth  king  of  the  Mercians,  and 
fifteenth  monarch  of  England,  was  flain  in  an  in- 
UtrreSHon  nf  kis  fubjeds.  Ibis  poe?n  is  Certainly 
\ilder  than  Alfred's  time,  and  is,  among  numerous 
\ithers,  a  proof  that  the  divif  on  of  England  into 
^nres,  <was  not  introduced  iythai  gloricus  ma- 
'larch. 


no  reft.  Thine  are  the  bittef  herhs  of  affidllon  ; 
for  thee  fliall  the  wormwood  flied  its  feed  on  the 
blofioms  ot  the  blooming  flower,  and  imbitter  with 
its  falling  leaves  the  waters  of  the  brook.  Rife, 
Gorthmund,  rife,  the  Saxons  are  burning  thy  tents; 
rife,  for  the  Mercians  are  aflembled  together,  and 
thy  armies  will  be  flain  with  the  fword,  or  burnt 
in  the  image  of  *  Tewilk.  'l"he  god  of  vi(5tory 
fliall  be  red  with  thy  blood,  and  they  (hall  (houC 
at  the  facrifice.  R.il"e,  Gorthrnuad,  thy  eyes  fliall 
be  clofed  in  peace  no  more. 

The  king  of  the  fwift  warriors  ftarted  from  his 
couch  ;  he  fliook  like  an  oak  through  which  the 
lightnings  have  cut  their  rapid  way  ;  his  eyes 
rolled  like  the  lights  on  the  Siixons  barks,  in  the 
tempeft  of  the  dark  and  black  night. 

Exmundbert  fl«w  to  his  chief;  he  ftruck  the 
filvfr  fliield.  Sueno  of  the  dark  lake,  and  the 
black-haired  Lecolwin,  caught  the  lance  and  the 
fliield,  and  preft  into  the  royal  tent. 

Warriors,  ftrike  the  fliields  of  alarm  ;  the  Mer- 
cians arc  aflembled  together;  the  Saxons  are 
burning  our  tents :  give  the  cry  of  war,  and  ifTue 
to  the  battle ;  come  upon  them  by  the  fide  of  the 
thii:k  wood,  near  the  city  of  f  Reggacefter.  Lift 
the  banner  Reafan  ;  and  he  is  a  worfliippcrof  falfe 
gods,  who  withholds  his  fword  from  blood.  The 
fllvef  fliield  refounded  to  the  wood  of  Sel,  and 
the  t  great  ifland  trembled  at  the  clamorous  noife. 

Belward  of  the  ftrong  arm,  and  Ax-bred  of  the 
foreft  ofwolves,  led  the  warriors  to  the  thick  wood  : 
but  ^uiet  was  the  foreft  as  the  tranquil  lake,  whea 
the  vi'inAs  fleep  on  the  tops  of  the  lofty  trees.  The 
inhabitants  of  Reggacefter  flspt  in  the  ftrength  of 
their  walls.  The  leaders  returned. 

There  is  no  enemy  near,  O  king  !  ftill  as  the  ha- 
bitation of  the  dead,  are  the  kingdoms  around  us : 
they  have  felt  the  ftrength  of  thy  arm,  and  will  no 
more  rife  up  to  oppofe  us.  As  the  grafs  falls  by 
the  hand  of  th6  mower,  fo  fliall  they  fall  before  us, 
and  be  no  more.  The  banner  Reafan  fliall  be  ex- 
alted, and  the  feven  gods  of  the  Saxons  be  tramp- 
led in  the  duft.  Let  the  armies  of  the  north  re- 
joice, let  them  facrifice  to  the  gods  of  war,  and 
bring  out  the  prifoners  for  the  |]  fea'ft  of  blood. 
The  warriors  threw  down  the  lance,  and  the 
fliield,  and  the  ax  of  battle ;  the  plates  of  brafs 
dropped  from  their  flioulders,  and  they  danced  to 
the  found  of  the  §  inftrument  of  facrifice.  Confuf- 


*  The  Pagan  Saxons  had  a  moft  inhuman  cvftom 
of  burning  their  captinjcs  alive  in  a  luickcr  image' 
of  their  god  Teivfh.  Whiifl  thi!  horrid  facrifice 
iL'as  performing,  they  Ojouted  and  danced  round 
the  fiames. 

f  Roijucefler,  in  herlyflAre,  a  place  of  great 
antiqidity. 

\  In  the  original  Muchilney.  As  there  ivere 
jcveral  ijland!  of  this  name,  the  particular  one 
here  mentioned  is  Azibions. 

II  The  Danes,  not  to  be  behind  hand  'u.<ifb  the 
Saxons  in  a£is  of  barbarity,  hadalfo  their  bloody 
facrifices.  Their  captives  vuere  bound  to  a  Jiake, 
andjhot  to  death  nvith  arronus. 

§  The  nvord  in  the  original  is  Regabib»l,  an  in^ 
ftrument  of  mufic,  of  'which,  as  I  knov.'  nothing 
farther,  than  that  it  'uas  ufed  ir.facrifces,! bar.'i 
£  b  ij 
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rd  a";  the  cry  of  the  flef  t  clogs,  when  the  wliite  bear 
is  pnrfticd  over  the  monntains  of  the  north  ;  con- 
fiifefi  as  the  refohitions  of  terror  was  the  niife  of 
th'-  wnrrior5.  They  danced  till  the  mantle  of 
midnight  afcended  from  th?  earth. 

The  mornincc  fliook  the  de-v  from  her  crown  of 
rnfc<;,  on  the  ycllo-v  lock-;  of  the  dancers  ;  and  the 
gleams  of  li/ht  (hot  through  the  dark  ;;ray  Iky, 
Ifke  the  recking  blood  over  the  fliield  of  fteel. 
See,  Ti  arriors.  a  dark  cloud  fits  on  the  mountain's 
brow,  it  will  be  a  tempeft  at  noon,  and  the  heavy 
rains  will  fall  up<in  us.  Yes,  ye  '  Danes,  it  will 
be  a  tempeft.  but  a  tempfft  of  war  ;  it  will  rain, 
but  in  Ihowc-rs  of  blood.  For  the  dark  cloud  is 
the  army  of  f  Si-ofowald  :  he  leads  the  flower  of 
the  warriors  of  M'-rcia,  and  on  his  rii,rht  hand  is 
thf  miirhty  fon  of  battle  the  great  Sigcbert,  who 
leads  the  w.uriors  of  Weflex. 

The  dance  was  ended  ;  and  the  captives  of  fa- 
critice  bound  to  the  lacred  tree  :  they  panted  in 
the  pangs  of  death. 

Sudden  from  the  borders  of  the  wood,  was  the 
alarm  given  ;  and  the  filvcr  ihield  roufed  the  fun 
from  behind  the  black  clouds.  The  archers  of 
the  facriiiie  dropped  the  bow,  and  caught  the 
lar.ce  and  the  fliield.  Confufion  fpread  from 
watch-tower  to  watch-tower,  and  the  clamour 
rung  to  the  diftant  hills. 

Gorthmund  r.iged  like  a  wild  boar,  but  he 
raged  in  vain  ;  his  whole  army  was  difordered, 
and  the  cry  of  war  was  mixed  with  the  yell  oi  re- 
trcTt. 

Stgowald  came  near  w'th  his  Mercians  on  the 
tight  hand  :  and  the  great  Sigebert  led  the  Sax- 
ons round  the  thick  wood. 

The  Danes  rage  like  the  tempeft  of  winter,  but 
the  Mercians  (land  firm  as  the  grove  of  oaks  on  the 
plains  of  |  Ambroifburgh  :  great  is  the  ffrenpth 
of  the  fuift  warriors  of  the  north,  but  their  troops 
are  broken,  and  out  of  the  order  of  brittle. 

The  Saxons,  with  the  great  Sigebert,  have  en- 
circled the  wood  ;  they  rage  in  the  fight  like 
wolves.  The  Danes  are  preffed  on  all  ('.des;  they 
fly  like  the  leaves  in  Autumn  before  the  Itrong 
wind. 

Gorthmund  fcorns  to  fly  ;  he  is  defcended  from 
the  Ion  or  battle,  L'Aclioilan,  whole  (word  put  to 
flight  the  armies  of  Moeric,  whin  the  fun  was 
covered  A^ith  a  mantle  of  blood,  ai:d  darknefs 
defcended  upon  the  earth  at  noon-day.  He  bears 
upon  his  anil  the  Ihield  of  Lofgar,  the  keeper  of  the 
turtle  of  Teigne.     Lol'gar  never  fled,  though  the 

trntijlatcd  as  (th')vc.     Ribible,  anion-x  the  Arf^lo- 
Saxons,  ivas  ttn  inftrumetit  tiot  unltkc  a  lioiin, 
but  plriytd  on  ivhh  thcfuii;<-rs. 
'    *  In  the  onighial  Taurrien,  tvhich  Jignifies  cU 
tier  Denes  or  noithrrn  wen. 

■•  f  >/  Merciflu  of  this  name  commntided  the  cr- 
fnynfOffh^  and  a  noblemun  nnmri  Siieheit,  ivas 
(■/ g-i'nt  account  in  the  court  of  Erighirick,  king 

iify.jfft'-'--  ■   >■■•■■• 

'<.'\'  Aihhrejbury,  in  IFiitJhire,  ii-^'ere  A  J  frit  I.  a, 
<!n'if'e  to  'i'".?'  Edfar,  built  a  nunnery  to  (ito/fe  for 
the  vi'uder  of  her  fon-in-lavj,  Edauartl.'  In  this 
f^titt'EliAnur,  queen  to  Henry  the  ^.'ird,  lived  a 

i"^4 
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lances  of  the  foe  flew  al>out  him  numerous  as  the  ! 
winged  ants  in  fummer.  Lofgar  never  fled,  i 
though  the  warriors  of  the  mountains  hurled  the 
rock**  upon  him  in  the  valley,  when  he  fnught  for  i 
the '.liield  of  Penda:  and  (hould  Gorthmund  fly,  | 
Gorthmund,  whofe  fword  was  his  law,  who  held  , 
juftice  in  his  banner? 

Segowald  fought  Gorthmund  ;  he  found  him 
fingly  encountering  an  army. 

Turn  to  me,  fon  of  Lofgar  ;  I  am  Segowald  of 
the  lake,  haft  thou  not  heard  of  my  fame  in  battle? 
When  the  army  of  Hengifl  panted  on  the  dark- 
brown  heath. I  cheered  them  to  the  war;  and  the  ; 
banner  of  victory  waved  over  my  head.  Turn  ibjr 
arms  upon  me,  Gorthmund,  I  am  worthy  thy  , 
llrength. 

The  (on  of  Lofgar  ruflied  to  the  fon  of  Alder- 
wold  ;  they  fought  like  the  children  of  dertruclion 
on  the  plain  of  Marocan.  Gorthmund  fell.  He 
fell,  like  the  mountain  boar  beneath  the  arrow  of 
the  hunter. 

As  the  (hades  of  death  danced  before  his  eyes, 
he  heard  the  yell  of  Hubba.  ^d  the  (hrill  fhriek 
of  Locabara  :   Thou  art  fallen,  thou  (on  of  injuf-  i 
tice,  thou   art   fallen;  thy  fliield  is  degraded  m 
the  du(t  :    and  thy  banner  will  be  honoured  no 
more  1  Thy  Uvift  warriors  are  fled  over  the  plain, 
as    the  driving  flieei)    before    the  v^-olt.     Think,  . 
Gorthmund,  think  on  Hubba,  the  fon  of  Crine. 
walcli   of   the    green   hill.     Think  on  Locabara,  i 
whom  thy   ("word   feni   to  the  regions  of  death. 
Remember  thy  injurtice,  and  die  '. 

NARVA  AND  MORED. 

AN  AFRICAV  ECLOGUE. 

RrciTE  the  loves  of  Narva  and  Mored, 
The  prielt  of  Chalma's  triple  idol  faid. 
High   from    the   ground    the    youthful   warriors 

fprung. 
Loud -on  the  concave  fliell  the  lances  rung  : 
In  all  the  mydic  mazes  of  the  dance. 
The  youths  of  Banny's  burning  fands  advance, 
WhiUl  the  ("oft  virgin,  panting,  looks  behind. 
And  rides  upon  the  pinions  of  the  wind  ; 
Al'cendsthe  mountains  brow,  and  mea fares  round 
The  fleepy  clilT>  of  Chilma's  facred  ground. 
Clialma,  the  god  whc("e  noify  thunders  fly 
Through  the  dark  covering:  of  the  midnight  fl^y. 
Whofe  arm  direrts  the  clofe-embaltled  hoft. 
And  finks  the  labouring  vefl'cls  on  the  coaft. 
Chalma,  who(e  excellence  is  known  from  far; 
From  Lupa's  rocky  hill  to  Calabar. 
The  guardian  god  of  Afric  and  the  ifles, 
Where  nature  in  her  flrongeft  vigour  ("miles; 
Where  the  blue  binflbm  of  the  forky  thorn, 
Bends  with  the  nertar  of  the  op'ning  morn  ; 
Where  ginger's  aromatic,  matted  root, 
Creep  through  the  mead,   and  up  the  mountaiM 

(hoot.  ' 

Three    times    the  virgin,  fwimming    on    the 

breeze, 
Danr'd  in  the  fliadow  of  the  myftic  trees: 
When,  like  a  dark  (loud  fpreading  to  the  view, 
The  tirrtborn  Ions  of  war  and  blood  purfue  ; 
Swift  as  the  elk  they  pour  along  the  j)lain  \ 
Swift  as  the  flying  cluuds  diftilling  rain. 
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Swift  as  the  boundings  of  the  youthful  roe, 
They  coiirfe  around,  and  lengthen  as  they  go. 
ILike  the  long  chain  of  rocks,  whofe  fmnmits  rife 
IFar  in  the  facred  regions  of  the  Ikies ; 
lUpon  whefc  top  the  biack'ning  temiieft  lours, 
jVVhilft  down  its  fide  the  guihing  torrent  jwiirs; 
Like  the  long  ciifty  mountains  which  extend 
IFroni  Lorbar's  cave,  to  where  the  nalioiis  end  ; 
jwhich  link  in  darknefs,  thick'ning  and  obfcure, 
llmpenetrable,  myllic,  and  impure  ; 
(The  flying  lerrcrs  of  the  war  advance, 
;And,  round  the  facred  oak,  lepeat  the  dance. 
iFurious  they  twift  around  the  gloomy  trees, 
Xike  leaves  in  autumn,  twirling  with  the  breeze. 
(So  when  the  fplendour  of  the  dying  day, 
jDarts  the  red  lultre  of  the  wat'ry  way  ; 
iSudden  beneath  Toddida's  whiftlmg  brink, 
[The  circling  billows  in  wild  eddies  nnk. 
Whirl  furious  round,  and  the  loud  burlting  wave 
Sinks  down  to  Ch alma's  facerdotal  cave, 
LExplores  the  palaces  on  Zira's  coalt, 
Where  howls  the  war-fong  of  the  chieftan's  ghoft  ; 
;\\Tiere  the  artificer  in  realms  below, 
iGilds  the  rich  lance,  or  beautifies  the  bow  ; 
From  the  young  palm-tree  fpins  the  nletul  twine, 
Or  makes  the  teeth  of  elephants  divine. 
Where  the  pale  children  of  the  feeble  lun. 
In  fe.irch  of  gold,  through  every  climate  run  : 
From  burning  heat  to  freezing  torments  go, 
And  live  in  all  vicifiltudes  of  woe. 
Like  the  loud  eddies  of  Toddida's  fea, 
'The  warriors  circle  the  myfterious  tree  ; 
Till  fpent  with  exercife,  they  fpread  around 
Upon  the  op'ning  blfToir.s  of  the  ground. 
'liie  prieftefs  rifing,  fings  the  facred  tale, 
I  And  the  loud  chorus  echoes  through  the  dale. 

Prieftefs. 
Far  from  the  hurnmii  lands  of  Calabar; 
Far  from  the  hiftre  of  the  morning  ftar  ; 
Far  from  the  pleauire  of  the  holy  morn  ; 
Far  from  the  blefil-dnefs  of  Ciialma's  horn  ; 
Now  reft  the  fouls  ot  Narva  and  Mored, 
Laid  in  the  dult,  and  number'd  with  the  dead. 
Dear  are  their  memories  to  us,  and  long. 
Long  fliall  their  attributes  be  known  in  ibng. 
Their  lives  were  tranfient  as  the  meadow  iiow'r 
RipenM  in  ages,  wither'd  in  an  hour. 
Chalina,  reward  them  in  his  gloomy  cave, 
And  open  all  the  prifons  of  the  grave. 
tred  to  the  fervice  of  the  godhead's  throne, 
And  living  but  to  ferve  his  God  alone, 
Narva  was  beauteous  as  the  op'ning  day, 
When  on  the  fpangling  waves  the  iun-bcams  play, 
When  the  Mackaw  afcending  to  the  Iky, 
Views  the  liright  fplendour  wiih  a  il:eady  eye. 
Tall,  as  the  houie  of  Chalma's  dark  retreat, 
tiompad;  and  firm,  aslihadal  Ynca's  fleet, 
Com|)letely  beauteous  as  a  fummeis  fjn. 
Was  Narva,  by  his  excellence  undone. 

j  Where'the  foft  Togla  creeps  along  the  meads, 
Through  fcented  Calamus  and  tragrant  reeds ; 
AVhere  the  fweet  Zinfa  fpreads  its  matted  bed, 
Liv'd  the  ftiil  fweeter  fiow'r,  the  young  Mored; 

j  Black  was  her  face,  as  Tolga's  hidden  cell ; 
Soft  as  the  mofs  where  hniing  adders  fiwell. 
As  to  the  facred  court  Ihe  brought  a  fawn, 
The  fportive  tenant  of  the  fpicy  lawn, 
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She  faw  and  lov'd  1   And  Narva  too  forgot 
His  facred  veftment  and  his  myilic  lot. 
Long  had  the  mutual  figh,  the  mut-ual  tear, 
Burit  from  the  breaft,  and  fcoru'd  confinement 

there. 
Exiftence  was  a  torment  1   O  my  breaft  I 
Can  I  find  accents  to  unfold  the  reft  '. 
Lock'd  in  each  others  arms,  from  Hyga's  cave, 
They  plung'd  relentlcfs  to  a  wat'ry  grave; 
And,  falling,  inurniur'd  to  the  pow'rs  above — 
'•  Gods,  take  our  lives,  unlefs  we  live  to  love  !" 

Shoreditch,  May  a.  1770.  C. 

THE  DEATH  OF  NICOU. 

AN  AFRICAN  ECLOGUE. 

On  Tiber's  banks,  Tiber,  whofe  waters  glide 

In  flow  meanders  down  to  Gaigra's  fide  ; 

And,  circling  all  the  horrid  mountain  round, 

Rulbes  impetuous  to  the  tleej)  profound; 

Rolls  o'er  ilie  ragged  rocks  with  hideous  yell. 

Collects  Its  waves  beneath  the  earth's  vait  Ihcil: 

1  here  for  a  while  in  loud  coniiilion  huri'd. 

It  crumbles  mountains  down,  andlliakes  the  world. 

Till  borne  upon  tlie  pinions  ot  the  air, 

'i  hrough  the  rent  earth  the  burfting  waves  appear; 

Fiercely  propeli'd,  the  whiten'd  biilows  rife, 

Brea'K  from  the  cavern,  and  afcend  the  Ikies; 

I'hen  lott  and  conquer'd  by  fuperior  force. 

Through  hot  Arabia  holds  its  rapid  courfe. 

On  rib(fr"s  banks  where  fcarlet  j.ilV'mmesb'.oom, 

And  purple  aloes  flied  a  rich  perfume  ; 

Where,  when  the  fun  is  melting  in  his  heat, 

riie  recking  tygers  find  a  cool  retreat ; 

Ballc  in  the  ledges,  lofe  the  fultry  beam, 

And  wanton  with  their  fliadows  in  the  (treara. 

On  Tiber's  banks,  by  facred  priefts  rever'd, 

Where  in  the  da)s  of  old  a  gcd  a|)pc;:ir'd  ; 

'Twas  in  the  dead  of  night,  at  Chalma's  teaftj 

The  tribe  of  Alra  flept  around  the  prieft. 

He  fpoke ;  as  evening  thunders  burfting  near. 

His  horrid  accents  broke  upon  the  ear ; 

Attend,  Alraddas,  with  your  facred  prieft  I 

This  day  the  fun  is  rifing  in  the  eaft  ; 

rhe  fun,  which  fliall  illumine  all  tlie  earth, 

Now,  now  is  rifing,  in  a  mortal  birth. 

He  vanifij'd  like  a  vapour  of  the  night. 

And  funk  away  in  a  faint  blaze  of  light. 

Swift  from  the  branches  of  the  holy  oak. 

Horror,  confufion,  fear,  and  torment  broke ; 

And  fiill  wiien  midnight  trims  her  mazy  lamp. 

They    take    their   way    through    Tiber's   wut'ry 

fwamp. 
On  Tiber's  banks,  clofe  rank'd,  a  vi-arring  train, 
Stretch'd  to  thediftant  edge  of  Galea's  plain  : 
So  when  arriv'd  at  Gaigra's  higheft  tteep. 
We  view  the  wide  expanfion  of  rhe  deep; 
See  in  the  gilding  of  her  wat'ry  robe. 
The  quick  declenfion  of  the  circling  globe; 
From  the  blue  fea  a  chain  of  mountains  rife, 
Llended  at  once  with  water  and  with  (kies  ; 
Beyond  our  fight  in  vaft  extenfiun  curl'd, 
The  check  of  waves,  the  guardians  of  the  world. 
Strong  were  the  warriors,  as  the  ghoft  ot  Cawn, 
Who  threw  the  Hili-of-archer.  to  the  lawn: 
\V  hen  tlie  foi't  earth  at  his  appe?.rani  e  fled. 
And  rifing  billows  play'd  around  his  head  ; 
B  b  lij 
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\Vhen  a  ftronp;  tcmpeft  rlfmpj  from  the  main, 
Dalh'd  the  full  clouds,  unhrokiii  on  the  plain. 
Nicou,  immortal  in  tlu-  facrcd  ion^, 
Held  the  red  fweird  of  war.  iind  led  the  ftrong; 
From  his  own  tribe  the  fahl'-  warriors  came. 
Well  try'd  in  battle,  and  well  l:nown  in  fume. 
Nicou,  defcendc!  from  th  •  god  of  war, 
Who  liv'd  coeval  with  the  morning  ft;ir  ; 
Naruda  was  his  name  ;  y/ho  cainiot  tell, 
How  all  the  world  through  great  Nitrada  fell ! 
Vichon,  the  god  who  rul'd  above  the  Ikies, 
Loik'don  Narada  but  with  envious  eyes. 
The  warripr  dar'd  him.ridiciil'd  his  might. 
Bent  his  white  bow,  and  I'unuiion'd  him  to  fight, 
^'ichon,  difdainful,  bade  hi*  lightnings  fly, 
And  fcatter'd  burning  arfows  in  the  fky  ; 
'I'hrew  down  a  liar  the  armour  of  his  feet, 
To  burn  the  air  with  lupernat'ral  heat; 
Kid  a  loud  tcmpefi;  roar  beneath  the  ground  ; 
Lifted  the  fca,  and  all  the  earth  was  drown'd. 
Narada  11  ill  efcap'd  ;  a  Ihcred  tree 
1-ilted  him  up,  and  bor(;  him  through  t}ie  fea. 
The  waters  ftill  afcending  fierce  and  high, 
He  tower'd  into  the  chambers  of  the  fky  : 
'("here  V^ichon  fat;  his  armour  on  his  btd, 
He  thought  Narada  with  the  miglity  dead. 
iScforc  his  feat  the  heavenly  warrior  flands, 
The  lightning  quiv'ring  in  hi.^  yellow  hands. 
*l"he  god,  aflonilh'd,  dropt;  hurl'd  from  the  Ihore, 
He  dropp'd  to  torments,  and  to  rife  no  more. 
Headlong  he  falls;  'tis  his  own  arms  C(;inpcl, 
Condcmn'd  in  ever-burning  fires  to  dwell. 
From  this  Narada,  mighty  Nicou  fprung; 
The  mighty  Nicou,  furious,  wild,  and  yoimg. 
Who  led  th"  embattled  archers  to  the  held, 
And  bore  a  thunderbolt  upon  his  Ihleld  : 
That  ihield  his  glorious  father  died  to  gain. 
When  the  white  warriors  lied  along  the  plain: 
When  the  full  fails  could  not  provoke  the  fleod. 
Till  Nicou  came,  and  fwell'd  the  feas  with  blood. 
Slow  at  the  end  of  his  robuft  array, 
Tl-.e  mighty  warrior  penllve  took  his  way  : 
Againft  the  fon  of  Nair,  the  young  Horeft, 
Once  the  companion  of  his  youthful  briaft. 
Strong  were  the  padions  of  the  fon  of  Nair, 
Strong,  as  the  tempefl  of  the  evening  air. 
Infatiate  in  defence  ;  fierce  as  the  boar  ; 
Firm  in  rcfolveas  Cannic's  roc'cy  fliore. 
Long  had  the  gods  eiideavour'd  to  deftroy, 
All  Nicou's  fricndfliip,  happinef';,  and  joy  ; 
They  fought  in  vain,  till  Vicar,  Vi.'hon's  fon, 
Never  in  feats  of  wickednefs  outdone. 
Saw  Nica,  filler  to  the  mountain  king, 
Drcfl  beautiful,  with  all  the  flowers  of  fpring  : 
He  faw  and  fcatter'd  )'oiI'on  in  her  eyes  ; 
>'rom  limb  to  limb,  in  varied  forms  he  flics; 
Dwelt  on  her  crimfon  lip,  and  added  grace 
To  every  glolTy  feature  ol"  her  face'. 
Roreft  was  fir'd  with  pafFion  at  the  fight, 
Fricndfhip  and  honour  i'unk  to  Vicat's  right : 
He  faw,  he  lov'd,  and  l^urning  with  defire, 

{Jore  the  foft  maid  from  brother.  fiAcr,  fire, 
'ining  with  forrow,  Nica  faded,  died. 
Like  a  fair  aUie  in  its  morning  pride. 
This  brought  the  warrior  to  the  bloody  mead, 
And  fentto  young  RocO  the  threat"ning  reed. 
|ic  drew  his  army  forth  :   Oh  !  need  I  tell! 
T^wtHicou  conduct 'd, and  the  lover  fell: 


His  brcathlefa  army  mantled  ail  the  ]ilain  ;  [ 

.•\nd  dea'h  fat  finding  on  ^hc  heaps  of  (lain.  , 

The  battle  ended,  with  his  reeking  dart,  ,' 
I'hi-  peiifive  Nicou  pi.rc'd  his  beating  heart : 
And  to  hii  mourning  valiant  warriors  cry'd, 

I,  and  my  filler's  ghoil  are  fatitify'd.  i 

liiocLc-Htrict^   'June  12.  I 

ELEGY,  I 

To  the  Memory  of  Mr.  Thomas  PbUl\[t  of  Fa'trftri,   \ 

•    « 

No  more  I  hail  the  morning's  golden  gleam  ;  i 

No  more  the  wonders  of  the  view  I  fing  :  I 

rriendfhip  recpiires  a  melancholy  theme  ;  | 

At  her  command  ihe  awiul  lyrt  1  ftring.  I 

Now  as  I  wander  tlirough  this  leaHcfs  grove,      i 
Where  the  dark  vapours  of  the  ev'iiing  rife,  ■ 

How  (hall  I  teach  the  chorded  flicll  to  move ; 
Or  ilay  the  gufiiing  torrents  from  my  eyes  ? 

Phillips,  great  maflcr  of  the  boundlcf*  lyre, 
Thee  would  the  grateful  mufe  attempt  to  paint; 
Give  me  a  double  portion  of  thy  fire. 
Or  all  the  pow'rs  of  language  are  too  faint. 

Say  what  bold  number,  what  immortal  line 
The  image  of  thy  genius  can  refledt.' 
O,  lend  my  pen  v.'hat  animated  thine, 
I'o  fhow  thee  in  thy  native  glories  dcckt. 

The  joyous  charms  of  Spring  delighted  faw. 
Their  beauties  doubly  glaring  in  thy  lay  : 
Nothing  was  Spiing  which  I'hillips  did  not  draw,  i 
And  ev'ry  image  of  his  mufe  was  May. 

So  rofe  the  regal  hyacinthal  flar ; 
So  flione  the  pleafant  ruilic  daified  bed; 
So  feem'd  the  woodlands  lefs'ning  from  afar  ; 
You  faw  the  real  preipeft  as  you  read. 

Majeftic  Summer's  blooming  flow'ry  priclc 
Ne.\t  claim'd  the  honour  of  his  nervous  foiig; 
He  taught  the  flream  in  hollow  trills  to  glide, 
.\nd  lead  the  glories  of  the  year  along. 

When  golden  Autumn, wrcath'd  in  ripen'd  corn, 
From  fiurple  chillers  prcfs'd  the  foamy  wine, 
Thy  genius  did  his  fallow  brows  adorn. 
And  made  the  beauties  of  the  feafon  thine. 

Pale  rugged  Winter  bending  o'er  his  tread. 
His  grizzled  hair  bedropt  with  icy  dew  ; 
His  eyes,  a  dulky  ligiu,  congeal'd  and  dead; 
His  robe,  a  tinge  of  bright  ethereal  blue  : 

His  train,  a  motley'd,  fangulne,  fable  cloud, 
He  limps  along  tlie  ruflet  dreary  moor  ; 
Whillf  rifiiig  whirlwinds,  blaOing,  keen,  and  louJ, 
"Roll  the  white  furges  to  the  founding  fliore. 

Nor  were  hisplcafures  unimprov'd  by  thee; 
Pleafures  he  has,  though  horridly  deform'd  : 
The  filver'd  hill,  the  polifh'd  lake,  v.x  fee. 
Is  by  thy  genius  fi.\'d,  preferv'd,  and  warm'd. 

The  rough  November  has  his  pleafures  too  ; 
But  I'm  infenfiblc  to  every  joy  : 
Farewell  the  laurel,  now  1  grafn  the  yew. 
And  all  my  little  powers  in  grief  employ. 

In  thee  each  virtue  found  a  pleafing  cell, 
I'hy  mind  was  honour,  and  thy  foul  divine  : 
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With  thee  did  ev"ry  power  of  genius  dwell : 
Tliou  wert  the  Helicon  of  all  the  nine. 

Fancy  whofe  various  figure-tindtur'd  veft, 
Was  ever  changing  to  a  different  hue  : 
Her  head,  with  varied  bays  and  flow'rets  drell, 
Her  eyes,  two  fpangles  of  the  morning  dew. 

In  dancing  attitude  (he  fwept  thy  firing. 
And  now  fhe  foars  and  now  again  defcends, 
And  now  reclining  on  the  zephyr's  wing, 
Unto  the  vclvet-vefted  mead  Ihe  bends. 

Peace,  deck'd  in  all  the  foftnefs  of  the  dove, 
Over  thy  pafTions  fpread  her  fxlver  plume  : 
The  roiy  vale  of  harmony  and  love. 
Hung  on  thy  foul  in  one  eternal  bloom. 

Peace,  gentled,  fofteft  of  the  virtues,  fpread 
Her  filver  pinions,  wet  with  dewy  tears. 
Upon  her  beil  diftinguifli'd  poet's  head, 
And  taught  his  lyre  the  mufic  of  the  fpheres. 

Temp'rance,  with  health  and  beauty  in  her  train. 
And  mafly-mufcled  Strength  in  graceful  pride. 
Pointed  at  fcarlet  Luxury  and  Pain, 
And  did  at  every  cheerful  fcaft  prefidc. 

Content,  who  fmiles  at  all  the  frowns  of  fate, 
Fann'd  from  id^ra  ev'ry  feeming  ill ; 
In  thy  own  virtue,  and  thy  genius  great. 
The  happy  mufc  laid  anxious  troubles  ftill. 

Bu.t  fee  !  the  fick'ned  glare  of  day  retires, 
And  the  meek  ev'ning  fhades  the  dulky  gray  : 
The  weft  faint  glimmers  with  the  faffron  fires. 
And,  like  thy  life,  O  Phillips  !  dies  away. 

Here,  flretch'd  upon  this  heav'n  afcending  hill, 
I'll  wait  the  horrors  of  the  coming  night ; 
I'll  imitate  the  gently-plaintive  rill, 
And  by  the  glare  of  lambent  vapours  write. 

Wet  with  the  dew  the  yellow'd  hawthorns  bow  ; 
The  loud  winds  whiftle  through  the  echoing  dell ; 
Far  o'er  the  lea  the  breathing  cattle  low. 
And    the    Ihrill    Ihriekings    of    the    fcreedh-owl 
fwell. 

"With  ruftling  found  the  dulky  foliage  flies. 
And  wantons  with  the  wind  in  rapid  wliiils : 
The  gurg'ling  riv'let  to  the  valley  hies, 
And  loll  to  fight,  in  dying  murmurs  curls. 

Now  as  the  mant)c  of  the  ev'ning  fvvclls 
Upon  my  mind,  1  feel  a  thick'ning  gloom  I 
Ah  !  could  I  charm,  by  friendfhip's  potent  fpclls, 
The  foul  of  Phillips  from  the  dcathy  tomb  ! 

Then  would  we  wander  through  the  dark'ncd 
vale. 
In  converfe  fuch  as  heav'nly  fpirits  ufe, 
And  borne  upon  the  plumage  of  the  gale. 
Hymn  the  Creator,  and  exhort  the  mufe. 

But  horror  to  reflciSion  !  Now  no  more 
Will  Phillips  fing,  the  wonder  of  the  plain, 
When  doubting  whether  they  might  not  adore, 
Admiring  mortals  heard  the  nervous  flrain. 

A  madd'ning  darkncfs  reigns  through  all  the 
lawn. 
Naught  but  a  doleful  bell  of  death  is  heard. 
Save  where  into  an  hoary  oak  withdrawn. 
The  fcream  proclaims  the  curft  nofturnal  bird. 


Now,  reft  my  mufe,  bnt  only  reft  to  weep, 
A  friend  made  dear  by  every  facred  tie  ! 
Unknown  to  me  be  comfort,  peace,  or  fleep, 
Phillips  is  dead,  'tis  pleaiure  then  to  die ! 

FEBRUARY, 

AN   ELEGY. 

Be«in,  my  mufe,  the  imitative  lay, 
Aonian  doxies  foimd  the  thrunmiing  firing ; 
Attempt  no  number  of  the  plaintive  Gray, 
Let  me  like  midnight  cats,  or  Collins  fing. 

If  in  the  trammels  of  the  doleful  line. 
The  bounding  hail,  or  drilling  lain  dcfcend ; 
Come,  brooding  Melancholy,  pow'r  divine, 
And  ev'ry  unform'd  mafs  of  words  amend. 

Now  the  rough  goat  withdraws  his  curling  horns. 
And  the  cold  wat'rcr  twirls  his  circling  mop  : 
Swift  fudden  anguifti  darts  through  alt'riug  corns, 
And  the  fpruce  mercer  trembles  in  his  llaop. 

Now  infant  authors,  madd'ning  for  renown. 
Extend  the  plume,  and  hum  about  the  ftage, 
Procure  a  benefit,  amufe  the  town, 
And  proudly  glitter  in  a  title  page. 

Now,  wrapt  in  ninefold  fur,  his  fqueamifli  grace 
Defies  the  fury  of  the  howling  ftorm ; 
And  whilft  the  tempeft  whiftles  round  his  face, 
Exults  to  find  his  mantled  carcafc  warm. 

Now  rumbling  coaches  furious  drive  along. 
Full  of  the  majefty  of  city  dames, 
Whofi  jewels  fparkling  in  the  gaudy  throng, 
Raife  ftrange  amotions  and  invidious  flames. 

Now  Merit,  happy  in  the  calm  of  place. 

To  mortals  as  a  Highlander  appears. 

And  confcious  of  the  excellence  of  lace, 

With  fpreading  frogs  and  gleaming  fpangks  glares  j 

Whilft  Envy,  on  a  tripod  feated  nigli. 
In  form  a  flioe-bcy,  daubs  the  valu'd  fruit. 
And  darting  lightnings  from  his  vengeful  eye, 
Raves  about  Wilkes,  and  politics,  and  Bute, 

Now  Barry,  taller  than  a  grenadier, 
dwindles  into  a  ftrijiling  of  eighteen  ; 
Or  fabled  in  Othello  breaks  the  ear, 
Exerts  his  voice,  and  tetters  to  the  fcene. 

Now  Foote,  a  looking-glafs  for  all  niankind. 
Applies  his  wax  to  perlonal  defedls; 
But  leaves  mitouch'd  the  image  of  the  mind, 
Flis  art  no  mental  quality  reflefts. 

Now  Drury's  potent  king  extorts  applaufc, 
And  pit,  box,  gallery,  echo,  "  How  divine !" 
Whilft  vers'd  in  all  the  drama'.^  myftic  laws. 
His  graceful  adlion  faves  the  wooden  line. 

Now — But  what  further  can  tlie  mufes  fmg  ? 
Now  dropping  particles  of  water  fall ; 
Now  vapours  riding  on  the  north  wind's  whig, 
With  tranfitory  darknefs  fhadows  all. 

Alas  !  how  joylefs  the  defcriptive  theme. 
When  forrow  on  the  writer's  quiet  preys; 
And  like  a  nioufe  in  Cheftire  checfe  fupreme. 
Devours  the  fubllance  of  the  lefs'ning  bays. 

Come,  Februar)-,  lend  thy  darkeft  Iky, 
There  teach  the  winter'd  mufe  with  clouds  to  foar . 
B  b  iiij 


39* 


THE   WORKS   OF  CHATTERTON, 


Come,  Tcbruary,  lift  the  number  liigh; 

Let  tlic  fhiirp  ftrain  like  wind  through  alleys  roar. 

Ye  channels,  wand'rinpthrougli  the  fpaciou->ftrect, 
In  hollow  murmurs  roil  the  dirt  alonj;, 
With  iiiundationi  wet  the  fabled  Iter, 
"U'hilil  gouts  relponfive,  join  tl>'  elegiac  fong. 

Ye  damfelsfair,  whofc  fiiver  voices  Ihrill 
Sound  throu;;h  mcand'ring  folds  of  licho's  horn  ; 
Let  the  I'wcet  cry  of  liberty  be  iHll, 
No  more  let  finoking  cake*  awake  the  morn. 

O,  Winter'  put  away  thy  fnpwy  pride; 
O,  Sprin}^  I  neglci'^  the  cowllip  and  the  bell ; 
O,  Summer  !  throw  thy  pears  and  plums  afide  ; 
O,  Autumn  !  bid  the  grape  with  poifon  fwell. 

The  pcnfion'd  mufe  of  Johnfon  is  no  more  ! 
Drown'd  in  a  butt  of  wine  hisjjenius  lies: 
Earth  !  Octan  !  Ht.av'n  !  the  wond'rous  lofs  de- 
plore, 
The  dregs  of  Nature  with  her  glory  dies. 

"U'hat  iron  Stoic  can  fupprtfs  the  tear  ; 
'\\'ha(  four  reviewer  read  with  vacant  eye  ! 
W  hat  bard  feut  decks  his  literary  bier  ! 
Alas  !  I  cannot  ling — I  howl — I  cry— 

£)!/!o/,  Feb.  12.  p. 

ELEGY, 
On.  W.  Beckjord,  Efjuirc, 

We^p  on,  yc  Britons — give  your  gen'ra!  fear ; 

But  hence,  ye  venal — hence,  each  titled  ilave; 
An  licneR  P'"iS  ^ould  wait  on  Beckford's  bier. 

And  patriot  anguifh  mark  the  patriot's  grave. 

When  like  the  Roman  to  his  field  retir'd, 

"J'wus  you  (furiounded  by  unnuinher'd  foes), 

Wfio  cill'd  him  lorth,  his  ferviccs  requir'd,  ■ 
And  took  from  age  the  blcfling  of  rcpofe. 

With  foul  impeU'd  by  yinue's  facred  flame. 
To  flem  the  tfirrent  of"  corruption's  tide, 

He  came,  heav'ii  fraught  with  liberty  !  He  came 
And  nobly  in  his  country's  fervicc  died. 

In  the  lafl  awful,  the  departing  hour, 

Wiien  life's  poor  lamp  rimrc  laint,  and  fainter 
grew ; 
As  mem'ry  feebly  excrcis'd  her  power, 

He  only  felt  for  liberty  and  you. 

He  view'd  death's  arrows  with  a  Clui.lian  eve, 
\\'i;h  firmncfsonly  to  a  Chriftian  known; 

Ancl  nobly  gave  your  miferies  that  figh 
With  which  he  never  gratified  his  own. 

Thou,  breathing  fculpture,  celebrate  his  fame, 
And  give  hi3  laurel  everlai:ing  bloom  ; 

Receive  his  worth  while  gratitude  has  name, 
And  teach  fuccteding  ages  from  his  tomb.  ' 

The  fword  of  juftice  cautioufly  he  fway'd, 
His  hand  for  ever  held  the  balance  right; 

Each  venial  fai»!t  with  pity  he  JTurvcy'd, 
But  murder  found  no  mercy  in  his  fight. 

He  knew  when  flatterers  beiifge  a  throne, 
Truth  ftldom  reaches  to  a  monarch's  ear; 

Knevi',  if  opprcfa'd  a  loyal  people  gioan, 
'lis  not  the  courtier's  inttiell  he  fhould  hear. 


Hence,  honed  to  his  prince,  his  manly  tonguf, 

'J'hc  pul)lie  wrong  and  loyalty  convey'd. 
While  titled  tremblers,  ev'ry  nerve  unftrung, 

Look'd  all  around,  confounded  and  diiniay'd*  ' 
Look  all  around,  aftonifh'd  to  behold, 

ri'rain'd  npto  flatt'ryfrom  their  early  youth) 
An  artlcfs,  fearle/s  citizen,  unfold 

To  royal  ears,  a  mortifying  truth. 

'I'itles  to  him  no  pleafure  could  impart. 
No  bribes  his  rigid  virtue  could  controul ; 

'i'he  ilar  could  never  gain  upon  his  heart. 
Nor  turn  the  tide  of  honour  in  his  loul. 

For  this  his  name  our  hift'ry  (hall  adorn, 

Shall  foar  on  fame's  wide  pinions  all  fublime;^ 

Till  heaven's  own  bright,  and  never  dying  nioni 
Abi'orbs  our  little  particle  of  time. 

ELEGY. 

Haste,  hafte,  yc  folemn  meffengers  of  night. 
Spread  the  black  mantle  on  the  Ihrinking  plain ; 
But,  ah  !  my  torments  ftill  furvive  the  light, 
'I  he  changing  feafons  alter  not  my  pain. 
Ye  variegated  children  of  the  fpring ; 
Yebiofiomsblufliing with  the  pearly  dew; 
^c  birds  that  fweetly  in  the  hawthorn  fing  ; 
Yc  flow'ry  meadows,  lawns  of  verdant  hue. 
Faint   are    your   colours;   harfh  your   lovc-noteS 

thrill, 
To  me  no  pleafure  nature  now  can  yield : 
Alike  the  barren  rock  and  woody  hill. 
The  dark-brown  blalled  heath,  and  fruitful  field. 
Ye  fpouting  catarads,  ye  Clvcr  fircams  ; 
Ye  fpacious  rivers,  wjiom  the  willow  flirowds;     j 
Afcend  thebright-crovvn'd  fun's  far-fliiningbeani%k 
To  aid  the  mournful  tcar-diftilling  clouds. 
Ye  noxious  vapours,  fall  upon  my  head  ; 
Ye  writhing  adders,  round  my  feet  entwine; 
Ye  toads,  your  venom  iu  my  loot-path  fpreatl; 
Ye  blading  meteors,  upon  me  fhine. 
Ye  circling  feafons,  intercept  the  year; 
Forbid  the  beautits  of  the  fpring  to  rife; 
Let  not  the  life-prefcrving  grain  appear ; 
Let  howling  tempefls  harrow  up  the  flcics. 
Ye  cloud-girt,  mcfs-grown  turrets,  look  no  more 
Into  the  palace  of  the  gcd  of  day  : 
Ye  loud  tempeftuous  billows,  ccafe  to  roar. 
In  plaintive  numbers,  through  the  valleys  ftray. 
Yc  verdant-vdUd  trees,  forget  to  grow, 
Caft  off  tiie  yellow  foliage  oi  your  pride  : 
Ye  foftly  tinkling  riv'lets,  ctafe  to  iiow. 
Or  fwell'd  with  certain  death  and  poifon,  glide. 
Yc  folemn  warblers  of  the  gloomy  night, 
'I'hat  reft  in  liglitning-blafled  oaks  the  day, 
Throiij;li  the  black  mantles  take  ycur  flow-pac'd 

flight,  ■        *^ 

Rending  the  filent  wood  with  Pjrieking  lay. 
Ye  fno.v-crown'd  mountains,  lofl  to  mortal  cycs, 
Down  to  the  valleys  btnd  your  hoary  head, 

Yc  livid  comets,  fire  the  peopled  Ikies 

For— lady  Betty's,  tabby  cat  is  dead. 

TO  MR.  HOLLAND. 
What  numbers,  Holland,  can  the  mufes  find. 

To  (ing  thy  merit  in  each  varied  part ; 
When  aclion,  eloquence,  and  eafe  combin'd; 

Make  nature  but  a  copy  of  il)>  art. 
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iMajeftic  as  the  eagle  on  the  iving, 
[     Or  the  young  lky-helm"d  mountain-rooted  tree: 
Pleafing  as  meadows  blullum-  with  the  Ipriiig, 
Loud  as  the  furges  of  the  Severn  fea. 

In  terror's  ftrain,  as  clanging  armies  drear  '. 
j     In  love,  as  Jove,  too  great  for  mortal  praife, 
,In  pity  gentle  as  the  falling  tear, 
.     In  all  fuperior  to  my  feeble  lays. 

Black  angers  fudden  rife,  ecflatic  pain, 

Tormenting  jealoufy's  felf-cank'riug  fting  ; 

Confuming  envy  with  her  yelling  train, 

Fraud  clol'ely  fhrovded  with  the  turtle's  wing. 

Whatever  paflions  gall  the  human  bread. 
Play  in  thy  features,  and  await  thy  nod ; 

In  thee  by  art,  the  demon  Hands  confeft, 
But  nature  on  thy  foul  has  ftamp'd  the  god. 

igo  iuft  thy  artion  with  thy  part  agrees, 
!     Each  feature  does  the  office  of  a  tongue  ; 
Such  is  thy  native  elegance  and  cafe, 

By  thee  the  harfh  line  fmoothly  glides  along. 

At  thy  feign'd  woe  we're  really  diftreft, 
At  thy  feign'd  tears  we  let  the  real  fall ; 

JBy  every  judge  of  nature  'tis  confelt, 
No  fingle  part  is  thine,  thou'rt  ail  in  all. 

I         Bn/tol,yu/y  21.  D.  B. 


I    .        ON  IVIR.  ALCOCK  OF  BRISTOL, 

1 

>N    EXCELLENT    MINIATUI^E   PAINTER. 

!  Ye  nine,  awake  the  rhorded  fliell, 

Whilft  I  the  praife  of  Akock  Icll 
1  In  truth-di(flated  lays  : 

1  On  wings  of  genius  take  thy  flight, 

O  mufe  '.  above  the  Olympic  height, 
Make  echo  fing  his  praife. 

Nature  in  all  her  glory  dreft, 
Her  fiow'ry  crown,  her  verdant  veil. 
Her  zone  ethereal  blue, 

'  Receives  new  charms  from  Alcock's  hand  ; 
The  eye  furveys,  at  his  command, 

'  Whole  kingdoms  at  a  view. 

His  beauties  feem  to  roll  the  eye, 
'  A^d  bids  the  real  arrows  fly. 

To  wound  the  gazer's  mind  ; 
j  So  taking  are  his  men  difplay'd, 
That  oft  th'  unguarded  wounded  maid. 
Hath  willi'd  the  painter  blind. 

His  pirtures  like  to  nature  fhow. 
The  filver  fountains  feem  to  flow ;] 

The  hoary  woods  to  nod  : 
The  curling  hair,  the  flowing  drefs, 
'  The  fpeaking  attitude,  confel's 
The  fancy-forming  god. 

[  Ye  claflic  Roman-loving  fools, 
I  Say,  could  the  painters  of  the  fchoob, 
I  With  Alcock's  pencil  vie  ? 

I  He  paints  the  paflions  of  mankind, 
Aiid  in  the  face  dii'plays  the  mind, 
!  *  Charming  the  heart  and  eje. 


Thrice  happy  artift,  roufe  thy  pow'rs. 
And  fend,  in  wonder-giving  Ihow'rs, 

Thy  beauteous  works  to  view  ; 
Envy  fliall  ficken  at  thy  name, 
Italians  leave  the  chair  of  lame, 

And  own  the  ieat  thy  due. 
Brijlol,  Jan.  29.  1769.  Asaphides. 

TO  MISS  B— SH  OF  BRISTOL. 

Before  I  feek  the  dreary  fhore, 
Where  Gambia's  rapid  billows  roar, 

And  foaming  pour  along  ; 
To  you  I  urge  the  plaintive  ftrain. 
And  though  a  lover  fings  in  vain. 

Yet  you  fliall  hear  the  fong. 

Ungrateful,  cruel,  lovely  maid, 
Since  all  my  torments  were  repaid 

With  frowns  or  languid  fneers; 
With  afliduities  no  more 
Your  captive  will  your  health  implore. 

Nor  teafe  you  with  his  tears. 

Now  to  the  regions  v;here  the  fua 
Does  his  hot  courfe  of  glory  run. 

And  parches  up  tlie  ground  ; 
Where  o'er  the  burning  cleaving  plains, 
A  long  external  dog-fl;ar  reigns, 

And  fpJendour  flames  around : 

There  will  I  go,  yet  not  to  find 
A  fire  intenfer  than  my  mind, 

Which  burns  a  conflant  flame  : 
There  will  I  loie  thy  heavenly  form. 
Nor  fliall  remembrance,  raptur'd,  warm. 

Draw  fliadows  of  thy  frame. 

In  the  rough  element  the  fea, 
I'll  drown  the  fofter  fubjecfl,  thee, 

And  fink  each  lovely  charm  : 
No  more  my  bofom  fhall  be  tornj 
No  more  by  wild  ideas  borne, 

I'D  cherilh  the  alarm. 

Yet,  Polly,  could  thy  heart  be  kind. 
Soon  would  my  feeble  purpofe  find 

Thy  fway  within  my  breafl: '. 
But  hence,  foft  fcenes  of  painted  woe, 
Spite  of  the  dear  delight  I'll  go, 

Forget  her,  and  be  bleft. 
D.  Celorimon. 

TH£  ADVICE. 

ADDRESSED  TO  MISS  M R— -,  OF  BRISTOL. 

Revolving  in  their  deftin'd  fphere. 
The  hours  begin  another  year 

■As  rapidly  to  fly  ; 
Ah  I   think,  Maria,  (e'er  in  gray 
Thofe  auburn  trefles  fade  away)  ; 

So  youth  and  beauty  die. 

Though  now  the  captivated  throng 
Adore  with  flattery  and  fong, 

And  all  before  you  bow  ; 
Whilft  unattentive  to  the  ftrain, 
You  hear  the  humble  mufe  complain. 

Or  wreath  your  frowning  brow^ 
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Though  poor  Pitholeon's  feeble  line, 
Jii  oppofition  to  the  nine, 

Still  violates  your  name  ; 
Though  tales  ofpatlion  meanly  told. 
As  dull  as  Cumberland,  as  cold 

Strive  to  confefs  a  flanie. 
Yet  when  that  bluom  and  dancing  fire. 
In  lilver'd  rev'rence  lliall  expire, 

Ag'd,  wrinkl'd,  and  detac'd  ; 
To  keep  one  lover's  flame  alive. 
Requires  the  genius  ot  a  Clivc, 

With  Walpole's  mental  taftc. 
Though  ra[)tiire  wantons  in  your  air, 
Though  beyond  fimile  you're  lair  j 

Free,  affable,  lereiie  : 
Yet  ftill  one  attribute  divine. 
Should  in  your  compofition  iLine  ; 

Sincerity,  I  mean. 
Though  num'rous  fwains  before  you  fall ; 
'Tis  empty  admiration  all, 

'Tis  all  that  you  require  : 
How  momentary  are  their  chains  ! 
Like  you,  how  infincere  the  drains 

Of  thofe,  who  but  admire  1 
Acce])t,  for  once,  advice  from  me, 
And  let  the  eye  of  cenfure  fee 

Maria  can  be  true  ; 
No  more  from  fools  or  empty  beaux, 
Heav'n's  reprefentatives  difciofe. 

Or  butterHics  purfue. 
Fly  to  your  worthicfl  lover's  arms, 
To  him  refign  your  fwelling  charms, 

And  meet  his  gen'rous  brealt : 
Or  if  Pitholeon  fuits  your  tafte, 
}iis  mufe  witli  tatter'd  fragments  grac'd, 

Shall  read  your  cares  to  relt.  D. 

THE  COPERNICAN  SYSTEM. 

The  fun  revolving  on  his  axis  turns, 
And  with  creative  fire  inteufely  burns ; 
Impell'd  the  forcive  air,  our  earth  fupreme. 
Rolls  with  th-  planets  round  the  folar  gleam  ; 
Firlt  Mercury  completes  his  tranlient  year, 
Glowing,  refulgent,  with  refleifted  glare  j 
Bright  Venus  occupies  a  wider  wayi 
The  early  harbinger  of  night  and  day  ; 
More  diltant  ftill  our  globe  terraqueous  turns, 
Kor  chills  intenfe,  nor  fiercely  heated  burns ; 
Around  her  rolls  the  lunar  orb  of  light. 
Trailing  her  filver  glories  through  the  night : 
<Jn  the  eaith's  orbit  fee  the  various  figns, 
Mark  where  the  fun,  our  year  completing,  fhines: 
Firftthe  bright  Ram  his  languid  ray  improves; 
.Next  glaring  wat'ry  through  the  Bull  he  moves; 
The  am'rous  Twins  admit  lii»  gonial  ray  ; 
Now  burning,  through  theCiab  he  takes  his  way  ; 
The  Lion,  flaming,  bears  the  I'olar  ptAver  ; 
The  Virgin  faints  beneatii  the  fultry  fhower. 

Now  the  jult  Balance  weighs  his  equal  force, 
The  flimy  Scrijcnt  fwelters  in  his  courfe  ; 
The  fal)lod  Archer  clouds  his  languid  face  ; 
'I'hc  Goal,  with  tcmpefts,  urges  on  his  race; 
Now  in  the  wntcr  hii  faint  beams  appear, 
And  the  cclJ  Filtes  eud  the  circling  year. 


Beyond  our  globe  the  fangulne  Mars  difplays       i 
A  ftrong  reflttlion  of  primxval  rays;  ' 

Next  belted  Jupiter  far  diftanl  gleams. 
Scarcely  enlighi'ncd  with  the  folar  beams; 
With  four  unliv'd  rtccpracles  of  light,  I 

He  tour'<  mBJcftic  tijrough  the  fpacious  height :     ' 
Bui  farther  yet  the  tardy  Saturn  lags. 
And  five  at tcndaiu  luminaries  drags; 
InveUing  wiih  a  double  ring  his  pace,  ] 

He  circles  through  immenlity  of  fpace.        [good  ' 

Thefe  are  thy  wond'roiis  works,  tirft  Source  o.'i 
Now  more  admir'd  iri  being  underllood.  i 

Jiri/lol,  Dec.  13.  D.  B. 

THE  GONSULIAD.  ' 

AN  HEROIC  POEM. 

Of  warrirg  fenators,  and  battles  dire, 

Of  quails  uneaten,  mufe  awake  the  lyre. 

Where  C — pb — U's  chimneys  overlook  the  fquiie^ 

And  N — t — n's  future  profpe(fts  hang  in  air  ; 

Where  counfellors  difpute,  and  cocker's  match, 

And  Caledonian  earb  in  concert  fcratrh  ; 

A  group  of  herv^e^,  occupied  the  round. 

Long  in  the  rolls  of  infamy  renown'd. 

Circling  the  t;ible  all  in  filer.ce  fat ; 

Now  tearing  bloody  lean,  now  champing  fat  J 

Now  picking  ortolans,  and  chickens  (lain, 

To  form  the  whiinfies  of  an  a-Ia-rei/ie  : 

Ko'.v  forming  caftlesof  the  neirell  tafte, 

And  granting  articles  to  forts  of  parte  ; 

Now  fwallowing  bitter  draughts  of  Pruflian  beer 

Now  fucking  tallow  of  falu')rious  dt-er. 

The  god  of  cabinets  arrd  fenates  faw 

His  fons,  like  afles,  10  one  centre  draw. 

Inflated  difcord  heard,  and  left  her  celf, 
With  all  the  horrors  of  her  native  hell : 
She,  on  the  loaring  wings  of  genius  fled. 
And  wav'd  tliL-  pen  of  Junius  round  her  head. 
Beneath  the  table,  veil'd  from  fight,  flie  fprung, 
And  fat  allride  on  noify  Twitcher's  tongue  : 
Twitcher,  luperior  to  the  \cnHl  pack 
or  lilnouTlbiiry's  notorious  monarch.  Jack  : 
Iwi  teller,  a  rotten  branch  of  mighty  (lock, 
V.liole  intereft  winds  his  confcience  as  his  clock: 
Whofe  attributes  dcteftablp,  have  long 
Been  evident,  and  infamous  in  fi'iig- 
A  toaft's  demanded  :   Msdoc  fwift  arofe. 
Paiflolian  gravy  trickling  clown  his  clothes: 
His  langnine  fork  a  murcier'd  picreon  preft. 
His  knife  with  deep  incilion  fought  the  bread. 
Upon  his  lips  the  quivering  accents  hung, 
And  too  much  expedition  cliain'd  his  tongue. 
When  thus  he  fputter'd :   "  All  the  giaflesdll, 
And  toaft  the  great  I'endragon  of  the  hill; 
Mab-Uthcr  Ov\cin,  a  long  train  of  kings. 
From  whom  the  rttyal  blood  of  Madoc  iprings. 
Madoc,  undoubtedly  of  Arthur's  race. 
You  fee  the  mighty  moBarch  in  his  face  : 
Madoc,  in  bagnios  and  in  courts  adorM, 
Demands  this  proper  homage  of  the  board."  [beer  ! 

"  Monari.hsl"  faid  Twitcher,  letting  down  hi; 
His  nnifcles  writhing  a  contemptuous  fneer  : 
"  Monarchs  :   Of  mole-hills,    yfter-bed-,  a  rock  ; 
I'hefe  are  the  grafters  ot  your  royil  ftock : 
My  pony  Scrub  can  lires  more  valiant  trace—" 
The  mangled  pigeon  thunders  on  his  face ; 
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jHis  op'niny  mouth  the  melted  butter  fills, 

JAnd  dropping  from  his  nofe  and  chin  diltils. 

;Furious  he  ftarted,  rage  his  bofom  warms  j 

'Loud  as  his  lordfhip's  morning  dun  he  ftorms. 

I"  Thou  vulgar  imitator  of  the  great, 

[Grown  wanton  with  the  excrements  of  ftate  : 

IThis  to  thy  head  notorious  Twitcher  fends." 

inis  fliadow  body  to  the  table  bends : 

Inis  (training  arm  uprears  a  loin  of  veal, 

■In  thefe  degenerate  days,  for  three  a  meal : 

IJn  ancient  times,  as  various  writers  fay, 

An  alderman  or  prieft  eat  three  a  day. 

I  With  godlike   ftrength,   the  grinning  Twitcher 

plies, 
[His  flretching  mufcles  and  the  mountain  flies. 
iSwift,  as  a  cloud  that  fhadows  o'er  the  plain, 
lit  flew,  and  fcatter*d  drops  of  oily  rain. 
[Inoppofition  to  extended  knives, 
[On  royal  Madoc's  fpreading  cheft  it  drives : 
[Senfelefs  he  falls  u])on  the  Tandy  ground, 
IPreft  with  the  fleamy  load  tliat  ooz'd  around. 
1  And  now  confulion  fpread  her  ghaftly  plume, 
I  And  fadlion  feparates  the  noify  room. 
iBalluntun,  exercis'd  in  every  vice 
iThat  opens  to  a  courtiers  paradife, 
[With  D — f — n  trammel'd,  fcruples  not  to  draw 
rlnjuftice  up  the  rocky  hill  of  law  ; 
iiFrom  whofe  iiumanity  the  laurels  fprung, 
Which  will  in  George"s-Fields  be  ever  young. 
[The  vile  Ralluntun,  ilarting  from  his  chair, 
[To  fortune  thus  addrefs'd  his  private  prayer  : 
I"  Goddefs  of  fate's  rotunf  ity,  aflift 
With  thought-wing'd  victory  my  untry'd  fift  : 
If  I  the  grinning  Twitcher  overturn. 
Six  Ruffian  frigates  at  thy  flirine  ftiall  burn; 
Nine  rioters  fliall  bleed  beneath  thy  feet ; 
j  And  hanging  cutters  decorate  each  ftrect." 
The  goddefs  fmii'd,  or  rather  fmooth'd  her  frown, 
And  (hook  the  triple  feathers  of  her  crown  j 
InltiU'd  a  private  penfion  in  his  foul. 
With  rage  infpir'd,  he  feiz'd  a  Gallic  roll : 
His  burfting  arm  the  miffive  weapon  threw. 
High  o'er  his  rival's  head  it  whiltling  flew, 
Curraras,  for  his  Jewilh  foul  renown'd, 
Rcceiv'd  it  on  his  ear  and  kift  the  ground. 
Curraras,  vers'd  in  every  little  art. 
To  play  the  minifter's  or  felon's  part : 
Grown  hoary  in  the  villanies  of  (tate, 
A  title  made  him  infamoufly  great. 
A  (lave  to  venal  (laves ;  a  tool  to  tools : 
The  reprefentative  to  knaves  and  fools. 
But  fee  !  commercial  Briftol's  genius  fit, 
Her  Iliield  a  turtle-ihell,  her  lance  a  (pit. 
See,  whilft  her  nodding  aldermen  are  fpread, 
In  all  the  branching  honours  of  the  head  ; 
Curravas,  ever  faithful  to  the  caufe, 
With  beef  and  ven'fon  their  attention  draws  t 
They  drink,  they  eat,  then  fign  the  mean  addref?; 
Say,  could  their  humble  gratitude  do  lels? 
By  difappointment  vex'd,  Balluntun  flies  ; 
Red  lightnings  flafhing  in  his  dancing  eyes. 
Firm  as  his  virtue,  mighty  Twitcher  (tands, 
And  elevates  for  furious  fight  his  hands  : 
One  pointed  filt  hisfliadow'd  corps  defends. 
The  other  on  Balluntun's  eyqs  deicends  : 
A  darkhng,  (hacking  light  his  optics  view. 
Circled  with  Uvid  tinges  red  and  bl'.ie. 


Now  fir'd  with  angulfh,  and  inflam'd  by  pride. 
He  thunders  on  his  adverfary's  fide : 
With  patt'ring  blows  prolongs  th'  unequal  fight; 
Twitcher  retreats  bef6re  the  man  of  might. 
But  fortune  (or  fome  higher  power  or  god). 
Oblique  extended  forth  a  fable  rod  : 
As  Twitcher  retrograde  maintain'd  the  fray, 
The  harden'd  ferpsnt  intercepts  his  way. 
He  fell,  and,  falling  with  a  lordly  air, 
Crulh'd  into  atoms  the  judicial  chair. 
Curraras,  for  his  Jewifh  foul  renown'd, 
Arofe  ;  but  deafen'd  with  a  finging  found, 
A  cloud  of  difcontent  o'erfpread  his  brows; 
Revenge  in  every  bloody  feature  glows. 
Around  his  head  a  roafted  gander  whirls, 
Dropping  Manilla  fauces  on  his  curls : 
■Swift  to  the  vile  Balluntun's  face  it  flies. 
The  burning  pepper  fparkles  in  his  eyes  :    . 
His  India  waiflcoat,  reeking  with  the  oil. 
Glows  brighter  red,  the  glory  of  the  fpoil. 

The  fight  is  gen'ral ;  fowl  repulfes  fowl ; 
The  vidlors  thunder,  and  the  vanquifli'd  howl. 
Stars,  garters,  all  the  implements  of  (how, 
That  deck'd  the  pow'rs  above,  difgrac'd  below. 
Nor  fwords,  nor  mightier  weapons  did  they  dravy, 
For  all  were  well  acquainted  with  the  law. 

Let  Drap— r,  to  improve  his  diftion,  fight; 
Cur  heroes,  like  Lord  George,  could  fcold  and 

write. 
Gogmagog  early  of  the  jocky  club  ; 
Empty  as  C — br — ke's  oratorial  tub : 
A  rufty  link  of  minifterial  chain ; 
A  living  glory  of  the  prcfent  reign. 
Vers'd  in  the  arts  of  ammunition  bread. 
He  wav'd  a  red  wheat  manchet  round  his  head : 
David-ap-Howel,  furious,  wild,  and  young. 
From  the  fame  line  as  royal  Madoc  fprung ; 
Occurr'd,  the  objeift  of  his  burfting  ire. 
And  on  his  nofe  receiv'd  the  vi^eapon  dire : 
A  double  river  of  congealing  blood 
O'erflows  his  garter  with  a  purple  flood. 
Mad  as  a  bull  by  daring  maftifTs  tore. 
When  ladies  fcream,  and  greafy  butchers  roar: 
Mad  as  B — rg — e  when  groping  through  the  park, 
He  kifs'd  his  own  dear  lady  in  the  dark. 
The  lineal  reprefentative  of  kings, 
A  carving  weapon  feiz'd,  and  up  he  fprings : 
A  weapon  long  in  cruel  murders  ftain'd. 
For  mangling  captive  carcafes  ordain'd. 
But  Fortune,  Providence,  or  what  you  will. 
To  lay  the  rifing  fcenes  of  horror  ftill. 
In  Fero's  perfon  feiz'd  a  fhining  pot. 
Where  bubbled  fcrips,  and  contradts  flaming  hot; 
In  the  fierce  Cambrians  breeches  drains  it  dry, 
The  chapel  totters  with  the  Ihrieking  cry. 
Loud  as  the  mob's  reiterated  yell. 
When  Sawny  rofe,  as  mighty  Chatham  fell. 

Fiaccus,  the  glory  of  a  mafquerade  ; 
Whofe  every  aftion  is  of  trifles  made  : 
At  Graft' — n's  v/ell-ilor'd  table  ever  found ; 
Like  G — n  too  for  every  vice  renown'd. 
G — n,  to  whofe  immortal  fenfc  we  owe 
The  blood  which  will  from  civil  difcord  flow : 
Who  fwells  each  grievance,  lengthens  every  tax. 
Blind  to  the  rip'ning  vengeance  of  the  axe. 
Fiaccus,  the  youthful,  degagee  and  gay. 
With  eye  or  pity  fav/  the  dreary  fray  : 
Aniidft  the  greafy  horrors  of  the  fight, 
He  trembled  for  his  fuit  of  virgin  white. 
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FonJ  of  {lis  eloquence,  and  cafy  flow 
Of  talk  vcrbofc,  whofc  meaning  none  can  know : 
He  mounts  the  table,  but,  through  eager  hafte, 
His  foot  upon  a  fnioking  court-pie  plac'd  : 
The  burninjt  liquid  penetrates  his  ftioe. 
Swift  from  the  rollruni  thcdeclaimer  flew, 
But  leaniedly  heroic  he  difdains, 
To  fpoil  his  pretty  countenance  with  ftrains. 
Remounted  on  the  tabic,  now  he  (lands, 
Waves  hiihigli  powdcr'd  head  and  ruffled  hands. 
««  Friends  !  let  this  clang  of  hoftile  fury  ceafe, 
111  it  beronK-^  the  plcnipos  of  peace  : 
Khali  olio's,  from  internal  !)attle  drcfl:. 
Like  bullets  outward  perforate  the  bread  ; 
Shall  jav'lin  bottles  blood  ethereal  fpill  ;^^ 
Shall  lufcioiis  turtle  without  furfeit  kill  " 
TVIore  had  ht  faid  :  when,  from  Dogloftock  flung, 
Ji.  cuftard  pudding  trembled  on  bis  tongue: 
j\nd,  ah!  misfortunes feldom  come  alone. 
Great  Twitcher  rifnig  fciz'd  a  polifn'd  bone; 
Upon  his  brtafl-  the  oily  weapon  clangs ; 
Headlong  he  falls,  propcll'd  by  thick'mng  bangs. 
The  prince  of  trimmers,  for  his  magic  fani'd, 
Quarlendorgongos  by  infernals  nani'd  : 
By  mortals  Ala  vat  in  common  Ih-rd ; 
Nurs'd  in  a  furnace,  Nox  and  Neptune's  child  : 
Burftmg  with  rage,  a  weighty  bottle  caught, 
"With  crimlbn  blood  and  vital  fpirits  fraught. 
To  DoKo's  head  tlie  gurgling  v  oe  he  fends ; 
Doxo  made  mighty  in  his  miginy  friends. 
Upon  his  front"  the  ftubborn  veffcl  founds, 
Back  from  his  harder  front  the  bottle  bounds  : 
He  fell.     The  royal  Madoc  rifing  up, 
Repos'd  him  weary,  on  his  painful  crup  : 
The  head  of  Doxo,'  firft  projecting  down. 
Thunders  upon  the  kingly  Cambrian's  crown  : 
The  fanguine  tumour  fwclls ;  again  he  falls ; 
On  his  broad  chert  the  bulky  Uoxo  fprawls. 
'J'yro  the  fage,  the  fenfible,  the  llrong. 
As  yet  unnotic'd  in  the  mufe-taught  long; 
'J'yro,  for  necromancy  far  renown'd, 
A  greatL-r  adept  than  Agrippa  found  ; 
Oft  as  hisp'nantom  reafons  mterven'd, 
De  Viris  penfion'd,  the  defaulter  fcreen'd  ; 
Another  C— rt — t  remains  in  CI — ; 
In  rl — the — r  fifty  Jcflerics's  appear. 
Tyro  ftood  neuter,  till  the  champions  tir'd. 
In  languid  attitudes  a  truce  delir'd. 
Long  was  the  bloody  fight ;  confufion  dire 
Has  hid  fome  circimflances  from  the  lyre  : 
Suffice  it,  tliat  each  hero  kifs'd  tlie  ground. 
Tyro  excepted  for  old  laws  renown'd  ; 
Who  ftretching  his  authoritative  hand, 
Loudly  thus  ilTu'd  forth  his  dread  command. 
"  I'cacc,  wrangling  fenators,  and  placemen,  peace. 
In  the  king's  name,  kt  hoftile  vengeance  ceak!" 
Aghaft  the  champions  hear  the  furious  found, 
The  fallen  unmolefted  leave  the  ground. 
«'  What  fury,  nobles,  occupies  your  breafl ; 
What  patriots  fpirits  has  your  mind  polTtll. 
Kor  honorary  gifts  nor  pcnfions  plcafe  ; 
Say   are  you  Covent-CJarden  patentees ! 
How  ?   Wift  you  not  what  ancient  fages  faid. 
The  council  quarrels,  and  the  poor  have  bread. 
Set  this  court-pie  wuh  twenty  thoufand  drcll ; 
Be  cvef  y  thought  of  enmity  at  reft. 
Divide  it  and  be  friends  again,"  he  faid  : 
The  council  god  raurn'd,  and  difcord  fled. 
JSriJ}ol,yjr,  4.1770.  C. 


ELEGV. 

JorLESs  I  feek  the  folitary  (hade, 

Where  dufky  contemplation  veils  the  fcene, 

The  dark  retreat  (of  ka/lcl's  branches  made) 
Where  fick'nmg  forrow  wets  the  yellow'd  grcca. 

The  darkfome  ruins  of  fome  facrcd  cell, 
^^'here  crft  the  fons  of  fuperflition  rrod, 

Tott'ring  upon  the  molTy  meadow,  tell 
\Vc  better  know,  but  lefs  adore  our  God. 

Now,  as  I  mournful  tread  the  gloomy  cave. 

Through  the  wide  wiudow  (once  with  myflerics 
dight) 

The  diftant  loreft,and  the  darken'd  wave 
Of  the  I'woln  Avon  raviflies  my  fight. 

But  fee,  the  thick'ning  veil  of  evening's  drawn, 
'i  he  azure  changes  to  a  fabled  blue; 

The  rapt'ring  profpedts  fly  the  lefs'ning  lawn. 
And  nature  feems  to  mourn  the  dying  view. 

Self-fprighted  fear  creeps  filent  through  the  gloom, 
Starts  at  the  ruftling  leaf,  and  rolls  his  cyes; 

Aghaft  with  horror,  when  he  views  the  tomb, 
With  every  torment  of  a  hell  he  flies. 

The  bubbling  brooks  in  plaintive  murmurs  roll, 
'l"hc  bird  of  omen,  with  inccfTant  fcreani, 

To  melancholy  thoughts  awakes  the  foul, 
And  lulls  the  mind  to  contemplation's  dream. 

A  dreary  ftillnefs  broods  o'er  all  the  vale, 
'I'he  clouded  moon  emits  a  feeble  glare ; 

Joylefs  I  feek  the  darkling  hill  and  dale ; 
Where'er  I  waij^er  foriow  flill  is  tlicrc. 
Mrijiol,  Nov.  17.  i;()t). 


THE  PROPHECY. 
When  tints  an  at  the  ivo>Jl  thc^  •will  certainhj  mend. 

This  truth  of  old  was  forrow's  friend, 
"   Times  at  t.he  worft  will  furcly  mend." 
The  difficulty's  then  to  know 
How  long  oppre'lion's  clock  can  go  ; 
When  Britain's  lens  may  ceale  to  ligh. 
And  hope  that  their  redemption's  nigh. 

When  vice  exalted  takes  the  Icadi 
And  vengeance  hangs  but  by  a  thread ; 
Gay  peercftts  turn'd  out  o'  doors; 
Whoremaftcr'.  peers,  and  fons  of  wh.ore:-; 
Took  up,  ye  Britons  !  ceafe  to  figh. 
Tor  your  redemption  draweth  nigh. 

When  vile  corruption's  brazen  face 
At  council-board  Ihall  take  her  place. 
And  lords-commiflioners  refort 
■1  0  welcome  her  at  Britain's  court, 
Look  up,  ye  Britons !  ceafe  to  figh, 
Tor  your  redemption  draweth  nigh. 

.See  penfion's  harbour  large  and  clear, 
Defended  by  .St.  Stephen's  pier  ! 
'The  entrance  fafe,  by  current  led, 
'Tiding  round  CI — 's  jetty  head  ; 
Look  up,  ye  Britons  I  ceafe  to  ligh. 
For  your  redemption  draweth  nigh. 

When  civil  power  fhall  fnore  at  eafe^ 
While  foklicrs  fire — to  keep  the  peace  i 


ItVhen  murders  faiiv^luary  find, 
i^nd  petticoats  can  juflice  blind  ; 
Look  up,  ye  Britons !  ceafe  to  figh, 
;?or  your  redemption  dravveth  nigh. 

jDommerce  o'er  bondage  will  prevail, 
"lee  as  the  wind  that  fills  her  fail. 
iiVhen  fhe  complains  of  vile  reilraint, 
knd  power  is"  deaf  to  her  complaint, 
|;.ook  up,  ye  Britons !  ceafe  to  fijh, 
i'or  your  redemption  draweth  nigh. 

jrt'hen  raw  projeftors  fhall  begin 
jDppreflion's  hedge  to  keep  her  in, 
|)he  in  difdain  will  take  her  flight, 
|\nd  bid  the  Gotham  fools  good  night : 
ji.ook  up,  ye  Britoils !   ceafe  to  figh, 
i?or  your  redemption  draweth  nigh. 

iiVhen  tax  is  laid  to  fave  debate, 
JBy  prudent  minifters  of  fiate  ; 
\nd  what  the  people  did  not  give 
js  levied  by  prerogative; 
Look  up,  ye  Britons  !  ceafe  to  figh, 
|"or  your  redemption  draweth  nigh. 

iiVhen  Popifii  bifliops  dare  to  claim 
Authority  in  George's  name  •, 
|3y  treafon's  hand  fet  up,  in  fpite 
JDf  George's  title,  William's  right ; 
pook  itp,  ye  Britons !  ceafe  to  figh, 
Por  your  redemption  draweth  nigh. 


jkVhen  Popifti  priefl;  a  penfion  draws 
[?rom  ftarv'd  exchequer,  for  the  caufe 
[iJommiflion'd,  profelytes  to  make 
I  n  Britilh  realms,  for  Britain's  fake, 
Look  up,  ye  Britons !  ceafe  to  figh, 
IFor  your  redemption  draweth  nigh, 

ilVhen  fnug  in  power,  fly  recufants 
jVIake  laws  for  Britifti  Froteftants; 
Knd  d — g  William's  revolution, 
\s  jufl:ices  claim  execution  ; 
(.ook  up,  ye  Britons  !  ceafe  to  figh, 
j?or  your  redemption  draweth  nigh. 

iWhen  fdldiers,  paid  for  our  defence. 

In  wanton  pride  flay  innocence, 

[Blood  from  the  ground  fcr  vengeance  reeks, 

irill  Heaven  the  inquifition  makes ; 

iLook  up,  ye  Britons !  ceafe  to  figh, 

JFor  your  redemption  draweth  nigh. 

IWhen  at  Bute's  feet  poor  freedom  lies, 
Mark'd  by  the  prieft  for  facrifice, 
jAnd  doom'd  a  vi(5lim  for  the  fins 
Of  half  the  outs,  and  all  the  ins. 
Look  up,  ye  Britons  !  ceafe  to  figh, 
For  your  redemption  draweth  nigh. 

When  ftewards  pafs  a  boot  account, 
And  credit  for  the  grofs  amount ; 
Then,  to  replace  exhaufted  flrore. 
Mortgage  the  land  to  borrow  more  ; 
iLook  up,  ye  Britons !  ceafe  to  figh. 
For  your  redemption  draweth  nigh. 

When  fcrutineers,  for  private  eryl', 
Againft  the  vote  declare  their  friends ; 
Or  judge,  as  you  ftand  there  alive, 
Ihat  five  is  more  than  forty- five  j 


MISCELLANIES.  «^ 

Look  up,  yc  Britons !  ceafe  to  figh. 
For  your  redemption  draweth  nigk. 

When  George  fliall  condefcend  to  hear 
The  modeft  fuit,  the  humble  prayer  ; 
A  prince  to  purpled  pride  unknown  '. 
No  favourites  difgrace  the  throne '. 
Look  up,  ye  Britons !  figh  no  more. 
For  your  redemption's  at  the  door. 

When  time  fliall  bring  your  wifli  about, 
Or  feven  years  leafe  you  fold  is  out; 
No  future  contrail  to  fulfil ; 
Your  tenants  holding  at  your  will ; 
Raife  up  your  heads  !  your  right  demand  1 
For  your  i-edemption's  in  your  hand. 

Then  is  your  time  to  ftrike  the  blow. 
And  let  the  flaves  of  Mammon  know 
Britain's  true  fons  a  bribe  can  fcorn,  , 

And  die  as  free  as  they  were  born. 
Virtue  again  fliall  take  her  feat, 
And  your  redemption  fl;and  complete. 

SONG. 

ADDRESSED  TO   MISS  C AM  OF  BRISTOt. 

As  Spring,  now  approaches  with  all  his  gay  ti-ain. 
And  fcatters  his  beauties  around  the  green  plain. 
Come  then,  my  dear  charmer,  all  fcruples  remove. 
Accept  of  my  paflion,  allow  me  to  love. 

Without  the  fofc  tranfports  which  love  muft  in- 

fpire,  , 

Without  the  fweet  torment  of  fear  and  defire. 
Our  thoughts  and  ideas,  are  never  refin'd. 
And  nothing  but  winter  can  reign  in  the  mind. 

But  love  is  the  bloflbm,  the  fpring  of  the  foul. 
The  frofl;s  of  our  judgments  may  check,  not  coQ- 

troul. 
In  fplte  of  each  hindrance,  the  fpring  will  return; 
And  nature  with  tranfports  refining  will  burn- 

This  paflion  celefliial,  by  Heav'n  was  defign'd. 
The  only  fix'd  means  of  improving  the  mind, 
When  it  beams  on  the  fenfes,  they  quickly  difplay, 
How  great  and  prolific,  how  pleafing  the  ray. 

Then  come,  my  dear  charmer,  fince  love  is  a  flame^ 
Which  poliflies  nature  and  angels  your  frame. 
Permit  the  loft  paflion  to  rife  in  your  breafl:, 
I  leave  your  good  nature  to  grant  me  the  refb. 

Shall  the  beautiful  flow'rets  all  bloflbm  around. 
Shall  Flora's  gay  mantle,  enamel  the  ground, 
Shall  the  red  blufliing  bloflbm  be  feen  on  the  tree, 
Without  the  lead  pjeafjre  or  rapture  for  me  ? 

And  yet,  if  my  charmer  fliould  frown  when  I  fing. 
Ah!  what  are  the  beauties,  the  glories  of  fpring  I 
The  flowers  will  be  faded,  all  happinefs  fly. 
And  clouds  veil  the  azure  of  every  bright  Iky. 
London,   May  4.  177O. 


APOSTATE  WILL. 

In  days  of  old,  when  Wefley's  povv'r 
Gather'd  new  fl;rength  by  every  hour ; 
Apoftate  Will  jufl;  funk  in  trade, 
Refolv'dhij bargain  Ihould  be  made. 
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Then  flrait  to  Wcncy  lie  repairs. 

And  puts  on  grave  and  folemn  airs ; 

Then  thus  the  pious  man  addrtfs'd, 

Good  Sir,  I  think  your  doctrine  btft ; 

Your  fervant  will  a  Weflcy  be, 

Therefore  the  principles  teach  me. 

The  preacher  then  inftruAion  gave. 

How  he  in  this  wrorld  fliould  behave  j 

He  hears,  aflents,  and  gives  a  nod, 

Kays  every  word's  the  word  of  God, 

Then  lifting  his  diffcmbling  eyes, 

How  blefled  is  the  feifl !  he  cries  ; 

Nor  Bingham,  Young,  nor  Stillingfleet, 

Shall  mnAe  me  from  this  fed  retreat. 

He  then  his  circuniflance  declar'd. 

How  hardly  with  him  matters  far'd, 

Begg'd  him  next  meeting  for  to  ra.ikc 

A  fniall  colleftion  for  his  fake. 

The  preacher  faid,  do  not  repine, 

The  whole  colledion  fhall  be  thine. 

With  looks  demure  and  cringing  bows, 

About  his  bufinefs  ftrait  he  goes  ; 

His  outward  a<Ss  were  grave  and  prim. 

The  mcthodifl  appcar'd  in  him  ; 

But,  be  his  outward  what  it  will, 

His  heart  was  an  apoflate's  ftill ; 

He'd  oft  profefs  an  hallow'd  flame. 

And  every  where  preach'd  Wcfley's  namej 

He  was  a  preacher  and  what  not, 

As  long  as  money  could  be  got; 

He'd  oft  profefs  with  holy  fire, 

The  labourer's  worthy  of  his  hire. 

It  happen'd  once  upon  a  time, 
"When  all  his  works  were  in  their  prime, 
A  noble  place  appear'd  in  view. 

Then to  the  Mcthodifts,  adieu; 

A  Methodilt  no  more  he'll  be, 
Vhe  Protcflants  ferve  befl  for  (>:. 
"J'hcn  to  the  curate  flrait  he  ran. 
And  thus  addrefs'd  the  rcv'rend  man  ; 
i  was  a  Mcthodifl,  'tis  true. 
With  penitence  I  turn  to  you  ; 
O  that  it  were  your  bounteous  will 
That  I  the  vacant  place  might  fill ! 
"With  juftice  I'd  myfclf  acquit, 
Bo  evVy  thing  that's  right  and  fit. 
'tjie  curate  ftraightway  gave  ccnf-:nt 
To  take  the  place  he  quickly  went. 
Accordingly  he  took  the  place. 
And  keeps  it  with  diflcmblcd  grace. 
^Ji'il.  14.  1764. 

HAPPINESS,     1769. 

SiKCE  happinefs  is  not  ordain'd  for  man, 
Let's  make  ourfclves  as  happy  as  we  can  ; 
Poflefl  with  fame  or  fortune,  friend  or  whore, 

But  think  it  happinefs we  want  no  more. 

Hail  Revelation  !  fpherc-envelop'd  dame, 
To  fome  divinity,  to  mofl  a  name, 
Ueafon's  dark-lanthorn,  fuperflition'sfun, 
M'hofe  caufe  myfterious  and  effeifl  are  one- 


From  thee,  ideal  blifs  we  only  trace. 

Fair  as  ambition's  dream,  or  bounty's  face, 

But,  in  reality,  as  (hadowy  found 

As  feeming  truth  in  iwiftc'd  myllcrics  bound, 

V/hiit  little  reft  from  over-an.xious  care 

I'ht  lords  of  nature  pro  dcligu'd  to  Iharc, 


To  wanton  whim  and  prejudice  we  owe. 

Opinion  ii  the  only  god  we  know. 

V/hcrc's  the  foundation  of  religion  plac'i  ? 

On  every  individual's  fickle  talL-.  [ 

The  nai  row  way  the  priell-rid  mortab  tread,         ' 

By  fuperllitious  prejudice  mifled  : 

This  pafl,.ge  leads  to  heaven — yet,  firange  to  tcHt  ■ 

Another's  confciencc  finds  it  leads  to  hell. 

Confcicnce,  the  foul-camclion's  varying  hue, 

Refleds  all  notions,  to  no  notion  troe. 

The  bloody  fon  of  Jcfie,  when  he  faw 

Thit  myftic  prieilhood  kept  the  Jews  in  awe, 

He  made  himfelf  an  cphod  to  his  mind. 

And  fought  the  Lord,  and  always  found  him  kind.  1 

In  murder,  **,  cruelty  and  lull'. 

The  lord  was  with  him,  and  hi*  atftlon^  juft. 

Prieficraft,  thou  univerfal  blind  of  all, 
Thou  idol  at  whofe  feet  whole  nations  fall. 
Father  of  mifery,  origin  of  fin, 
Whofe  firfl  exiftence  did  with  fear  begin. 
Still  fparing  deal  thy  feeming  bleflin^s  out, 

Ved  thy  Elyfium  with  a  cloud  of  doilbt 

Since  prefent  bleflingsin  pofTeffion  cloy. 

Bid  hope  in  future  worlds  expe(3  the  joy .• 

Or,  if  thy  fons  the  airy  phantoms  flight, 
And  dawning  reafon  would  direft  them  right. 
Some  glittering  trifle  to  their  optics  hold  ; 
Perhaps  they'll  think  the  glaring  fpangle  gold,- 
And  madded  in  the  fearch  of  coins  and  toys. 
Eager  purfue  the  momentary  joys. 

*  Catcott  is  very  fond  of  talk  and  fame, 
His  wifh  a  perpetuity  of  name, 
Which  to  procure,  a  pewter-altar's  made. 
To  bear  his  name,  and  fignify  his  trade. 
In  pomp  burlefqu'd  the  rifing  fpire  to  head, 
To  tell  futurity  a  pcwterer's  dead. 
Incomparable  Catcott,  flill  purfue 
The  feeming  happinefs  thou  haft  in  view  ! 
Unfinilh'd  chimneys,  gaping  fpires  complete, 
Eternal  fame  on  oval  difhes  beat : 
fRide  four-inch'd  bridges,  clouded  turrets  climK/ 

And  bravely  die to  live  in  after-time. 

Horrid  idea  !  if  on  rolls  of  fame 

The  twentieth  century  only  find  thy  name. 

Unnotic'd  this  in  profe  or  *  *  *  *, 

He  left  his  dinner  to  afcend  the  tower. 

Then  what  avails  thy  anxious  fpitting  pain  .' 

Thy  laugh-provoking  labours  arc  in  vain. 

On  matrimonial  pewter  fet  thy  hand  ; 

Hammer  with  every  power  thou  canft  comman4|' 

Stamp  thy  whole  foul,  original  as  'tis. 

To  propogate  thy  whimfies,  name  and  phyz— 

This  peiviercr  is  famous  for  froiuc'wt^  to  the 
ivorld  thofe  poems  -wbich  Chatttrton  product  J  to  him. 
Hi  is  famous  for  af  ending  by  a  rope,  -aith  no  lillle 
danger  cf  his  life,  in  order  to  place  the  top flone  of  St. 
Nichtlas-churth  fpire,  and  under  it  a  piece  nf  peivlcr 
recording  tbisfingular  event.  Nor  is  be  lef  famous  for 
pnjfing  the f  ream,  by  means  ^f  fome  narrotu  boards  (on 
boffdact,  J  believe)  befre  the  n.-tu  bridge  ivas  com' 
pleted;  that  it  might  be  f,i  id  {ivitb  hoio  much  propriety 
fame  mufl  decide)  kfrf  pajfc  d  the  bridge.  C  R  o  r  T. 

t  TbereadcriuiU recoUedi that potr  Tom  complains  the 
foul  fend  has   "  woflt   him  proud  of  heart,    to  ride  M 

•'   a  bigh-trotting  hcrfe  over  four-inched  bridges."' 

Shaifpeare's  poor    Ton,    as   well  at  ear's,  difco-vered 
I  "  redfon  in  madnfs."  Croit. 
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.'hen,  when  the  tottering  fpires  or  chimnies  fall, 

k  Catcott  fhall  remain,  admir'd  by  all. 

I   Endo,  who  has  fome  trifling  couplets  writ, 

's  only  happy  whtn  he's  tliought  a  wit 

'rhink's  I've  more  judgment  than  the  whole  rc- 

l  views, 

becaiife  I  always  compliment  his  mufe. 

f  any  mildly  would  reprove  his  faults, 

jrhcy're  critics  envy-ficken'd  at  his  thoughts. 

jPo  me  he  flies,  his  beft -beloved  friend, 

lieadsmeafleep,  then  wakes  me  to  commend. 

'   Say,  fages — if  Hot  flcep-charm'd  by  the  rhyme, 

<s  flattery,  much-lov'd  flattery,  any  crime  ? 

lihall  dragon  Satire  exercife  his  fling, 

;\nd  not  inflnuating  flattery  flng  ? 

Is  it  more  natural  to  torment  than  pleafe  ! 

How  ill  that  thought  with  rectitude  agrees  ! 

j    Come  to  my  pen,  companion  of  the  lay, 

\.nd  fpcak  of  worth  where  merit  *  * 

^et  lazy  Barton  undiftinguifii'd  fnore, 

>Ior  lafti  his  generolity  to  Hoare ; 

?raife  him  for  fermons  of  his  curate  bought, 

tiis  eafy  flow  of  words,  his  depth  of  thought ; 

His  adtive  fpirit,  ever  in  difplay, 

His  great  devotion  when  he  drawls  to  pray; 

'rlis  fainted  foul  diflinguifliably  feen, 

[With  all  the  virtues  of  a  modern  dean. 

I    Varo,  a  genius  of  peculiar  tafte, 

His  mifery  in  his  happinefs  has  plac'd  ; 

jW  hen  in  foft  calm  the  waves  of  fortune  roll, 

\\  tempeft.  of  refledion  florms  the  foul. 

JBut  what  would  make  another  man  diftreft, 

bivcs  him  tranquillity  and  thoughtlefs  reft. 

'Ko  difappointment  can  his  thoughts  invade, 

jiiuperior  to  all  troubles  not  felf-made — 

(rhis  charadlier  let  gray  Oxonians  fcan, 
)•  And  tell  me  of  what  fpecies  he's  a  man. 
lOr  be  it  by  young  Yetman  criticized, 
[who  damns  good  Englifli  if  not  Latinized  f  ; 
|ln  Ariftotle's  fcale  the  mufe  he  weighs, 
JAnd  damps  her  little  fire  with  copied  lays  ; 
;Vers'd  in  the  myftic  learning  of  the  fchools. 
JHe  rings  bob-majors  by  Leibritzian  rules. 
jPulvis,  whofe  knowledge  centres  in  degrees, 
lis  never  happy  but  when  taking  fees : 
|Bleft  with  a  bulhy  wig  and  folemn  pace, 
jCatcott  admires  him  for  a  foiTile  face. 
I     When  firft  his  farce  of  countenance  began, 
jF.re  the  foft  down  had  mark'd  him  almoft  man, 
A  folemn  dulnefs  occupied  his  ej'es, 
lAnd  the  fond  mother  thought  him  wondrous  wife. 
! — But  little  had  flie  read  in  nature's  book, 
jFor  fools  afl"ume  a  philofophic  look. 
O  education,  ever  in  the  wrong, 
To  thee  the  curfes  o'f  mankind  belong  ; 
Thou  firft  great  author  of  our  future  Rate, 
Chief  fource  of  our  religion,  paflions,  fate. 
On  every  atom  of  the  docStor's  frame 
Nature  has  ftanipt  the  pedant  with  his  name  : 


*  "  To  hold  to  every  man  a  faithful  glafs, 

"  And  ihow  him  of  what  fpecies  he's  an  afs." 

JProIoguc  to  Vanbtirgli's  "  Fro-vokeJ  Wife." 

Ckoft. 

\  In  the  epifls  en  Mlla  to  Caiiyfige,  is  this  line 

«♦  The  Englifli,  him  to  pkafe  muft  firft  be  La- 
tinized.'* Croft. 


But  thou  haft  made  him  (ever  waft  thou  blind) 
A  licens'd  butcher  of  the  human  kind, 
— Mould'ring  in  duft  the  fair  Lavinia  lies, 
Death  and  our  do61or  clos'd  her  fparkllng  eyes. 
O  all  ye  powers,  the  guardians  of  the  world  \ 
Where  is  the  ufelefs  bolt  of  vengeance  hurl'd  ? 
Say  {hall  this  leaden  fword  of  plague  prevail. 
And  kill  the  mighty  where  the  mighty  fail! 
Let  the  red  bolus  tremble  o'er  his  head, 
And  with  his  guardian  jupel  ftrike  him  dead ! 
But  to  return — in  this  wide  fea  of  thought. 
How  Ihall  we  fteer  our  notions  as  we  ought  ? 
Content  Is  happinefs,  as  fages  fay 
But  what's  content .'  the  trifle  of  a  day. 
Then,  friend,  let  inclination  be  thy  guide. 
Nor  be  thy  fuperftition  led  alide— 

THE  RESIGNATION. 

O  God,  whofe  thunder  fliakesthe  flty  ; 
Whofc  eye  this  atom  globe  furveys ; 
To  thee,  my  only  rock,  I  fly, 
Thy  mercy  in  thy  juftice  praife. 

The  myftic  mazes  of  thy  will. 

The  Ihadows  of  ccleftial  light,  ^ 

Arc  paft  the  power  of  human  flclll,-!— 

But  what  th'  Eternal  adls  is  right. 

O  teach  me  in  the  trying  hour. 
When  anguifli  fwells  the  dewy  tear. 
To  ftiil  my  forrows,  own  thy  pow'r, 
T.hy  goodnefs  love,  thy  juftice  fear. 

If  in  this  bofom  aught  but  thee 
Encroaching  fouglit  a  boundlefs  fway, 
Omnifcience  could  the  danger  fee, 
And  mercy  look  the  caufe  away. 

Then  why,  my  foul,  doft  thou  complain  ? 
Why  drooping  feek  the  dark  recefs? 
Shake  off  the  melancholy  chain. 
For  God  created  all  to  blefs, 

But  ah  !  my  breaft  is  human  ftill  ; 

The  rifing  iigh,  the  falling  tear,  '^ 

My  languid  vitals'  feeble  rill. 

The  ficknefs  of  my  foul  declare. 

But  yet,  with  fortitude  rcfign'd, 

I'll  thank  th'  inflidler  of  the  blow  ; 

Forbid  the  figh,  compofe  my  mind. 

Nor  let  the  guih  of  mis'ry  flow.  '^ 

The  gloomy  mantle  of  the  night. 
Which  on  my  finking  fpirit  ftcals, 
Will  vanifh  at  the  morning  light, 
Which  God,  my  Eaft,  my  Svn,  reveals- 

THE  ART  OF  PUFFING, 
By  A  bookseller's  journeyman.    ^ 

Vers'd  by  experience  in  the  fubtle  art. 
The  myilerics  of  a  title  I  impart ; 
Teach  the  young  author  how  to  pleafe  the  towiij 
And  make  the  heavy  drug  of  rhime  go  down. 
Since  Curll,  immortal,  never  dying  name, 
A  double  pica  in  the  book  of  fame, 
By  vaifous  arts  did  various  dunces  prop. 
And  tickle  J  every  fancy  to  hislhop  ; 
6 


4CO  T  H  E    W  O  R  K  S   O 

Who  can  like  Pottiiigcr  cnfure  a  book  ? 
WTio  judges  with  the  folid  tade  of  Cooke  ? 
Villains  exalted  in  the  midway  iky, 
dhail  live  again,  to  drain  your  purfcs  dry  : 
Nor  yet  unrivallM  they ;  Ice  Baldwin  comes 
Rich  in  inventions,  patents,  cuts,  and  hums: 
The  honourable  Bofwetl  writes,  'tis  true  ; 
AVhat  elfc  can  Paoli's  fupporter  do  ? 
The  trading  wits  endeavour  to  attain, 
Like  bookfellcri    the  world's  firfl:  idol — gain. 
For  this  they  pulTthe  heavy  Ooldfmith's  line, 
And  hail  his  fcnti'.ncnts,  though  trite,  divine; 
For  this  the  patriotic  bard  complains. 
And  Binj^^Icy  binds  poor  liberty  in  chains  : 
For  this  was  every  readers  faith  decoiv'd. 
And  lldniund  fv.-ore  what  nobody  bcliev'd  ; 
For  this  the  wits  in  dofe  difguifes  fi^^ht, 
For  this  the  varying  politicians  write  ; 
For  this  each  month  new  magTizine«  are  fold, 
With  dulnefs  fill'd  and  tranfcripts  of  the  old  ; 
The  Town  and  Country  flruck  a  lucky  hit, 
Was  novel,  fentimental,  full  of  wit; 
Apcing  her  walk,  the  fame  fuccefs  to  find, 
The  Court  and  Ciry  follow  far  behind. 
Sons  of  Apollo  learn,  merit's  no  more 
Than  a  good  frontifpicce to  grace  her  door; 
The  author  who  invents  a  title  well, 
Will  always  find  his  cover'd  dulnefs  fell. 
Flexncy  and  every  bookfeller  will  buy- 
Bound  in  neat  calf,  the  work  will  never  die. 

July  22.  1770.  V.^MP. 

•  ExlrdCi  from  the  impublijhed  MS .  af  the  Satirical 
Poem,   intituled 

KEW  GARDENS. 

WitAT  are  the  wages  of  the  tuneful  nine  ? 

\A''hat  arc  their  pleafures,  v.-hen  compar'd  to  mine  .' 

Happy  I  cat,  and  tell  my  numerous  pence, 

Free  from  the  lervitudc  of  rhime  and  fcnfe. 

Though  fing-fong  W'hithead  ufhers  in  tlie  year 

With  joy  to  Britain's  king  and  fovereign  dear, 

And  in  compliance  to  an  ancient  mode, 

Meafures  his  fyllables  into  an  ode, 

Yet  fuch  the  fcurvy  merit  of  his  mnfe, 

He  bows  to  deans,  and  licks  his  lordlhip'sfhoes. 

Then  leave  the  wicked  barren  way  of  rhinie, 

Fly  far  from  poverty,  be  wife  ir.  time, 

Regard  the  office  more,  Parnaffus  lefs; 

Fut  your  religion  in  a  decent  drefs. 

Then  may  your  intcreft  in  the  town  advance 

Above  the  reach  of  mufes  or  romance. 


ODF.f. 

CHATTERTON    IN    THE    SUADKS. 

'Tis  done; — the  Mighty  Stkipi-ing  gave  the 
word, 

Inftant  round  Briftol's  crowded  mart. 

Beams  of  celeftial  glory  dart, 
And  to  each  kindling  brcaft  poetic  flames  impart. 


•  A  fac-iimiJc  of  this  extroB  is  given  hy  Dr. 
Gregory. 

■\  ReprinieJ  from  a  humorous  piibUcitton,  intituL-J 
'•  Roivlcy  and  Chattcrton  in  the  Sbadts,  or  NugX  An- 
tiqujE  et  Novae.  A  ne-.v  Elyfinn  Interlude  in  Prop 
(UiJ  Veife."''   3'.'.'.    1782. — W'bili  the  Antiquaries  are 


F    GHATTLRTON. 

Give  me  the  harp,  he  cried,  of  tlioufand  ftringsi 
F.cho,  from  her  mountain  cell. 
O'er  defert  heath  or  fhadowy  dell 
The  rcpcrculTive  notes  in  varying  paufes  brings. 
Now  fwcU  the  ftrains  in  accent  bold ; 

Now  tun'd  tf)  arflefs  woe. 
Let  the  foft  numbers  mufically  flow; 
Or  to  the  praife  of  heroes  old 
Let  freedom's  war-fong  found  iii  thund'rous  terror 
roll'd. 
Far  hence  ail  idle  rhymes. 
The  tafte  of  none  but  giddy-paced  times, 
In  manlier  modes  I  ftrike  the  detp-ton'd  lyre 

And  other  joys  infpire. 
Whence  is  this  ardour  ?  what  new  motion  bode» 
My  agoniling  foul  \ 

It  is  decreed ; 
Illufion  come,  work  thy  all-potent  deed. 
And  deal  around  the  land  thy  lubtile  dole. 
Be  the  folemn  fubjed:  dreft 
In  antique  numbers,  antique  veft. 
In  time's  proud  fmiles  right  gorgeoufiy  array'd; 
With  many  a  ftrange  C(3nceit  and  lore  profound, 
There  be  the  boolcman's  fapient  art  difplay'd. 
While  folly  gapes  and  wonder  flares  around. 
See  fancy  wafts  her  radiant  forms  along. 
Borne  on  the  plume  liiblime  of  everlalling  fong. 
Brave  Richard  •  calls;  the  crefcent  falls, 
He  rears  the  crofs ;  the  nations  bow, 
Vengeance,  arife  1   Great  Bawdin  |  dies ! 
Awful  be  the  notes  and  flow. 
Jjc.a's  t  woes  demand  the  ftrain, 
Shall  female  forrow  Itreani  in  vain  ? 
Ah  deck  with  myrtle  wreathe  that  haplcfs  herfe. 
Nor  let  fainted  Charity  §, 
Godlike  maid,  with  uncaft  eve, 
Unheeded  pafs  witliout  one  votive  verfe. 
Grief's  a  plant  of  every  clime, 
I,uird  into  birth  from  earlicll  time; 
Soon  it  fhoots  a  branching  tree 
Water'd  with  tears  of  mifery; 
Change,  my  lyre,  the  numbers  change. 
And  give  afpiriiig  thoughts  an  ampkr  range. 
In  buflrin'd  pomp  appear. 
Dread  ^-Ulla  ||,  regal  form, 
Fate  flalking  in  the  rear, 
Prepares  the  iron  ftorm. 
Maik  where  the  Norman  canvafs  fwelbafar, 
And  wafts  the  dellin'd  troops  to  Albion's  llrandj 
HearHAROLD*^  I  hear!  thediifant  found  is  war^ 
Wir  that  Ihall  fweep  thee  from  thy  native  land. 
The  meafure's  clos'd,  the  work  diipos'd. 
Hang  the  recording  tablet  high  ! 
The  colours  mix,  the  foul  they  fix, 
Confefl;  before  the  entranced  eye. 
Confirm,  Pierian  powers  !  the  bold  defign. 
And  llamp  ^vith  Rowi,Ey"s  name  each  confecrat- 
cd  line. 


dm.tng  in  circles,  under  the  dirc\9'on  of  Lelard,  tie 
Mdjicr  of  the  Ceitmonies  ;  the  author fufpofes  tint  their 
f'lemnities  are  interrupted  f>y  the  fbade  of  a  YoUNG 
Poet,  "zubo  rujhes  in  ar.dfmgs  this  irrcg-'hr  odtr. 

*   Rchg.  2.  f   Detkc  <fSyr  Charles  Biridif. 

^   Eli'iourc-  and  Juga.  §   BiihiJ^  of  Cbjritie. 

II    Mlla,  a  •Tragycal  Enterlude,   and  Godd-vyn  a 
'Trngedie. 

^    Th:  Battle  of  Hafings. 


POEMS. 


401 


3N  THE  POEMS  IMPUTED  TO  ROWLEY. 

( RetrinUd  in  "  Gentleman's  Magazine,"  1782. 
From  the  Bury  Pojl.) 

\ccEPT,  O  CiiATTERTON  !  too  late,  the  wreath, 
A'hich  will  not  flourifli  upon  Rowley's  tomb-; 
3orn  ere  our  rugged  language  glow'd  beneath 
rhs  mellowing  touch  of  time,   and  caught  the 

bloom 
3f  polifb'd  diction  ;  born  ere  Humbers  fweet 
VIeafur'd  the  varied  round  in  harmony  complete. 

\nd  ere  to  philofophic  rule  allied, 
3ur  pocfy  the  vague  ideas  taught 
['o  know  their  rank  ;  ere  yet  inventive  pride 
3urfl  the  dark  prilbn  of  the  fetter'd  thought. 
\ccept,  ill-fated  youth  !  to  grace  thy  name, 
rhe  juft,  the  dear-bought  guerdon  of  difaflrous 
fame. 

lich,  flowery,  nervous,  plaintive,  gay,  fublime, 

n  fentiment  and  manners  deeply  fkill'd  ! — 

•iad  but  our  earlier  ages  learn'd  to  climb 

rhofe  heights,  and  that  wide  maze  of  knowledge 

fiU'd, 
*\''hich  to  thy  infant  genius  fate  difplay'd, 
rhy  artful  mimic  theft  had  not  itfelf  betray'd  ! 

But  now,  though  antique  gloom  incruft  the  pile, 
kVrought  by  thy  hands,  ftili  beams  through  the 

difguifc, 
rh'  internal  fymnietry,  and  mocks  the  toil, 
^''hich  offer'd  moftly  ruins  to  our  eyes  *. 
rhy  genius,  form'd  to  polifh  and  create, 
joar'd  far  above  the  times  it  ftrove  to  imitate. 

Fake  then,  O  Ch  atterton  !  the  bootlefs  praife, 
rt'hich  cannot  vibrate  on  th  y  death-flruck  ear ! 
\nd  O  i  if  ever  in  remoteft  days, 
\  youth  like  thee  fhall  tafle  the  vital  air, 
D!   may  he  learn  from  thy  misfortunes  known, 
!n  confcious  merit  proud  the  works  he  forms  to 
own  I 

Dec.  9.  I-Sz. 

SONNET  TO  EXPRESSION, 

BV  MI5I  HELEN   MAHIA  WILLIAMS, 

Expression,  child  of  foul !  I  fondly  trace 
rhy  ftrong  enchantments,  when  the  poet's  lyre, 
rhe  painter's  pencil  catch  thy  facred  fire, 
/Vnd  beauty  wakes  for  thee  her  touching  grace. 
But  from  this  frighted  glance  thy  form  avert, 
When  horrors  check  thy  tear,  thy  flruggling  figh. 
When  frenzy  rolls  in  thy  impafiion'd  eye, 
jr  guilt  fits  heavy  on  thy  lab'ring  heart. 
Nor  ever  let  my  fhuddering  fancy  bear 
rhe  wafting  groan,  or  view  the  pallid  look 
3f  himf  the  mufes  lov'd — when  hope  forfook 
His  fpirit,  vainly  to  the  mufes  dear  ! 
For  charm'd  with,  heavenly  fong,  this  bleeding 
breaft,  [no  reft. 

Mourns  the  blcft  power  of  verfe  could  give  defpair 

*  This  idea  is  elegantly  purfued  in  Kncns  EJfay  on 
^e/ubjea. 

t   ChtUrtf,-!, 

Toi.  XI, 


MONOiDY  TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  CHAT- 
TERTON. 

WRITTEN    BY   MRS.  COWLEY. 

O  CiiATTERTON  !  for  thcc  the  pcnfivc  fong  I  raife, 
Thou  objeift  of  my  wonder,  pity,  envy,  praife  ! 
Bright  ftar  of  genius! — torn  from  life  and  fame, 
My" tears,  my  verfe,  ftiall  confecrate  thy  name. 
Ye  mufes!  who,  as  round  his  natal  bed. 
Triumphant  fung,  and  all  your  influence  fhed  ; 
AroLLo  !  thou  who  rapt  his  infant  breaft. 
And  in  hisdadal  numbers  fhone  confcft, 
Ah  !  why  in  vain  fuch  mighty  gifts  bellow  ? 
— \\'hy  give  frefh  tortures  to  the  child  of  woe  ? 
Why  thus  with  barbarous  care  illume  his  mind. 
Adding  new  fenfe  to  all  the  ills  behind  ? 

Thou  haggard  poverty  !  whofe  cheerlefs  eye 
Transforms  young  rapture  to  the  pond'rcus  figh; 
In  whofe  drear  cave  no  mufe  e'er  ftrock  the  lyre, 
Nor  bard  e'er  madden'd  with  poetic  fire. 
Why  all  thy  fpells  for  Ciiatterton  combine  ? 
His  thoughts  creative  why  muft  thou  thou  confine  J 
Subdu'd  by  thee,  his  pen  no  more  obeys. 
No  longer  gives  the  fong  of  ancient  days ; 
Nor  paints  in  flowing  tints  from  diftant  Ikies, 
Nor  bids  wild  fcenery  rulh  upon  our  eyes — 
Check'd  by  her  flight,  his  rapid  genius  cowers. 
Droops  her  fad  plumes,  and  yields  to  thee  hel.' 
powers. 

Behold  him,  mufes !  fee  your  fav'rite  fon 
The  prey  of  want,  e'er  manhood  is  begun  1 
Thf  bofom  you  have  fiU'd,  with  anguilh  torn— 
The  .mind  you  chcriili'd,  droo|iing  and  forlorn  I 

And  now  defpair  her  fable  form  extends. 
Creeps  to  his  couch,  and  o'er  his  pillow  bends, 
Ah  !  fee  !  a  deadly  bowl  the  fiend  conceal'd. 
Which  to  his  eye  with  caution  is  reveal' d — 
Seize  it  Apollo  !— feize  the  liquid  fniire, 
Dafh  it  to  earth,  or  diflipate  in  air  1 
Stay,  haplefs  youth  !  reftrain-^abhor  the  draughtj, 
With  pangs,  with  racks,  with  deep  repentance 

fraught ! 
Oh,  hold  !  the  cup  with  woe  Eternal  flows, 
More— more  than  death  the  poifonous  juice  be* 

flows  ! 
In  vain  1 — he  drinks,  and  now  the  fcarchiiig  fires, 
Rufh  through  his  viiins,  and  writhing  he  expires  1 
No  forrowing  friend,  no  fifter,  parent,  nigh, 
I'o  footh  his  pangs,  or  catch  his  parting  figb;     • 
Alone,  unknown,  the  mufe's  darling  dies, 
And  with  the  vulgar  dead  unnoted  lies  1 
Bright  ftar  of  genius  ! — torn  from  life  and  fame. 
My  tears,  my  verfe,  fhall  confecrate  thy  name  ! 

El.EGY, 

TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  MR.  THOMAS  CHAT  TERt OK 
LATE  OF    BRISTOL. 

How  fliall  my  pen  make  known  the  fad  event. 
How  tell  the  lofs,  O  earth,  by  thee  fuftain'd; 

In  what  expreilions  give  the  tidings  vent, 

Of  which  the  thought,  my  foul,  fo  oft  has  pain'd  J 

Why  wilt  thou,  torturing  refieclion,  mad 
Each  fond  idea  of  the  bleflings  paft ; 

Bleflings  which  only  to  the  angiiifh  add] 
O,  did  their  plcafing  efficacy  laft  J 

Cc 


ioi  tHeworIcsofchatterton. 


Think  of  his  tender  op'ning  unfledg'd  years, 
Brought  to  a  final  crifis  ere  mature : 

As  fate  had  grudg'd  the  wonders  nature  rears, 
Bright  genius  in  oblivion  to  immure. 

"VVeep,  nature,  weep,  the  mighty  lofs  bewail, 
_    The  wondttr  of  our  drooping  ille  is  dead ; 
O,  could  but  tears  or  plaintive  fighs  avail, 
By  night  and  day  would  I  bedew  my  bed. 

O,  give  his  mcm'ry  reverential  due. 

His  worth  a  tributary  tear  demands  : 
Still  hold  his  many  virtues  in  your  view, 

Thcn|mufl  a  free-will  offering  'fcape  your  hands. 
Had  but  his  tctidcr  budding  genius  thriv'd, 

Still  blooming  on,  fpite  of  the  frofty  blaft  ; 
Till  ripen'd  into  manhood  flill  furviv'd, 

The  fruits  full  ripe— how  rich  the  fweet  repaft ! 

Ire  vital  utterance  could  fcarce  tranfpirc, 
His  infant  lips  evinc'd  a  manly  foul ! 

Predicting  that  heroic  mental  fire. 

Which  reign'd  fupreme  within  the  mighty  whole. 

Pricndlhip  cemented  by  the  flighteft  ties, 

Full  hardly  brooks  the  intervening  caufe 
That  feparates  the  friend  we  lightly  prize, 

Burfling  the  bonds  of  fricndlhip's  facred  laws- 
Then  how  can  I  but  feel  the  dire  effed, 

Where  infancy  began  the  fecial  tie, 
'Which  ftill  iticreas'd,  void  of  the  leaft  defedl, 

As  each  revolving  year  did  multiply. 

Though  greit  the  lofs  to  me— Heav'n  knows  how 
great ! 

Were  it  but  individually  known, 
1  would  not  vainly  thus  repine  at  fate, 

But  providential  juftice  ever  own. 

O,  that's  not  all — my  country  feels  the  flroke, 

The  public  good  was  ever  in  his  view, 
His  pen  his  lofty  fentiments  befpoke. 

Nor  fcar'd  he  virtuous  freedom  to  purfue. 
■\'cs,  Liberty  !  thy  fair,  thy  upright  caufe. 

He  dar'd  defend,  fpite  of  defpotic  force, 
To  crufh  his  much-lov'd  country's  wholefomc  laws, 

Its  noble  conftitution's  only  fource. 
Ye  nnifcs,  leave  your  florid  airy  fmiles. 

And  thou,  mercurial  Euphrofyne, 
Torget  thy  wanton  cranks  and  am'rous  wiles, 

To  fympathize  with  fad  Melpomene. 

Your  pride  is  fallen — your  chief,  your  great  fup 
port. 

Lies  mould'ring  to  his  own  prim.tval  dull : 
To  you,  while  living,  ever  was  his  court. 

Dead,  in  return,  let  not  his  mcm'ry  ruft. 

What  cafe  within  his  fwcet'ned  numbers  flow'd, 

What  fymmetry  each  well-pcnn'd  line  evinc'd; 
Such  iufl;  connecftion  on  each  verfe  bcftow'd 

Ev'n  envy,  of  his  worth,  mull  Hand  convinc'd. 
His  lofty  numbers  how  fublimcly  great ! 

Lifting  the  raviOi'd  fcnfe  to  lu-ights  fupreme, 
Again  with  fancy  painted  woes  elate. 

He  fliows  the  palFions  of  the  tragic  theme. 
Sharp  vifag'd  fatire  own'd  him  as  her  lord, 

Ktclufive  of  her  hand-maid  in  her  train. 
Ill-nature,  curft  attendant  of  the  board 

i)i  thofe  who  ftigmatife  mankind  for  gain. 


Not  fo  with  him — he  paints  each  reigning  vice  ' 
In  ftrongeft  colours  of  their  genuine  hue  !         , 

Sweet'ning  the  bitter  draught  with  fav'ry  fpice 
The  moral  pidlure  relilliing  the  view. 

O,  could  my  pen  but  catch  his  livid  fire,  ' 

Hear  thou  my  invocation,  mighty  dead! 

My  infant  mufe  with  life  mature  infpire, 
'i'hy  Ihade  may  didate,  though  the  fubftancc 
fled.  1 

Antiquity,  bewail  his  cruel  fate,  i 
He  paid  thy  hoary  head  the  rev'rcnce  due; 

Thy  valu'd  ads  reviving  out  of  date,  { 

Recalling  ages  pall  to  prefent  view.  ^ 

To  truths  long  dead,  he  gave  a  fccond  birth,  ' 

Refcuing  from  oblivion  occult  ftores:  ' 

Treafures  within  the  bowels  of  the  earth,  j 

Unheeded  by  the  vulgar  mind — explores.  j 

Mofl;  ftrange  !   ideas  of  f«  vaft  extent  ' 

Could  e'er  within  his  tender  mind  refide,  j 
No  art  or  fcience  but  fome  influence  lent, 

His  intellcdual  parts  to  make  more  wide.  ' 

Why,  fancy,  wilt  thou  paint  him  to  my  eyes,  I 
Why  form  the  fond  idea  in  my  mind ;  ' 

O,  couldft  thou  but  fome  plaflic  means  devifc, 
The  fubftance  with  the  fhadow  ftill  to  find. 

Brijhly  Oii.  ijyo.  T.  C. ! 

AN  ARCHAELOGICAL  EPISTLE 

To  the  Reverend  end  IVorJhipfiil  ]r.^2.-MlA\i  MlLLEl, 
D.  D.  Dean  of  Exeter,  Preftdent  of  the  Society  ij  '• 
Antiquaries,  and  Edit»r  of  a  Superb  Edition  of  the  ' 
Poems  of  Thomas  Rowley,  Prikst  :  To  ■which 
is  annexed  a  Glojary,  txtraiied  from  that  of  the  : 
learned  Dean. 


EPISTELLE  TO  DOCTOURE  MYLLES. 

I. 

As  whanne  a  gronfer  i,  with  ardurous  a  glow, 
Han  3   from  the  mees  4   liche  5  fweltrie  6  fun 

arid  7, 
The  lordynge  8  toadc  awhaped  9  creepethe  flowe. 
To  hike  10  his  groted  ii  weam  12  in  mokie  13 
kifte  14  ; 
Owlettes  yblente  15  alyche  dooe  flizze  16  awaie. 
In  ivye-wympled  17  (hade  to  glomb  18   in  dtpc 
difmaie. 

II. 
So,  dygne  i  Deane  Mylles,  whanne  as  thic  wytte  1 
fo  rare 
Han  Rowley's  amenufed  3  fame  chevyfed  4, 


3  hath. 
8  ftand- 


Stanza  I.  i.  A  meteor.  2  burning, 
4  meadows.  5  like.  6  fulfry.  7  arofe 
ing  on  his  hind  legs;  rather,  heavy, 
9  aftionilhed,  or  terrified.  10  hide.  1 1  fweTled. 
I  z  womb,  or  body.  13  black.  i4coffm.  15  blind- 
ed, or  dazzled.  16  flyaway.  17  ivy-mantled. 
18  frown. 

Stanza  II.  i  Worthy,  or  glorious,  a  wifdom, 
knowledge.  3  diminiflied,  leflcned;  or,  meta- 
phorically here,  injured.  4  reftoied,  or  redeem- 


P    O    E 

jis  focmenne  5  alle  forlette  6   theyre  groffifti 

gara  7,  [devyfed, 

\Vhyche  in  theyre  houton  fprytes  8  theie  han 

A'^han  thee  theie  ken  9,  wythe  poyntel  10  in  thie 

honde,  (bronde  13. 

inroned  il  lyche  anlace  iz  fell,  or  lyche  a  burly- 

III. 
rhomas  of  Oxenford,  whofe  teeming  brayne 

Three  bawfin  i  rolles  of  olde  rhyms  hiftorie 
ifmaken  hanne  wythe  mickle  tene  a  and  payne, 

Nete  kcnnethe  3  he  of  archeologie, 
IVhoe  pyghtes  hys  knowlachynge  4    to   preve 

ccheone  5 
Df  Rowley's  fetive  6  lyncs  were  pennde  bie  Chat- 
tertone. 

IV. 
Hie  thee,  poor  Thomas,  hie  thee  to  thie  cclle, 
Ne  mo  wythe  auntyante  vearfe  allounde  i  thy 
wyttc ; 
Of  feemlikeenly  a  rhym  thou  nete  mai  fpelle ; 
For  herehaughtree  3,  or  profe  thou  botte  arte 
fytte : 
Vearfe  for  thie  rede  4  is  too  great  myfterie  ; 
Nc  c'erftialle  Lovcrde  5  North  *  a  Canyngeproove 
to  thee. 

V. 
Deane  Percy,  albeytte  thou  bee  a  Deane, 

O  whatte  arte  thou,  v^hanne  pheered  I  with 
dynge  Deane  Mylle  ? 
Nete  botte  a  groffyle  2  acolythe  3  I  weene ; 

Innc  auntyante  barganette  4  lyes  all  thie  flcylle. 
Deane  Percy,  Sabalus  5  will  hanne  thy  foughle, 
GifF  mo  thou  doeft  amate  6  grete  Rowley's  yel- 
lowe  rolle. 

VI. 

Tyrwhytte,  though  clergyonned  in    GeofFroie's 

leare  i,  [ftedde  2. 

Yette  fcalle  yat  leare  ftonde  thee  in  drybblet 

Geoffroie  wythe  Rowley  how  maieft  thoue  com- 

phere  3  f  [redde, 

Rowley  hanne  mottes  4,  yat  ne  manne  ever 


ad.  5  enemies.  6  give  up,  or  relinquifh.  7  rude, 
or  tsncivil  caufe.  8  haughty  fouls.  9  fee.  10  pen. 
II  brandiflied.  12  fword.  13  furious  falchion. 

Stanza  III.  i  Big,  or  bulky.  2  labour,  or  forrow. 
3  nothing  knoweth  he.  4  tortures  his  learning. 
5  every  one.  6  elegant. 

Stanza  IV.  i  Confound,  or  aftonifli.  i beautiful, 
or  delicate.  3  heraldry.  4  knowledge,  or  wif- 
dom.  5  lord. 

Stanza  V.  i  Matched,  ot  compared.  2  gro- 
velling, or  mean.  3  candidate  for  deacon's 
orders.  4  ballads.  5  The  devil.  6  derogate 
from,  or  leifen. 

Stanza  VI.  i  Wall  inflrucSed  in  Chaucer's  lan- 
guage,    a  little  ftead.     3  compare.    4  words. 


*  As  fhh  great  Minijler,  either  through  necejjity  vr 
choice,  is  apt  to  make  life  of  a  bad  reafon  injiead  of  a 
gcod,  here  is  one  ready  made  to  his  hands  for  not  doing 
•what  "would  have  done  him  honour. 

If  it  be  confidered,  that  the  above  "oerfe  tvas  ivriiten 
at  leap  a  fortnight  before  the  fudden  {and  to  him  the  i'n- 
expeSIed)  rout  of  the  miniflry,  the  author  may  jiiflly  ar- 
rogate to  lirftfelf  not  only  the  ^eetic,  but  tie  prophetic 


M    S,  ^4 

Ne  couthe bewryenne  5  innc  anlefyngle  tyme. 
Yet  rcynnethe  6  echeone  mole  7,  in  newe  an<i 
fwotie  ryme  8. 

VII.  , 
And  yerfore,  faitour  i,  in  aflirewed  a  houre 
From  Rowley's  poyntel  thou  the  lode  3  dydft 
take.  [fhuir4 

Botte  lo !  pur  Deane  fcalle  wythe  forweltryngei 
Thy  wytte  as  pynant  5  as  thie  bowke  6  ymake  j 
And  plonce  7  thee  inne  archeologie  mudde, 
As  thou  ydreinted  8  were  in  Sevcrne's  mokie  8 
fludde. 

VIII, 
So  have  1  feen,  jn  Edinborrowe-towne, 
A  ladie  faire  in  wympled  paramente  I 
Abbrodden  goea,  whanne  on  her  powrethe  downe 

A  mollock  hepe  3,  from  opper  oryal  4  fente  ; 
Who,    whanne    Ihee    lookethe    on   her    unfwote 
geare  5,  [fteyn(ft  9  aumere  10, 

Han  liefer  6    ben  befhet   7    thanne  in  thilke  8 

IX. 

"  Sp'ryte  of  mie  Graie,"  the  minftrelle  i  Maifonne 

cries, 

"  Some  cherlfaunie  2  'tys  to  mie  fadde  harte, 

"  That  thou,  whofe  fetive  3  poefie  Ipryze, 

"  Wythe  Pyndarre  kynge  of  mynftrells  lethlen  4 

"  arte. 
"  Elfe  nowe  thie  wytte  to  dernie  roin  5  ban  come, 
"  F»r  havynge  protoflcne  grete  Rowley's  hie  re* 
"  nome  6. 

X.    , 
"  Yette,  gi^"  I    thou  fojourned  in  this  earthly 
"  vale,  [ftyrige; 

"  Johnfon  atte  thee  had  broched  2  no  rieder  3 
"  Hee,  cravent  4,  the  yflorven  5  dothe  affayle, 
"  Butte  atte  the  quyck  6  ne  dares  hys  venonie 
"  flynge. 
"  Qiiyck  or  yilorven,  giffi  kenne  aryghte, 
"  Ne  JohnfoH,  ne  Deane  Mylle, fcalle  e'er  agrofe  7 
"  thie  fpryte." 

Butte,  minftrelle  Maifonne,  blyn  1  thie  chyrck- 

eynge  dynne  2  ;  wropgej 

On  thee  fcalle  be  bevvrecked  3  grete  Rowley's 


5  exprefs,  or  fpeak  in  any  fingle  era  of  our  lan- 
guage. 6  runneth,  or  floweth.  7  16ft.  8  in 
modern  and  fweet  verfification. 

Stanza  VII.  i  Vagabond.  2  accurfed,  or  un^- 
fortunate.  3  praife,  or  honour.  4  biafting,  or 
burning  fury,  5  pining,  meagre.  6  body, 
7  plunge.     8  drenched.     9  black,  or  muddy. 

Stanza  VIII.  1  Dreft  in  a  princely  robe,  z  go 
abroad  in  the  ftreet.  3  a  moill,  or  wet  heaps 
or  load.  4  upper  chamber-window,  5  iln., 
fweet,  or  ftinking  apparel.  6  had  rather, 
7  been  Ihut  up,  or  confined  ftlll  fet  home.  For 
this  -word,  fee  Kerfey.  8  fuch,  9  ftained,  10 
robe,  or  mantle. 

StanzA  IX.  i  Poet.  2  comfort.  3  eleganf* 
4  dead,  5  fad  ruiti.  6  been  the  iirft  to  kil{ 
or  deftroy  the  high  fame  of  Rowley. 

Stanza  X.  i  If,  2  pointed.  3  adder,  4  coW" 
Ard.  5  the  dead.  6  the  living.  7  grieve;, 
or  trouble. 

Stanza  XI.  i  Ceafe.  2  difagreeablc  noife,  e? 
prate.     3  Revsnged. 
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THE   WORKS   or  CHATTERTON. 


I'hou,  Wythe  thic  comphecrc  4  Graic,  dydde  furft 

bc^nne  [fnn^c. 

To  fpclcc   ir.ne  dcignous  denwere  4   offc    liys 

And,  wythe  cnftrotcd  5  Warpool  *,  deemed  hys 

laic»  [vale. 

Frcflic  asncwc  rhyrrs  ydropte  inne  ladle  Myllcr's. 

XH. 
Oh  Warpool,  nc  dydde  thattc  borne  i  vafc  con- 
teync 
Thilkc  Avotic  a  excremcntc  of  pocte's  kar  3  ; 
£ncaled  4  was  thie  hearte  as  carnes  5  ybcnt, 

Soc  to  aftcrtc  5  hys  fwcft-kerved  fcryvennirc  6. 
'I  hy  fynne  doe  Lovcrdc  7  Advocate's  furpafTc  ; 
Starvation  bee  thou  nempte  8,  thou   broder  9  of 
Dundafle. 

XIII. 
Inough  of  thilke  adramcs  i,  and  flrains  like  thefe, 
Speckled  wythe  uncouth  words  like  leopard's 
(kin; 
Yet  bright  as  Avon  gliding  o'er  her  mees. 

And  foft  as  erniine  robe  that  wraps  a  king ; 
Here,  furftc  of  wifeggers  1,  1  quit  thy  giofs, 
JNor  more  with  Gothic  terms  my  modern  lays 
cmbofs. 

XIV. 
For  vcarfe  lyche  thyfle  been  as  puddyngc  fayre, 
At  Hocktyde  x  feafte  by  goulcr  a  eooke  bc- 
fprente  [there, 

'\\'ythe  fcanty  plumbes,  yat  fhemmcr  3  heere  and 

I-ike  eflclls  4  in  the  cve-merk  5  fermamente. 
So  that  a  fchoolboie  maie  with  plaie,  not  paine, 
Pyckc  ccheone  6  plumbe  awaie,  and  leave  the 
puddynge  playne. 

XV. 
Yet  flill  each  line  fhall  flow  as  fweet  and  clear, 
As  Rowley's  felf  had  writ  them  in  his  roil ; 
So  they,  perchance,  may  footh  thy  fapient  ear, 

If  aught  but  obfolcte  can  touch  thy  foul. 
Polilh'd  fo  pure  by  my  poetic  hand, 
'^'hat  kings  themfclves  may  read,  and  courtiers  im- 
deriland. 

XVI. 
O  mighty  Milles,  who  o'er  the  realms  of  fenfc 
Haft  fpread  that  murky  antiquarian  cloud, 


4  alTociatc,  or  companion.  5  Difdainful,  or 
contemptuous  doubt.  6  dcferving  of  punifhmcnt. 

IStanza  XII.  I  Burnifhed,  or  polifhcd.  a  fuch 
fweet,  or  delicate.  3  learning.  4  cold,  or 
frozen.  5  ftones,  «r  rocks.  6  negk<ft.  7 
Jhort-lived  tranfcriber.  tjord.  9  called.  10 
brother. 

Stania  Xlll.  1  Such  churls,  or  Tather  dreamers. 
2  philofophcr,  but  here  put  for  a  perfon  /killed 
in  ancient  learning,  furjie  of  ■zvl/rj^gers  being  fy- 

nonymoUS    to  prrftdtnt   of  the   mntiquariiin  fuciety. 

They  are  not  to  be  regarded,  who  derive  the 
contemptuous  term  -ojifeacre  from  this  radix. 
Stanza  XIV.  I  Shrovetide,  or  any  tide  Mr. 
Eryant  pleafes,  who  has  written  moft  copioufly 
on  the  term,  and  almoft  fettled  its  precife  mean- 
ing, a  ftingy,  or  covetouj.  3  glimmer.  4 
ilara,  from  the  French,    j  duflcy.    6  every. 

*  So  Mrs.  Ne'U'ion,  CLattfrton'r  Jipr,  fpclls  Mr. 
ti'alpoU^s  name  ;  I  thirtfore  haves  /  o^tcd  hit  Ihtdt  of 
trttegrafty,  as  tntrt  artl/tnthgi(t<tu 


Which  blots  out  truth,  cdlpfcs  cvldcnrf, 

And  talle  and  judgment  veils  in  fable  (hroudj 
Which  makes  a  btardlefj  boy  a  morikifh  prieft, 
Makes  Homer  firing  hit   lyre,  and  Milton  apC 
his  jell  •; 

XVII. 
E.rpand  that  cloud  ftill  broader,  wond'rous  Dean  ! 

In  pity  to  thy  poor  Britannia's  fate  ; 
oprcad  it  her  pall  and  prefcnt  ftate  between,  ■ 

Hide  from  her  memory  that  fhc  e'er  was  great, 
That  e'er  her  trident  aw'd  the  fubjed  fca, 
Or  e'er  bid  Gallia  bow  the  proud  reluctant  knee. 

XVllI. 
Tell  her,  for  thou  haft  more  than  Mulgrave's  wit, 
That  France  has  long  her  naval  ftrength  furpaft, 
That  Sandwich  and  Germaine  alone  are  fit 

To  fhield  her  from  the  defolsting  blaft  ; 
And  prove  tlie  faift,  as  Rowley's  being,  clear, 
That  loans  on  loans  and  loans  her  empty  purfc 
will  bear. 

XIX. 
Bid  all  her  lords,  obfequious  to  command. 
As  lords  that  bcft  bellt  a  land  like  this. 
Take  valiant  Vifcount  Sackville  by  the  hand, 

Bid  biihop')  greet  him  with  a  holy  kifi, 
For  forming  plans  to  quell  the  rebel  tribe, 
Whofc  execution  foil'd  all  bravery,  and  all  bribe.' 

XX. 
Teach  her,  two  Britilh  armies  both  fubducd, 

That  ftill  the  free  Amcric.in  will  yield; 
Like  Macbeth's  witch  f,   bid  her  "  fpill  much 
"  more  blood," 
And  ftain  with  brethren's  gore  the  flooded  field ; 


*  T/jf  m'crtnd  Editor  proves,  hi  his  manittr,  ihjt 
numherltfs  pajfj^es,  in  The  Battle  of  Haftings,  ar: 
not  only  borrtived  from  the  orit^inisl  Greii  of  Homer, 
hut  alfo  gteally  improved.  In  the  fun:  -nay  he  htt, 
•with  pKuliar  fi^ncity,  found  out,  "  thjt  tit  graTC 
Milton,  in  his  pKNSEKOSO,  amufed  hirrtfelf  if  rc- 
flcding  0.1  tie  bulkin'd  tjle  (J' Chaucer  in  ih.-fc  lines  : 

"  Or  call  up  him  that  left  half-told 
*•  'i"he  flory  of  Cambufcan  bold." 

fifi  as  Ro^.vley  had  r.fiScd  on  him  before  for  net  f- 
nifbing  hisflories.  Sie  note  on  the  Epijile  to  Majire 
Canyngt,  0  ye  "venerable  fuciety  of  antiquarians,  ivhat' 
ever  ft  in  your  ivifJom  fhall  think  jit  to  da  tvith  the 
rej}  of  your  prefident^s  notes,  iufribe  this,  I  befeech 
you,  in  Utters  of  gold  over  your  neiu  chimney-piece  at 
Somerfl-Houfe. 

•)■  I'his  ivas  left  unnoted  in  the  frfl  edition,  in  order 
that  it  might  prove  a  crtijl  to  the  criti.s  :  and,  if  thi 
author  is  ti  til-informed,  fomt  of  them  have  mumbled  it. 
'Theyfuy,  and  they  fiy  truly,  that  there  it  no  fuch  eX' 
predion  in  the  ft^ay  of  Hhakfpeare.  But,  in  the  reprc 
fcntation  of  that  'play,  tvhere  D^ Avenant' s  alterationr 
are  admitted,  for  the  fait  of  fame  viry  Jme  old  muftc, 
■uhi„h  Locke  originally  fct  to  them,  the  following  chorur 
over  the  caldron  isiutU  knozvn  by  the  frequenters  of  tbt 
theatre, 

."  He  muft,  he  fhall,  he  WiW/fill  much  more  blood, 
"  And  become  worfc,  to  make  his  title  good." 

A'oTti  the  author  has  cautioufy  not  called  the  •witcOf 
ivhtfwgi  this,  Shakfpeare's  lur'/.i,  but"  Macbeth'f 
tvitcb  ;  '  and  therefore  the  quotation  is  pertinent,  though 
D'ylvenanlf  a/ni  nat  Slu^J^mrfiPut  the  wordi  into  kir^ 
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Nor  flieath  the  fword,  till  o'er  one  little  iflc 
In  fnug  domeftic  pomp  her  king  fliall  reign  and 
fmile. 

XXI. 
So  from  a  dean'ry  «  rifing  in  thy  trade, 

And  puff'd  with  lawn  by  byflioppc-millanere  I, 
Ev'n  plommed  2  York,  of  thy  aniede  3  afraid. 
At  Lollard's  Tower  4  with  fpyryng  5  eye  fhall 
peer, 
Where  thou,  like  JFJh's  fpryte,  fhalt  glare  on  high, 
The  triple  crown  to  feize,  if  old  Cornwallis  die  *. 


Stanza  XXI.  i  Byflioppe-millanere. — The  word 
is  formed  from  horfe-millanere,  and  means  the 
robe-maker,  or  fempftrefs,  of  the  lords  fpiri- 
tual.  Z  Sullen,  cloudy,  or  dejefted.  3  Re- 
ward, or  preferment.  4  The  higheft  tower  in 
the  palace  of  Lambeth.  5  Afpiring,  or  am- 
bitious. 

POSTCRIPT. 

I  have  lately  conceived,  that,  as  Dryden,  Pope, 
&c.  employed  their  great   talents  in  tranflating 

*  All  reaJers  nf  true  clajjical  tafie,  ivill,  I  inijl,  ap- 
plaud this  concluding Jiiinza,  ivhich  returns  to  thefyle  in 
ivhich  the  (pipe  began,  in  judicious  fubfer-uiency  to  the 
rule  of  Horace  : 

.______—  Servetur  ad  inum 

Oualis  ab  incepto^procefferis,  &  fibi  conftet. 

3 


Virgil,  Homer,  ice.  It  would  be  a  very  commend- 
able employment  for  the  poets  of  the  prefent  age, 
to  treat  fome  of  the  better  fore  of  their  predecef- 
fors,  fuch  as  Shakfpeare  and  Milton,  in  a  fimilar 
manner,  by  putting  them  into  archaelogical  lan- 
guage. This,  however,  I  would  not  call  tranjlatwn, 
but  tranf/nutation,iot  a  very  obvious  reafon  It  is,  I 
believe,  a  fettled  point  among  the  critics,  with  Dr. 
Tohnfon  at  their  head,  that  the  greateft  faulc  of 
Milton  (exclufive  of  his  poHtical  tenets),  is,  that 
he  writ  in  blank  verfe.  See  then  and  admire  how 
eafily  this  might  be  remedied. 

Paradise  Lost,  Book  I. 

Offc  mannes  fyrfte  bykrous  volunde  wolle  I  finge, 
And  offe  the  fruide  offe  yatte  caltyfnyd  trc, 

Whofe  lethal  tafte  into  thys  worlde  dydde  brynge 
Both  morthe  and  tene  to  all  pofleritie. 

How  very  near  alfo  (in  point  of  dramatic  excel- 
lence) would  Shakfpeare  come  to  the  author  of 
^lla,  if  fome  of  his  beft  pieces  were  thus  t^anf- 
mutcd  !  As  fsir  inftance  tlae  foliloquy  of  Hamlet, 
"   To  be,  or  not  to  be.* 

To  blynne  or  not  to  blynne,  the  denwere  is ; 

Gif  it  be  bette  wythin  the  fpryte  to  bearc 
The  bawfyn  floes  and  tackels  of  dyflrefTe, 

Orr  by  forloynyng  amenufe  them  cler^. 

MiU-inJ,  JSIarch  lSfl>,  i/Sz. 
Cciij 
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Bleft  in  each  talent,  with  each  gift  endow'd, 
That  lifts  the  poet  from  the  vulgar  crowd; 
Superior  genius,  nature's  nobleft  prize, 
The  fplendid  polilh,  learning's  toil  fupplies; 
The  figorous  fancy,  and  the  ardent  mind. 
The  judgment  folid,  and  the  tafte  refin'd: 
Bleft  in  the  feelings,  warm  with  young  defire, 

Each  paffion  glowing,  and  each  wiih  on  fire ; 

Bleft  in  the  raptures,  full  of  heavenly  fiame, 

Infpiring  vijions  of  eternal  fame ! 

With  virtues,  graces,  fciences,  adori^'d, 

1  faw  my  GRiEME  in  early  youth  inurn'd ! 

His  keen  eye  faded,  and  extinft  the  flame 

That  rapt  his  wifties  in  the  trance  of  fame  ! 

Sprinkling  the  green  fod  with  memorial  yews, 

I  wept— and  with  me  wept  each  gentle  mufe ! 

Dr.  Andofons  Monody  to  the  Memory  of  a  Bdovad  Wife, 
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THE  LIFE  OF  GRMME. 


The  poet,  whofe  life  the  prefeat  writer  is  about  to  delineate,  has  a  double  claim  to  a  place  among 

the  poets  of  our  nation,  to  whofe  ftory  the  public  attention  has  been  called  by  the  colledlion  of  their 

1  works,  from  genius  and  from  frienddiip.    He  was  brought  up  with  him  from  his  infancy,  and  thinks  it 

j  a  duty  incumbent  on  his  friendihip  for  him,  to  be  the  faithful  executor  of  his  fame,  and  to  coUedlj 

■  among  others,  the  incidents  of  his  life,  in  order  that  his  merits  may  be  known,  and  his  example 

may  be  followed.     But  in  making  this  attempt  to  ftate  his  pretenlions,  and  to  eftimate  his  worth* 

he  feels  and  avows  fo  much  affedtion  for  the  man,  that  he  diftrufts  his  judgment  of  the  poet. 

■Mis  fliort  life,  pad  in  obfcurity,  and  in  the  filent  acquifition  of  knowledge,  has  fcarce  any  objedla 

for  defcription  to  embellilh,  or  events,  to  which  narrative  could  give  importance.     If  the  detail  of 

trivial  particulars  appear  to  be  little  deferving  of  tranfmlflion  to  pofterity,  it  will  be  allowed  as  an 

excufe  for  the  culpable  minutenefs  of  the  writer,  that  the  fubjedl  of  his  narrative  was  the  friend  of 

his  youth,  and  the  companion  of  his  ftudies  ;  and,  if  his  opinion,  in  any  inftance,  appear  to  be  lefs 

I  the  refult  of  juft  judg.ment  than  of  partial  friendOiip,  his  feelings  may  claim  fome  indulgence,  thougli 

I  his  fentiments  do  not  correfpond  with  thofe  of  the  reader,  who,  with  lefs  frienddiip  for  the  poet, 

I  than  he  avows,  may  poffefs,  in  a  jufter  proportion,   that  peculiar  combination  cf  fenfibility  and 

I  judgment,  upon  which  the  delicacy  of  critical  difcernment  depends. 

i  James  GRiCME  was  born  at  Carnwath,  in  Lanarkfliire,  Dec.  15.  1749.  He  was  defcended  of  ii 
reputable  family,  of  the  middling  clafs  of  farmers,  that  had  refided  on  the  eftate  of  Carnwath,  ever 
I  fince  it  came  into  the  pofTcffion  cf  the  family  of  Lockhart,  without  producing  z.  f.ngis  example  of 
[literary  ambition.  His  father,  William  Graeme,  (or  Graham),  occupied  a  fmallfarm  in  the  village 
[of  Carnwath,  and  afterwards  rented  the  farm  of  Spittal,  adjacent  to  that  village,  on  the  river  Med-< 
j  wan,  about  half  a  mile  above  itsjuncflion  with  the  Clyde.  The  occupation  of  his  auceftors  was  his  pria» 
I  cipal  inheritance,  his  wealth  confilting  chiefly  in  his  induftry,  for  which,  and  his  integrity,  he  was  di- 
^itinguiflicd  among  his  neighbours.  His  mother,  Anne  Harvey,  was  of  a  family  of  the  fame  rank, 
belonging  to  Lafl'wade,  in  the  county  of  Mid-Lothian,  and  remarkable  for  nothing,  but  her  exem« 
Iplary  prudence  and  frugality.  They  had  fix  children,  of  whom  the  poet  was  the  yiungeft.  Of  thefe 
;iix,  two  died  before  him  ;  William,  June  9.  17^7,  and  Euphemia,  Feb.  24.  1769,  who  was  married 
ito  Thomas  Dimmock,  a  farmer  at  Bank-Mains,  near  Carnwath,  and  left  a  fun,  James,  ndxv  a  ftu- 
jdent  of  divinity  in  the  Univerfity  of  Edinburgh,  a  young  man  of  an  amiable,  characler,  and  promifmg 
labilities;  and  three  furvive,  George,  the  eldeft,  a  farmer  at  Dolphingtorr,  a  man  of  ilrong  parti, 
land  diftinguiflied  for  his  agricultural  knowledge  as  a  farmer,  and  his  integrity  as  a  neighbour ;  Ro- 
bert, a  farmer  in  Carnwath,  a  worthy  and  refpecSable  man  ;  and  Anne,  his  favourite  filler,  married 
to  Thomas  Smith,  a  farmer  in  Quothquhan,  in  the  parifli  of  Liberton. 

In  his  eaily  childhood,  he  was  of  a  delicate  conftltution,  and  in  confequence  of  an  affecfhion  com- 
Imonly  produced  by  extraordinary  attention,  the  favourite  of  his  parents ;  Providence  wifely  ordaining 
:that  where  extraordinary  attention  is  moft  wanted,  parental  affecfllon  fliould  be  mod  confpicuous. 

The  firft  years  of  his  life  did  not  pafs  without  diflindtion.  He  very  early  difcovered  the  moft  pro. 
mifing  marks  of  lively  parts  and  an  adlive  mind,  and  was  much  taken  notice  of  for  his  inclination  to 
fetters  and  his  thirft  for  pre-eminence  in  the  fports  and  paftimes  adapted  to  his  age. 

While  he  was  a  child,  he  was  initiated  in  the  alphabet  by  an  old  woman  who  kept  a  day-fchool  in 
the  village,  whofe  difcipline  bore  a  ftrong  refemblance  to  that  of  the  "  old  dame,"  of  whom  Shen- 
jftone  learned  to  read,  and  whom  his  poem  of  "  the  Schoolmiftrefs"  has  delivered  to  pofterity. 
I  As  he  grew  older,  he  went  to  the  parifli  fchool  of  Carnwath,  which  was  then  taught  by  Mr, 
|Hngh  Smith,  a  man  of  fuch  amplitude  of  learning,  and  fuch  copioufnefs  of  intelligence,  that  it 
jwould  be  difficult  to  name  any  branch  of  literature  or  fcience  with  which  he  was  unacquainted. 
j  Under  the  tuition  of  this  man,  the  prefcnt  writer  was  at  the  fame  time  initiated  in  grammar ; 
IJtgd  in  his  company  be  has  lir.ce  enjoyed  many  cheerful  and  inftruflive  hourso    He  hoped  to 
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have  gratified  him  with  this  account  of  his  pupil,  but  he  is  difappoLntcd  by  the  ftroke  of  death.  J/lt. 
Smith  died  April  17.  1794,  in  the  73d  year  of  his  age,  leaving  an  example  of  acflive  curiofity,  per- 
fevering  ambition,  engaging  politenefs,  and  unafTedlcd  piety,  worthy  of  imitation. 

In  thofe  branches  of  education,  which  are  ufually  taught  in  remote  villages,  Graeme  foon  diftin- 
guiflied  himfelf  by  the  quicknefs  of  his  progrelb.  His  intelled,  mtmory,  and  diligence,  carried  hiia 
on  before  the  other  fcholars  of  the  fame  (landing.  Mr.  Smith  feeing  his  eagernefs,  and  knowing  hij 
talents,  allowed  him  to  prcfs  forward,  without  waiting  tlie  tardy  progrefs  of  flower  boys. 

The  uncommon  proficiency  which  he  made  in  the  learning  taught  at  the  fchool  of  the  vil. 
lage,  foon  obtained  him  the  reputation  of  a  boy  of  excellent  parts;  which,  as  it  commonly  hap. 
pens,  prompted  him  to  afpire  above  the  vulgar  occupations  of  the  neighbourhood,  and  to  defpife 
every  purfuit  unconnefted  with  the  attainment  of  a  polite  and  liberal  education. 

Mifplaced  and  dangerous  as  this  kind  of  ambition  might  feem  in  a  boy  of  his  ftation,  it  occafion- 
cd  no  anxiety  in  his  parents.  Being  accuftomed,  from  his  infancy,  to  regard  the  capacity  of  their 
fon  with  partiality,  and  flattered  with  the  credit  he  might  do  the  family  by  his  learning,  they  re- 
folved  to  difpenfe  with  his  fervices  in  the  bufinefs  of  the  farm,  for  which  he  promifed  to  be  unequal, 
and  to  educate  hira  for  the  church. 

The  want  of  patronage,  and  other  obfticles  equally  obvious  and  intimidating,  did  not  (bake  their 
refolution.  Examples  of  fuccefs  in  fimilar  circumftances,  were  within  the  reach  of  their  obferva- 
tion.  TheTe  examples,  while  they  provoked  their  competition,  ferved  alfo  to  juflify  their  choice, 
the  Angularity  of  which,  indeed,  was  much  lefs  remarkable  than  the  temerity  ;  the  clerical  profef- 
fion  being  an  objedl  of  common  and  moderate  ambition  in  North  Britain,  where  the  parity  of  rank 
and  flender  emoluments  of  the  clergy  ofTer  no  temptation  to  the  families  of  the  rich,  and  the  at- 
tainment of  a  liberal  education,  is  within  the  reach  of  perfons  of  inferior  rank. 

He  was  initiated  in  the  rudiments  of  the  Latin  language  by  Mr.  Smith,  whom  he  always  praif- 
ed  for  his  attention  and  liis  fltill. 

Meantime,  the  knowledge  and  experience  of  Mr.  Smith  in  agriculture  and  rural  economy,  par- 
ticularly the  culture  and  management  of  flax,  procured  hira  an  appointment  under  the  Honourable 
Board  of  Truftees  for  Fiflieries,  Manufacftures,  and  Improvements,  more  fuitable  to  the  acflivity  of 
his  mind,  than  the  employment  of  a  fchoolmafter;  and  Graeme  found  his  opportunities  of  improve^ 
inent  difproportionate  to  his  docility  ;  the  qualifications  of  the  alTiftant  mafter  being  mean,  and  iu- 
adequate  to  the  ilatics  of  his  ftation. 

Difgufted  at  the  unfkilfulnefs  of  his  teacher,  and  impatient  of  the  reftraint  impofed  upon  his  li- 
terary progrefs,  he  left  the  fchool  of  Carnwath,  and  repaired  to  a  more  reputable  feminary,  in  the 
village  of  Liberton,  taught  by  Mr.  John  Brown,  a  teacher  of  chffical  knowledge  fuperior  to  what 
is  commonly  found  in  remote  country  villages  ;  and  a  worthy  and  intelligent  man. 

To  this  fchool,  which  was  diftant  two  miles  from  his  father's  dwelling,  he  walked  every  morn- 
ing, carrying  his  daily  provifions  along  with  him. 

He  continued  in  tliis  courfe  of  ftudy  two  years,  in  which  time  he  acquired  a  tafte  for  general 
reading;  was  particularly  felicitous  to  borrow  books  of  hiftory,  poetry,  and  divinity,  and  was  lay- 
ing in  ftores  of  information,   and  improving  both  his  imaginatioa  and  his  judgment. 

In  1763,  when  he  was  fourteen  years  old,  he  was  fent  to  the  grammar  fchool  of  the  neighbour- 
ing town  of  Lanark,  then  taught  by  Mr.  Robert  Thomfon,  brother-in-law  to  the  "  poet  of  the 
Seafons,"  a  man  whofe  eminent  worth,  uncommon  knowledge  in  clalTical  learning,  indefatigable 
diligence,  and  ftriftnefs  of  difcipline,  without  feverity,  placed  him  in  the  firft  rank  among  the  in- 
llruflors  of  youth  in  North  Britain.    This  worthy  and  refpeftable  man  died  in  17S9. 

Graeme  had  very  early  obtained  diftindion  in  the  paftimes  adapted  to  his  age,  as  well  as  in  hi« 
claflical  ftuuies.  In  a  crowded  fchool,  collefted  from  difTerent  parts  of  Great  Britain  and  the  Weft 
Indies,  he  now  fell  more  ftrongly  his  own  deficiencies,  yet  he  did  not  flirink  from  a  competition  with 
the  elder  boys,  in  which  there  was  a  danger  of  experiencing  the  mortification  of  being  inferior  ;  but 
on  every  occafion,  difplayed  a  vigour  of  underi\anding,  a  quicknefs  of  penetration,  a  boldnefs  of  imv 
gination,  and  a  fpirit  of  entcrprife,  far  fuperior  to  the  talents  of  his  companions. 

His  proficiency  in  clafTical  learning  was  fo  remarkable,  ibat  itcxeitcd  the  emulation  ofthe  t\in 
toys,  of  forward  and  aflivc,  but  of  fuperficiai  lalentJ. 
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His  Latin  Verfions,  in  particalar,  were  the  admiration  and  boaft  of  Mr.  Thomfon,  who  had  the 
penetration  to  difcover,  in  the  Tallies  of  youthful  fancy,  marks  of  uncommon  genius ;  and  whofe 
difcemment  conftrued  thofe  eccentricities  of  imagination,  which  received  his  corredlion,  into  a  pre- 
face of  literary  eminence. 

Before  he  left  Liberton,  he  gave  evident  figns  of  a  propenfity  to  the  ftudy  of  poetry ;  but  his  tafte 
for  elegant  compofition  firft  appeared  in  his  cxercifes  at  Lanark ;  and  his  firft  attempts  in  metrical 
compofition  are  of  no  earlier  date. 

Though  thedifciplineof  the  Lanark  fchool,  likethat  of  the  other  fchools  in  North  Britain,  didnot  re- 
quire him  to  perform  exercifes  in  Latin  verfe,  yet  he  attempted  this  mode  of  compofition,  as  foon  as  he 
was  fufficiently  mailer  of  the  ancient  profody,  and  continued  from  time  to  time  to  write  Latin  verfes, 
which  he  found  of  the  greateft  advantage,  in  giving  him  a  ready  command  of  Latin  phrafeology. 

He  foon  acquired  a  facility  in  the  compofition  of  Latin  poetry ;  and  the  following  fragment  of  a 
Saphic  Ode,  defcribing  the  occupations  and  paftimes  of  the  fcholars  in  the  hours  allotted  for  play, 
De/criptio  Schol<e  Lanaicenfis,  muft  be  allowed  to  be  a  very  corredl  and  manly  performance  for  9, 
boy  of  fifteen. 

Pueri  agreftes  irridendum  pecus 
Pannis  obfiti,  circa  focum  premunt 
Nugas  narrantes,  caeteros  fed  fugant 
Rixse  menaces. 

Seorfim  fcamnis  inimici  fono 
Sedunt,  aetate  catiores  quidara 
Lufumque  vitant,  caeteros  fpernentes, 
Fronte  obducflo. 

Ad  generofum  fcribit  hie  amicum ; 
Legit  ac  alter  celebrem  poetam. 
Rite  fcalpello  refecat  fed  fordes 

Tertius  unguis. 

Quidam  quercetis  trabibus  dependunt, 
Nominaque  fcalpunt  Dsedalea  manu 
QMidam,  Dum  alii  (puerilis  turma?) 
Turbine  ludunt. 

In  the  public  examination  of  the  fchool,  before  the  autumn  vacation  1766,  he  pronoumced  a  vale., 
ili<Sory  oration,  in  Latin,  according  to  the  cuftom  of  the  fchool,  which  was  much  applauded  by  bis 
examinators,  the  minifters  of  the  prefbytery  of  Lanark,  and  the  magiftrates  of  the  town. 

In  1767,  having  paffed  through  the  forms  of  the  grammar  fchool  of  Lanark,  he  was  fent  to  the 
Univerfity  of  Edinburgh,  where  he  applied  himfelf,  during  the  three  fucceeding  years,  to  the  fe- 
veral  branches  of  literature  and  philofophy,  with  his  ufual  affiduity  and  fuccefs. 

He  was  accompanied  to  Edinburgh,  as  he  had  been  to  Liberton  and  Lanark,  by  the  prefent  writ- 
!T,  who  encouraged  his  propenfity  to  literature  and  to  poetry,  by  an  emulous  and  amicable  partici- 
pation of  ftudy,  and  the  moft  unreferved  and  familiar  communication  of  fentiments  upon  every  fub- 
jedl.  The  habitudes  of  inthnacy,  begun  from  the  cradle,  were  ftrengthened  by  daily  intercourfe, 
and  improved  by  a  fimilarity  of  tafte  and  of  purfuits,  into  a  friendlhip  that  conftituted  the  chief 
felicity  of  their  lives. 

Soon  after  his  coming  to  Edinburgh,  he  contrafted  an  intimaey  with  Mr.  John  Graeme,  then 
tutor  to  the  fons  of  the  prefent  Lord  Chief  Baron  Montgomery,  a  young  man  of  an  amiable  difpo- 
Stion  and  an  elegant  tafte,  who  cultivated  his  favourite  ftudies  with  congenial  enthufiafm,  and  ex- 
cited him  to  poetical  compofition,  by  his  example  and  his  applaufe. 

This  amiable  and  ingenious  young  man,  endeared  to  the  prefent  writer,  by  his  virtue  and  his  ge- 
lius,  died  of  a  confumptien  in  1783,  without  obtaining  a  provifion  fuitable  to  his  merit.  A  fliort 
time  before  his  death,  he  wrote  the  pathetic  Invocation  to  Health,  preferved  in  this  colledlion, 
which  cannot  fail  of  touching  the  heart  of  every  one  who  reads  it. 

Among  his  fellow  collegians,  he  lived  in  habits  of  the  moft  familiar  intercourfe  with  Dr.  Joha 
3rieve,  now  a  phyfician  in  London,  whofe  well-known  ingenuity,  and  long-tried  friendlhip,  it  is  a 
pleafure  to  tjie  prefent  writer  to  recQlleft ;  and  the  Rev.  Dr.  William  Gardiner,  now  minifter  of  tte 
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Englifh  coDgrfgation  at  Dantzick,  of  wliofe  claflic  tafte,  and  focial  difpofition,  he  cannot  indulge  \ 

hiaileli  in  the  remembrance,  witliout  anticipating  the  approacliing  time, 

When  Eurus,  to  his  native  bourne, 

Shall  wutc  hiru  o'er  the  Scandinavian  wave. 

In  the  prelecf^ions  of  the  profefTors,  and  in  the  convcrfation  of  his  companions,  his  talents  found 
ample  fcope  and  encouragement.  Accuftomed  to  excel,  liis  defire  of  excellence  found  greater  ex. 
citemcnt;  and  his  induftry  was  equal  to  his  emulation,  %vliich  prompted  him  to  aim  at  diftindlio* 
in  the  mofl  abftrufe  and  difficult  (tudies,  where  either  a  competitor  or  applaufe  could  be  found. 

His  fuccefs  was  anfwerablc  to  his  afliduity.  In  clafllcal  learning,  he  furpafled  the  mod  induftri- 
ous  and  accompliibed  ftudent  of  his  Handing.  He  fpoke  and  compofed  in  Latin,  with  a  fluency  and 
elegance  that  had  (tw  examples.  He  even  exercifed  himlelf  a  little  in  Greek  compofition,  which  is 
jiot  often  done  in  the  Scottish  univcrfities. 

The  acutenefs  of  his  intelledl  enabled  him  to  enter  with  facility  into  the  abftrufeft  doiflrinetof 
:ibftra(fl  philofophy.  Of  mathematics,  natural  philofophy,  and  metaphyfics,  his  knowledge  was  pro- 
found and  mafterly ;  particularly  of  the  latter,  to  the  ftudy  of  which  he  received  an  early  determiiia. 
lion,  from  the  prevalence  of  fpeculative  theology  among  the  lower  ranks  in  North  Britain. 

He  ftudied  the  works  of  Ariftotle,Defeartes,Malebranche,I.ocke,Leibnitz,  Clarke,  Berkeley,  Baxter, 
Hume,  Hartley,  Reid,  &c.  with  great  accuracy,  and  exercifed  his  ingenuity  in  writing  little  e flays  on  > 
Jnrutte  Ideas,  the  Jnimntcriality  of  the  foul,  &c.  which  fliovved  extetilive  knowledge  of  pneumatt- ( 
logy,  of  logic,  and  of  philofophy  in  general. 

In  endeavouring  to  qualify  himfelf  for  deciding  queftions,  which  all  pretend  to  difpute  about,  he  i 
often  indulged  his  propenfuy  to  metaphyfical  refmement,  in  maintaining  falfc  principles,  which,  i 
though  apparently  trifling,  from  the  confequences  they  implied,  and  the  mode  of  teafoning  they  au-  ■. 
thorifed,  fubjefted  him,  among  the  unlearned,  to  the  imputation  of  frccthinking. 

But  this  habit  of  difqufition  was  not  accompanied  with  a  difputatious  humour  in  converfation. 
Difpute  he  hated,  and  carefully  avoided.  He  knew  that  it  tends  to  contra(fl  and  pervert  tl;e  under- 
lldnding,  deprave  the  tafte,  extinguifli  the  love  of  truth  and  of  delicacy,  and  render  the  heart  in- 
fcnfible  to  the  pleafures  of  rational  converfe. 

His  thoughts,  full  of  ardour  and  vivacity,  would  often  make  cxcurfions  beyond  the  limits  of  fyf- 
tem  and  the  narrow  views  of  prejudice;  but  thefe  excurfioiis  were  made  with  modefty,  nor  was  his 
propenfity  to  argument  ever  accompanied  with  arrogance,  being  merely  the  wantonnefs  of  confcious 
talents,  and  the  ebullition  of  youthful  vanity,  which  abated  and  fubfidcd  as  he  advanced  in  the  ftu- 
jdyof  araore  liberal  and  enlightened  philofophy. 

Ethics,  politics,  hiftory,  poetry,  and  crititilm,  afibrded  more  humanizing  fubjefls  of  inquiry,  anJ 
unfolded  to  his  view  thofe  attradlive  beauties,  to  which  his  mind  feemed  to  have  an  innate  pro- 
penfity. 

Recognizing,  as  it  were  the  ftandard  of  excdlence  congenial  to  his  tafte,  the  writings  of  Epi(fl«- 
tus,  Plutarch,  Antoninus,  Cicero,  Seneca,  Shaftefbury,  Hutchefon,  &.c.  Sydney,  Locke,  Montef- 
quieu,  RoulTeau,  &c.  Herodotus,  Xenophon,  Thucydides,  Livy,  Tacitus,  Burnet,  Robertfon,  ice. 
Homer,  Pindar,  Sophocles,  Lucretius,  Virgil,  Horace,  Ovid,  Taflo,  Boileau,  Molierc,  Voltaire, 
Spenfcr,  Shakfpeare,  Milton,  Dryden,  Pope,  Thomfon,  &.c.  Longinus,  Quintilian,  Boffu, 
Kaims,  &c.,  became  his  favourite  ftudy,  and  lupplantcd  every  inquifitive  purfuit  of  a  lels  ami- 
able tendency. 

The  enchantment  of  metaphyfical  philofophy,  the  vifions  of  Malcbranche,  and  the  fubtiltics  oj 
Hume,  now  loft  pofleflion  of  his  admiring  fancy.     Full  of  admiration  of  the  inftruc^ive  aud  fublime 
writings  of  the  moralift,  the  hiftorian,  the  poet,  and  the  critic,  he  forfook  the  ftudy  of  an  illuGv*  ^ 
and  unfatisfadlory  philofophy,  whofe  fophiftry  deceives  the  underftanding,  and  whofe  fcepticifmcon*] 
tradts  the  heart.  < 

His  attention  was  now  awake  to  learn  what  mignt  be  ufeful  in  improving  his  tafte,  enriching 
his  fentiments,  and  regulating  his  condudl.  His  chief  delight  was  to  perufe  the  moft  approved  de* 
lineations  of  virtue  and  of  nature,  and  the  moft  fuccefsful  reprefentationsof  life  and  of  manners;  and 
his  higheft  ambition  to  lival  the  bcit  madcrs  in  the  diSerent  departments  of  daflical  and  orQaiaeat* 
al  literature. 
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A  paffiod  for  romantic  fiifHon  and  fabulous  hiftory,  appeared  in  him  very  early  in  life,  which  was 
heightened  and  confirmed  by  a  diligent  perufal  of  the  old  romances  of  Scudery,  D'  Urfe,  Sydney,  ficc, 
and  the  modern  novels  of  Cervantes,  Le  Sage,  Marivaux,  Roufleau,  De  Foe,  Richardfon,  Fielding, 
Smollet,  &c. 

Of  the  Gothic,  Celtic,  and  Oriental  mythology,  he  was  a  warm  admirer ;  and  frequently  attempt- 
ed imitations  of  the  wild  and  flowery  fidlioni  of  the  northern  and  eaftern  nations.  An  imitation 
of  OJJian  is  printed  among  his  poems.  His  turn  for  oriental  compofition  appeared  in  the  folvition 
of  a  p^ilofophic  queftion,  propofed  by  Dr.  Ferguffon,  as  a  college  exercife,  Whether  perfonalqualities 
or  external  advantages  are  mojl  conducive  to  happinefs  ?  which  he  chofe  to  exemplify  in  the  form 
of  a  tale,  conceived  and  executed  with  all  the  fire  and  invention  of  eaftern  imagination. 

In  profecuting  his  favourite  fludies,  his  paffion  for  reading  was  infatiable,  but  too  often  indifcri- 
minate ;  for  as  he  had  not  the  means  of  purchafing  proper  books,  and  had  accefs  to  no  private 
library,  he  eagerly  perufed  fuch  books  as  the  kindnefs  of  his  friends,  the  circulating  libraries,  or 
the  library  of  the  univerfity  fupplied. 

In  the  departments  of  philofophical,  critical,  and  philological  learning,  he  was  chiefly  indebted 
to  the  library  of  the  univerfity  ;  by  the  ftatutes  of  which,  every  ft»dent  who  is  matriculated,  may 
take  a  certain  number  of  books  from  the  library  to  his  own  apartments,  on  depofiting  a  fum  equi- 
valent to  their  value,  in  the  hands  of  the  librarian,  which  is  returned  to  him  when  he  returns  the 
books.  In  borrowing  expenfive  books,  the  pecuniary  depofit  required  in  the  library,  was  fome-f 
times  wanting,  a  mortification  which  he  acquiefced  under  with  lefs  patience  than  any  other  inci« 
dent  to  the  narrownefs  of  his  circumftances. 

His  literary  intrepidity  is  humouroufly  defcribed  In  the  following  lines  of  the  Student,  a  poem 
written  about  this  time,  and  publilhed  in  Ruddiman's  "  Weekly  Magazine,"  a  moft  ufeful  perio=. 
dical  publication,  in  which  feveral  valuable  original  pieces  may  be  found. 

I  read  whate'er  commenting  Dutchmen  wrote, 
Turn'd  o'er  Stobfeus,  and  could  Suidas  quote  ; 
In  letter'd  Gellius  trac'd  the  bearded  fage. 
Through  all  the  windings  of  a  wife  adage ; 
Was  the  fpeeflktor  of  each  honeft  fear, 
Each  fophift  carry'd  from  each  wordy  war, 
Undaunted  was  my  heart,  nor  could  appal 
The  muftieft  volume  of  the  muftieft  ftall ; 
Where'er  I  turn'd,  the  giant  fpiders  fled,  »  ' 

And  trembling  moths  retreated  as  I  read,  &c. 

He  declined  no  philological  difquifition,  profound  or  verbal ;  nor  flirunk  from  the  moft  cultivated 
jr  barren  province  of  critical  learning,  or  claflical  antiquities ; 

Attended  heroes  to  the  bloody  fields, 

Their  helmets  polifh'd,  and  embofs'd  their  fliields, 

With  duteous  hand  the  decent  matron  dreft^, 

And  wrap'd  the  ftripling  in  his  manly  veil', 

Nor  ftopt  I  there,  but  mingled  with  the  boys, 

Their  rattles  rattled,  and  improv'd  their  toys, 

Lafli'd  conic  turbos  as  in  gyres  they  flew, 

Beftrode  their  hobbies,  and  their  wbiftles  blew,  &c. 

In  T763,  he  was  engaged  by  Laurence  Brown,  Efq.  of  Edmonfton,  to  aflift  the  ftudies  of  hi."i 
~ons.  Mr.  Brown  then  refided  at  Eaft-hills,  in  the  parifh  of  Dunfyre.  In  this  retreat  he  fpent  hia 
r'acation;  and  while  he  promoted  the  literary  labours  of  his  pupils,  he  purfued  his  own,  and  ap- 
)lied  himfelf  particularly  to  the  ftudy  of  poetry. 

The  genuine  principles  of  poetry  were  connate  with  his  mind.  They  had  been  aftuated  and 
iwakened  by  the  ftudy  of  thefe.  writings  that  are  moft  impregnated  v?ith  poetical  enthufiafm.  He 
lad  acquired  a  competent  ftock  of  moral  and  natural  kftowledge  ;  and  his  mind  was  fo  well  furnifheci 
.vith  poetical  ideas,  that  his  imagination  feemed  to  riot  over  her  intellecftual  feaft.  But  his  poetical 
lowers  were  confined  to  the  narrow  province  of  external  defcription,  and  the  walks  of  humour  and 
atire.  He  had  written  Pajlorals,  crowded  with  trite  fentiments  and  images  borrowed  from  Thee* 
;situs  and  Virgil,  compoied  a  mosk-heraic  poeg),  caUe4  The  Ral^hiad^  in  ihree  ca-ntos.  with  ftm:?- 
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tations,  in  ImJtation  of  Pope's  "  Dunciad;"  and  produced  a  variety  of  fiiorter  pieces,  in  Hudi*  ' 
braftic  verfe,  with  verfionsfrom  Simonides,  Theocritus,  Horace,  Ovid,  Tibullus,  Propertius,  &c. 
But  he  had  not  attained  to  the  nobleft  end  of  poetry,  the  power  of  addreffing  himfelf  to  the  heart. 
The  pufTion  of  love  was  yet  wanting  to  kindle  the  flame  of  enthufiafn:!,  and  to  improve  his  poeti- 
cal imagination  ;  and  he  was  hardy  enough  to  rifk  the  dangers  attending  it,  though  warned  by  his 
favourite  Thomfon,  one  of  the  poets  of  our  country,  who  was  nurfed  in  the  lap  of  nature,  and 
caught  the  true  infpiring  breath. 

And  let  th'  afpiring  youth  beware  of  love. 

Of  the  Imooth  glance  beware; — the  kindling  grace; 

Th'  enticing  fmile  ;  the  modefl-feeming  eye,  &.c. 

Spring, 
In  the  quiet  of  rural  folitude,  of  which  every  true  poet  is  fond,  he  became  acquainted  with  a 
young  lady,   vrhofe  beauty  and  accomplifliments  made    an  impreflion  on  his  fufceptible   heart- 
which  contributed  greatly  to  heighten  his  poetical  enthufiafm,  and  determined  his  choice  of  the  l! 
fpecies  of  compofuion  he  chiefly  cultivated  ;  '  ; 

the  fong  of  woe. 

The  word-weigh'd  etegv,  of  liquid  lapfe, 
And  cadence  glib 

His  tender  attachment  to  this  lady,  which  ended  but  with  his  life,  produced  a  variety  of  ama«  i 
tory  poems,  written  under  the  charaifter  of  Alexis,  and  addrefled  to  her  under  the  names  of  Eliza  . 
and  MiRA,  which  may  be  confidered  as  the  mod  univerfally  interefting  of  hi'  poetical  compofitioM,  j 

In  1769,  he  obtained  the  notice  of  Alexander  Lockhart,   Efq.  then  Dean  of  the  Faculty  of  Ad«  I 
vocates,  afterwards  a  Judge  of  the  Court  of  Seffion,  by  the  title  of  Lord  Covington,  to  whofe  pa.  1 
tronage  his  family  had  fome  pretenfions.    Mr.  Lockhart,  whofe  learning  and  eloquence  conftitute  an  ' 
era  in  the  hiftory  of  the  Scottifh  bar,  was  the  grandfon  of  Sir  George  Lockhart,  Lord  Prefident  of 
the  Court  of  Seilion,  fon  of  George  Lockhart,  Efq.  author  of  the  "  Memoirs  of  Scotland,"  and 
uncle  to  James  Lockhart,  Efq.  Count  of  the  Holy  Roman  Empire,  the  reprefentative  of  the  family 
of  Lee  and  Carnwath,  upon  whofe  eftate  his  father  then  refided. 

In  the  latter  end  of  that  year,  he  was  prefented,  on  the  recommendation  of  Mr.  Lockhart,  to  a 
burfary  or  exhibition  in  the  univerfity  of  St.  Andrew's,  which  he  accepted;  but  found  reafon  foon 
after  to  decline,  upon  dilcovering  that  it  fubjecled  him  to  repeat  a  courfe  of  languages  and  philofo- 
phy,  which  the  extent  of  his  acquifuions,  and  the  ardour  of  his  ambition,  taught  him  to  hold  in  no 
great  eftimation. 

This  ftep,  it  may  be  fuppofed,  did  not  meet  with  the  approbation  of  Mr.  Lockhart,  and  the  only 
advantage  he  derived  from  the  exhibition,  was  a  view  of  the  venerable  city  of  St.  Andrew's,  whofe 
"  fpires,  to  Gothic  fancy  fair,"  amufed  his  imagination,  and  an  acquaintance  which  he  contracfled 
during  his  fliort  ftay,  with  Wilkie,  Profeffor  of  Natural  Philofophy  in  the  United  College,  author 
of  "  the  Epigoniad,"  whofe  converfation  and  example  encouraged  his  propenfity  to  the  ftudy  of 
poetry,  and  confirmed  him  in  the  purfuit  of  poetical  fame. 

In  1770,  he  refumed  his  ftudies  at  Edinburgh,  and  having  finithed  the  ufual  preparatory  courfe,  ■, 
was  admitted  into  the  theological  clafs;  but  the  ftate  of  his  health,  which  foon  after  began  to  de»  ' 
dine,  prevented  him  delivering  any  of  the  cxercifes  ufually  prefcribed  to  ftudents  of  divinity. 

He  fpent  the  vacation  in  the  retirement  of  his  native  village,  dividing  the  time  between  poetical 
compofuion,  the  ftudy  of  the  Greek  and  Roman  poets,  and  an  examination  of  the  arguments  of  tho 
principal  writers  on  the  Deiftical  controverfy,  Bayle,Hobbes,Collins,Toland,  Tindal,  Chubb,  Morgan, 
Bolingbroke,  &tc.  Bentley,  Butler,  Coneybeare,  Leland,  Fofter,  Campbell,  Sec.  which  he  ftudied  with 
indefatigable  application.  The  rcfult  of  his  examination  was  fuch  as  may  be  always  expeifled  ii^ 
like  cafes  where  the  inquirer  has  candour  and  fcnfe,  a  decided  conviction  of  the  truth  •f  ChrilU*  , 
anity.  ] 

Polemical  divinity,  and  Biblical  criticifm,  occupied  alfo  his  particular  attention.  The  writings  , 
«f  Cudwoith,  Hooker,  Baxter,  Barrow,  TiUotfon,  Burnet,  Clarke,  Hoadley,  Balguy,  Doddridg*,'' 
Warburton,  Middleton,  Jortin,  Gerard,  &.c.  he  fl-udied  with  his  ufual  accuracy.  Of  modern  di»  '' 
■vines  his  greatcft  favourites  were  Clarke,  and  Jortin.  Of  the  contra(fled  principles  and  unamiabl*  i 
prejudices  of  icdaiics,  he  had  no  conceptiya.    The  wprds  Prelb^-tsrian  and  Epifcopalian,  Lutiiwrtf 
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and  Calylnift  he  well  underftood ;  but  fet  no  value  on  them.    The  title  of  a  Chriftian  he  thought 
infinitely  more  konourable. 

In  his  claflical  and  philofophical  (Indies,  he  was  greatly  encouraged  by  the  converfation  and  ex- 
ample of  the  Rev.  John  Chriftie,  minifter  of  Carnwath  ;  a  man  who  had  from  nature,  vigour  of  in- 
tellea  ;  from  ftudy,  enlargement  of  knowledge  ;  and  from  habit,  precifion  of  reafoning.  He  united 
folidity  of  judgment,  nicety  of  criticifm,  and  elegance  of  tafte,  with  friendlinefs  of  difpofition,  politenefa 
of  manners,  and  goodnefs  of  heart.  He  was  a  matter  in  Greek  and  Latin,  and  in  acquiring  thofe  Ian. 
guages,  Graeme  was  much  aided  by  t^e  communication  of  his  (kill  in  the  grammatical  art ;  without 
which  it  is  impoffible  to  learn  them  with  accuracy.  The  prefent  writer  knew  him  very  early,  and 
participated  in  the  advantages  which  Graeme  derived  from  the  accuracy  of  his  talte,  bis  liberality  of 
communication,  and  the  fincerity  of  his  friendfliip  ;  of  which  at  lealt  his  gratitude,  affedtion,  and 
veneration,  made  him  not  unworthy.  He  died  December  16.  1776,  in  the  58th  year  of  his  age, 
leaving  his  worthy  confort  to  lament  the  lois  of  an  afteCtionace  hufband,  his  children,  an  indulgent 
parent,  his  pandi,  a  pious  and  diligent  paftor,  and  the  prefent  writer,  an  intelligent  and  fincere 
advifer. 

At  the  manfe  of  Carnwath,  Graeme  enjoyed  many  agreeable  hours;  with  fuch  companions  as  Mr. 
George  Scott,  fchoolmafter  of  the  village,  and  a  probationer  of  the  prefbytery  of  Lanark,  a  man  of  a 
fecial,  cheerful,  and  affedionate  difpofition,  and  Mr.  William  Stodai-t,  fon  of  James  Stodart,  Efq. 
faflor  to  Count  Lcckhart ;  a  man  whofe  vigorous  faculties,  and  various  attainments,  predominated 
over  his  opportunities  of  improvement ;  and  whofe  modeit  worth,  liberality  of  fecitiment,  and  ami. 
able  manners,  made  him  the  delight  of  thofe  friends  to  whom  he  was  thoroughly  known.  Mr.  Stodart 
became  afterwards  an  architeifl,  an  employment  for  which  he  was  eminently  quahfied  by  his  habits 
of  ftudy,  and  died  at  Hamilton,  of  a  confumption,  in  1790,  in  the  ^zi  of  year  his  age. 

But  the  time  was  now  at  hand  when  all  his  connexions  of  friendfhip  were  to  be  dilTcIved,  when 
all  his  occupations  of  ftudy  and  of  amufement  were  to  be  difcontinued,  and  when  all  his  purfuits  ia 
poetry  and  literature  were  to  ceafe  for  ever. 

In  the  fummer  1771,  he  was  engaged,  upon  the  recommendation  of  Mr.  Chriftie,  by  Martin 
White,  Efq.  of  Milton,  near  Lanark,  to  afTift  the  ftudies  of  his  fons. 

He  entered  on  his  new  employment  on  the  24th  of  July,  and  foon  gained  the  affeaionate  at- 
tachment of  his  pupils,  and  the  friendship  of  Mr.  White,  which,  as  his  amiable  worth  and  poetical 
talents  became  known,  was  warm  even  to  enthuGafm. 

Mr.  White  was  defcended  of  mean  parents  in  the  weft  of  Scotland  ;  when  very  young,  he  entered 
as  a  volunteer  into  the  fervice  of  the  Eaft  India  Company,  and  in  the  war  1756,  his  courage  and  iit- 
frepidity  recommended  him  to  a  pair  of  coloars.  In  1760,  he  had  the  command  of  a  company  in 
Bengal.  In  the  memorable  revolution  of  that  year  he  adhered  to  Governor  Vanfittart,  was  ho- 
noured with  his  confidence,  and  numbered  among  his  friends.  In  every  fervice  to  which  he  was  ap- 
pointed,  his  gallantry  and  condudl  were  confpicuous.  He  had  a  ftiare  in  the  moft  diftinguifhed 
aftions  with  Colonels  Caillaud  and  Yorke.  In  1763,  he  left  the  fervice  with  the  rank  of  Major,  and  a 
genteel  fortune.  Soon  after  his  arrival  in  Scotland,  he  purchafed  the  eftate  of  Milton.  He  married 
Mifs  Reid,  of  Saltcoats,  Ayrlhire,  by  whom  he  had  four  children.  In  1775,  bathing  in  the 
river  Clyde,  near  his  own  houfe,  he  was  feized  with  a  fit,  and  unfortunately  perilhed.  His  cha- 
rader  bore  no  traces  of  his  original  meannefs.  Without  the  advantage  of  a  liberal  education,  he 
pofleffed  the  trueft  fentiments  of  honour,  a  generous  fenfibility,  a  penetrating  judgment,  an  extert- 
five  knowledge,  improved  by  reading,  and  a  confiderable  (hare  of  tafte  and  fliiU  In  polite  literature. 
His  filial  affeaion  was  truly  exemplary.  He  received  his  father,  a  day-labourer,  into  his  houfe, 
placed  him  at  his  table,  and  treated  him  with  every  mark  of  attention  and  refpedl.  The  romantic 
circumftance  of  his  firft  vLfrt  to  him,  in  his  obfcurity,  is  fuppofed  to  be  the  original  of  the  ftory  of 
Brown  in  SmoUefs  "  Expedition  of  Humphry  Clinlcer."  He  was  the  early  friend  and  patron  a£ 
the  late  ingenious  Colonel  Dow,  of  whofe  gratitude  and  ingenuity,  there  exifts  a  curious  motiument 
in  a  MS.  heroic  poem,  celebrating  bis  military  fervices,  in  the  poileflion  of  his  family. 
I  Of  this  performance  Graeme  gives  the  following  account,  in  a  letter  to  the  prefent  Writer,  dated 
[Milton,  Aug.  29.  177 1.'  «  I  have  gained  the  Major's  confidence  fo  far  as  to  be  admitted  to  the 
||>erujiil  of  his  privste  manufcripts,  among  which  there  is  an  herd?  poem  bj  Mr.  Dow,  of  wbisb  lie 
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is  the  hero.  It  !j,  on  tlie  whole,  a  tame,  dry,  unanimatcil  performance  ;  a  nnerc  journal  of  mardiei, 
encampment?,  and  trivial  incidents,  thrown  into  a  kind  of  hobbling  nieafure ;  while  here  and  there 
(to  parody  Horace) 

Purpureas  late  qui  fplendeat  nnu";  ct  alter, 
Afluitur  pannus  cum  lutus  et  Bramatis  ara 
Et  properantis  Hqufc  per  ama:nus,  aml)itu5  agros, 
Aut  fliimen  Ganges  aut  pluvius  defcribitur  arcus 
Cum  nunc  non  erat  his  locus 

••  Mr.  Dow  himfelf  bell  knows  whether  his  own  genius  or  intereft  led  hira  to  the  choice  of  a  fub- 
je<fl,  the  lead  of  all  capable  of  poetical  embellifliment.  I  fufpedl  the  latter.  The  author  of 
"  Zingis''  left  to  the  fprightly  failles  of  an  unfettered  fancy,  would  certainly  make  a  more  gainly 
figure  in  the  grove  of  the  mufes.  However,  he  has  my  hearty  thanks  for  an  hour's  tolerable  enter- 
tainment his  labours  afforded  me. 

«'  The  letters,"  he  adds,  "  of  which  I  have  read  feme  quires,  may  all  be  authentic  and  true,  for 
ought  I  know ;  but  what  imports  to  you  or  me,  to  pry  into  the  private  aftairs  of  the  unfortunate 
and  ambitious  Shah-zadah,  the  intriguing  Rajah  Coflim-aly-khan,  or  the  villanous  Soubah  Nadir? 
The  warrior-correfpondents,  Carnac,  Caillaud,  Yorke,  Knox,  &c.  write  all  a  pretty  neat  manly 
ftyle.  The  Major  makes  no  indifferent  figure  among  them,  1  affiire  you,  either  in  point  of  fenfe, 
courage,  or  conlideration.  His  fuperiors  fpeak  of  him  with  deference,  and  allow  that  his  joining 
Major  (afterwards  Colonel)  Yorke,  with  a  party,  fo  inconfiderable  when  compared  with  the  vaft  num- 
Lers  that  oppofed  him,  and  the  difficulty  of  the  paiTes,  equalled,  if  not  furpafled  any  thing  achieved 
in  the  whole  war.  His  perfonal  bravery  (and  indeed  he  appears  to  have  killed  two  Indian  chiefs 
with  his  own  hand)  is  acknowledged  to  have  been  nothing  to  his  prudence  and  condu.^.  Yott 
would  be  furprifed  at  his  letters ;  they  have  more  elegance,  fentiment,  and  propriety,  than  arc 
commonly  to  be  met  with." 

The  diftindlion  which  was  paid  him  by  Mr.  \Vhite,  and  the  reputation  of  his  abilities,  procured 
him  the  acquaintance  of  Dr.  Mackinlay,  of  Woodfide,  the  Rev.  James  Scott,  of  Carluke,  and 
other  intelligent  and  refpedlable  gentlemen  in  the  neighbourhood  ;  and  entitled  him  to  familiarity 
with  perfons  of  higher  rank  than  thoie  to  whofe  convcrlation  he  had  been  before  admitted  ;  which 
ferved  to  enlarge  his  knowledge  of  human  life,  and  afforded  him  opportunities  of  indulging  his 
fpeculations  on  cenfpicuous  cliaradlers,  for  which  he  was  admirably  qualified  by  the  quicknefs  of 
his  difcernment,  and  the  inquilitivenefs  which  is  natural  to  an  a(flive  and  vigorous  mind.  In  every 
perfon,  and1n  every  occurrence  he  found  fomething  that  defcrved  attention,  and  he  regularly  com- 
znunicated  his  obfervatiens  to  the  prefent  writer,  in  a  kind  of  weekly  journal,  written  in  a  correft, 
eafy,  and  fimple  ftyle,  and  like  his  converfation,  feafoned  with  that  unaffedled  and  playful  humour 
in  which  he  fo  greatly  excelled. 

In  his  firft  letter  to  him,  dated  Milton,  July  26.  1771,  he  gives  tlie  following  humorous  account 
ef  the  apartment  allotted  to  him,  on  tlie  attic  flory.     "  After  many  a  weary  flop,  I  had   the  good 
fortune  to  reach  my  apartment,  1°  15  and  as  many  feconds,  on  this  fide  abfolate  giddir.efr.     In 
fpite  of  the  carpet,  the  chairs,  the  hangings,  and  a  thoufand  fripperies  with  which  it  is  decked,  i   ' 
fufpedl  it  is  neither  more  nor  lefs  than  a  garret.     I  had  not  been  fix  minutes  in  it,  before  I  difco- 
vered  to  ray  forrow,  that  I  was  not  like  to  be  its  only  inhabitant.     A  thriving  family  of  fwallows, 
with  open  mouth,  faluted  me  very  familiarly  from  the  chimney,  and  an  obliging  colony  of  rats 
tired  themfelves  very  heartily  to  communicate  to  me  an  idea  of  a  horfc  race,  by  fcampering  along 
the  cieling.     The  familiarity  of  the  one,  and  the  fprightly  humour  of  the  otlier,  could  not  hinder  i 
the  exertion  of  a  certain  natural  antipathy  in  my  brcaft,  towards  the  immediate  expulfion  of  my  I 
brother  garreteers.    However,  not  to  incur  fingly  the  odium  of  diflodging  old  tenants,  I  alTociated  . 
to  me  my  trufty  friends,   the  footman  and  the  cat.     William  fet  on  a  large  fire,  with  a  defign  to  '{ 
fend  the  fwallows  to  tkeir  winter  quarters,  by  fumigation  or  otherwife,  while  Tabby,  with  a  very  ■ 
fignificaut  mew,  gave  her  bearded  coufins  to  underftand  what  might  be  the  fatal  confequences  of  fo 
prepofterous  a  mirth  perfifted  in." 

In  the  beginning  of  his  letter  to  him,  dated  Auguft  apth,  he  refietfls  on  the  happinefs  which  be 
derived  from  his  periodical  correfpondence,  in  the  following  terms  cl"  exultation :   •'  Wb»t  a  conl'» 
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fortable  thing  it  is  for  one  that  is  obliged  to  acfl  a  borrowed  part  (and  that  a  very  dull  one  too)  to 
break  through  the  formal  fetters  f  hat  hang  fo  heavy  on  him,  and  be  at  leaft  one  day  in  feven,  him- 
felf.  My  countenance  brightens,  more  manly  fpirits  expand  my  heart,  and  every  limb  exults  in  its 
native  freedom,  and  pericrms  its  office  with  greater  alacrity.  'Tis  here  I  breathe,  and  I  don't 
know  whether  I  can  be  laid  to  live  any  where  elfe.  Here  reafon  alTumes  a  firmer  tone,  and  judg- 
ment decides  with  proper  aflurance  of  men,  manners,  and  things,  her  almoft  forgotten  theme-  Let 
me  catch  the  propitious  moment,  and  exhauft  the  friendly  bread,  ere  "  the  curfew  toll  the  knell'' 
of  ileparting  liberty,  and  choke  each  glow  of  geruus>  in  the  cold,  form-condenfed  atmofphere  of  3. 
dining-room." 

During  his  continuance  with  Mr.  Wliite,  mod  of  his  time  was  fpent  in  aflifting  the  literary  labours 
»f  his  pupils,  or  in  promoting  the  focial  pleafures  of  the  family,  by  the  vivacity  and  fprightlinefs  of 
his  converfation.  His  knowledge  of  nature  and  extenlive  learning,  fupplied  him  with  innumerable 
images,  and  his  lively  fancy,  aided  by  a  ready  eloquence,  enabled  him  to  combine  them,  with  an 
tmazing  exuberance  of  humour  and  pleafantry. 

His  mufe,  however,  was  not  idle.  While  he  was  pra<ftifing  the  duties  of  his  employment,  and 
the  arts  of  converfation,  he  dedicated  a  confiderable  proportion  of  his  time  to  reading,  and  found 
leifure  to  write  verfes,  with  his  ufual  promptitude  of  invention,  and  facilty  of  compofition. 

The  following  inftance,  among  others,  is  not  incurious.  In  the  autumn  177 1,  Archibald  Ha- 
milton, Efq.  of  the  Iflc  of  Man,  and  his  new  married  lady,  a  daughter  of  the  late  Robert  Din- 
vriddie,  £iq.  Governor  of  Virginia,  were  on  a  vifit  at  Milton.  It  happened  that  Graeme  made 
one  of  the  company  at  dinner,  and  being  privately  requefled  by  Mr.  White,  to  prefent  the  new- 
married  couple  with  a  poetical  compliment,  he  retired  to  his  apartment,  and  in  little  more  than 
half  an  hour,  produced  a  poem  to  Archibald  Hamilton,  Efq.  on  his  marriage  ivith  Mifs  Biniuiddie^ 
confining  of  fifty-fix  lines,  which  difplays  a  happy  invention,  and  great  command  of  numbers, 
Mr.  Hamilton  and  his  lady  were  highly  pleafed  with  his  performance,  and  returned  their  acknow- 
ledgments in  the  following  extemporaneous  lines,  expreflive  of  their  gratitude,  and  admiration  ef 
his  genius. 

Health  to  th'  ingenious  bard  we  grateful  fend, 
Heav'n  guard  his  talents  and  his  life  defend; 
When  themes  fo  humble  can  infpire  his  lay. 
And  call  fuch  powers  of  fancy  into  play ; 
What  notes  fublime  may  we  expedl  to  hear. 
His  ftory's  grace  drawn  from  a  higher  fpherc ! 

Thus  encouraged  and  applauded,  he  continued  to  exercife  his  genius  in  poetical  cbmpofitioft ;  and 
■wrote  his  Abra,  a  fragment ;  Alexis,  a  tale ;  and  fome  -verfes  to  Mr.  White,  in  the  couplet  meafure, 
which,  from  this  time,  he  conftantly  ufed,  with  the  fingle  exception  of  the  elegiac  fragment  on  th*. 
loft  of  the  Aurora. 

He  fpent  hii  time,  upon  the  whole,  not  unufefully,  nor  unpleafantly ;  but  neither  the  kindnefs  of 
Mr.  White,  nor  the  docility  of  his  pupils,  could  reconcile  him  to  a  ftate  of  dependence,  nor  reftore 
the  tranquillity  of  his  mind. 

Iw  a  letter  to  the  prefent  writer,  dated  Auguft  jlft,  he  obferves,  "  In  vain  do  you  wrcft  a  fewr 
innocent  phrafes  in  my  laft — in  vain  draw  the  flattering  conclufion  that  I  am  happy — happy  1  de- 
pendence and  happinefs,  I  am  afraid, are  two  mcompatible  things;  I  have  ever  found  them  fo.  Books, 
indeed,  I  have — Voltaire,  Hume,  Rapin,  Robertfon,  Swift,  Pope,  Univerfal  Hiftory,  Biographi* 
Britannica,  Reviews,  Voyages,  and  a  thoufand  others;  but  where  is  the  friendly  face  divine? 
Where  is  Mira  f  V/here  is  every  thing  that  can  fweeten  focial  life  ?  As  far  as  eaft  is  diftant 
from,  6tc.  But  let  me  ftop — I  never  touch  that  ftring,  but  it  vibrates  fo  long,  that  I  become  at 
the  fame  tirte  both  wearifome  and  ridiculous.  It  ill  becomes  a  pretender  to  philofophy  to  be  difl"a- 
tisfied  with  that  ftation  in  the  fcale  of  fociety  which  Providence  has  afiigned  him.  Though  the  molt 
abjeft  dependence,  an  artificial  poverty  of  fpirit,  and  the  fneer  of  undeferved  contempt,  be  objects, 
of  all  others,  one  flioold  think,  the  leaft  defirable  to  an  ingenuous  mind,  yet  *  murmur  not,'  fays 
the  Parenetic  fage. '  cay,  lather  rejoice  in  tbj  profperou:  fortune,  thou  jloomy  child  of  difcontent  ^ 

Vol,  }^l,  p  ^ 
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j.'ive  her  fnoil,  give  her  rain.rnt,  and  nature  is  fatisf.cd  ;  thou  haft  thcfc,  thou  had  more  than  ihrie, 
fiiodo  continbe  "vcIa  et  in/e :  thou  haft  no  more  to  do,  than  juft  correct  the  dreams  of  an  heated 
fancy,  by  the  cool  determinations  of  real'on,  and  he  as  hajij-y  as  a  prince.'  *Tis  a  great  pity  that 
a  thing  fo  very  obvious  in  tlieory,  that  the  rawcft  ftudent  of  moral  j)hiiafophy  comprehends  it  per. 
fc(5lly,  fhould  grow  fo  crofs,  and  wind  itfelf  into  fuch  a  multiphcity  of  intricate  warpings  and  im- 
ptcxurcs,  as  to  defy  the  moft  patient  and  ftilful  unravelier,  that  ever  whirled  a  philofophical 
vriiullafs,  to  make  fo  much  of  it  as  a  band;igc  for  the  little  finger  of  Afflirtion,  far  lefs  a  complete 
iaarcloth  for  the  leprous  fons  of  Misforttme  '—Tell  me  honeftiy,  don't  you  think  life  is  an  infipid  tedi- 
ous, irregular,  tragi-coniic  farce  ?  The  firft  a^  is  an  unincidental  infantine  piece  of  trifling  lowf 
"humour.  The  two  firft  fccnes  of  the  fccond  are  tolerably  pleafant  and  charadleriftical';  tlie  remalu- 
ing  ones  become  gradually  more  flat  and  uninterefting.  The  fpcflators  and  a(ftors  equally  defire 
the  cataftrophe.  It  is  delayed  by  incidents  unpleafant  and  uneXpecfled.  We  turn  our  eyes  on  the 
fccnes  that  formerly  gave  us  pleafure,  and  demand  them  with  a  vain  encore  ■'  We  demand  impofti- 
■feilities.  The  fcenery  is  painted  with  fading  colours;  they  glitter  for  a  moment,  and  perifli;  and  the 
inoft  fkilful  painter  cannot  reftore  the  tranfitory  tints.  What  can  we  do?  Why,  juft  wifli  for  the  ca- 
taftrophe again,  and  prefer  our  dark,  cold,  narrow,  hereditary  dwelling,  to  the  magnificent  wide 
Slliuninated  theatre. — Away  with  life  !  I  never  think  of  it  but  it  puts  riie  out  of  humour.  For  the 
love  of  God  write  every  week  ;  it  is  all  the  comfort  I  have." 

In  the  focial  circle,  however,  he  was  capable  of  putting  on  for  a  while  the  gay  colours  of  mirth  and 
cheerfulnefs,  to  cover  that  penfive  melancholy,  which  the  family  had  no  opportunity  of  witncfting. 
!Even  on  the  diftreil'es  of  his  too  fufceptible  mind,  that  fancy,  in  whofe  creation  he  fo  much  delighted, 
threw  a  certain  romantic  fhade  of  melancholy,  which  left  him  fad,  but  did  not  make  him  unhappy. 

Meantime,  the  approbation  which  his  compolitions  had  received  from  Mr.  White,  and  his  friends, 
made  him  conceive  a  dclii^n  of  pabliftiing  a  volume  of  poems_,  in  which  he  meant  to  include  the 
3)ieccs  which  had  appeared  in  Ruddiman's  "  Weekly  Magazine,''  his  Elegies,  in  conjuncflion  with 
tliofe  of  the  prefent  writer,  on  limilar  rub;ec1s,  his  vcrfion  of  Muftviis,  the  Student,  Night-Piece, 
jilcxis,  and  other  mifcellaneous  pieces.  In  the  profecution  of  this  defign  he  was  warmly  encouraged 
by  Mr.  White,  who  tellitied,  upon  every  occafiou,  the  utmoll  loiicitude  to  promote  his  fortune  and 
his  fame. 

It  is  a  confideration  mortifying  to  human  pride,  that  fine  talents  and  the  moftexquifite  feiifibility 
are  but  too  often  the  predifpofing  ca\ire  of  an  infidious  and  fatal  difeafe.  The  hiftory  of  the  human 
mind  fiirniflies  many  examples  of  premature  genius,  not  unfrequently  connecfted  with  extreme 
v.-eaknefs  and  deliciicy  of  frame.  This  connet'tion  is  not  accounted  for  in  the  common  fyftems  of 
the  animal  economy,  which  fuppofe  the  growth  of  the  body,  and  developement  of  the  mental 
faculties  to  be  progreirive  and  proiwrtional,  till  they  reach  the  point  of  maturity.  The  body,  it 
is  faid,  fliaots  out  till  the  age  of  twenty,  and  the  folids  are  attaining  a  degree  of  denfity  till  thirty; 
■when  the  flexible  mufcles,  growing  daily  more  rigid,  give  a  pkyfto^ntmie,  or  characfler  to  the 
countenance,  and  energy  to  the  mind.  Though  fomething  like  this  progrefs  is  obfcrved  to  take 
place,  efpecially  among  the  individuals  of  oiu  fpecies,  who  arrive  llowly  at  maturity,  and  are 
diftinguiriied  by  longevity ;  yet  it  is  obfcrved,  to  be  infinitely  diverfifird  in  difllrent  perfons,  from 
cauCes  not  very  obvious,  nor  of  eafy  cxi)lanatio!i.  The  moft  probable  caul'es  3i)pear  to  the  prefent 
writer  to  be  chiefly  phyfical ;  for  in  the  cafes  of  mental  precocity  that  have  fallen  under  his  obfer- 
•vation,  the  early  proofs  of  reafon  and  genius  were  connected  with  appearances  of  a  more  fenfible 
organization,  and  more  irritable,  nerves;  and,  moft  frequently,  with  that  peculiar  ftru<5lure  of  the 
glands  and  lymphatic  veflels,  which  gives  a  prcdifpofition  tofcrophiiln  and  pulmonary  confumptioni 

While  the  fcheme  of  publication  was  ripening,  he  was  feized  with  a  fever  and  cough,  which, 
almoft  unperccived,  and  for  fonoe  time,  without  any  pofitive  pain,  terminated  in  a  pulmonary  con- 
fumption;  a  difeafe  to  which  his  delicacy  of  frame  and  of  mind  gave  him  a  peculiar  prtxlifpofition, 
and  of  which  he  hr.d  always  been  particularly  apprehenlive ;  cipecially  after  it  had  deprived  biib 
of  a  brother  and  a  fifter,  a  few  years  before. 

In  a  letter  to  the  prefrnt  writer,  dated  September  23.  1771,  he  cxprcffcs  his  feelings  on  thi« 
e^fcnt  ill  a  ftrain  of  manly  dignity  and  compvfure.    "  By  little  kl»,than  u  miracle,  I  am  co? 
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sblcd  to  cofnmiinkate  to  you  an  event  the  moft  important  that  ever  entered  into  our  cbrrefpon- 
dence.  You  will  pity  me,  yes,  you  will  pity  me,  when  you  know  that  I  am  far  gone  in  a  con- 
fumption.  I  cannot  walk  three  yards  witho'at  being  the  worfe  of  it.  I  have  a  prodigious  pain  in  my 
head  and  breaft,  attended  with  a  great  difficulty  in  breathing.  I  fweKt  in  the  mornin5;s,  and  have, 
in  fhort,  all  the  fymptoms  of  a  decline.  I  promife  myfelf  fome  advantage  from  riding,  which  ex- 
crcife  1  begin  to-morrow  ;  as  the  Major  and  Mrs.  White  have  been  fo  good  as  fet  apart  a  poney  for 
my  fole  ufe.     If  I  live  yet  a  week  you  {hall  have  more— if  not— Heaven,  be  our  portion." 

"  Don't  you  defpife  me,"  he  writes  him  Odober  13.  I771,  "  for  my  cowardice?  It  was  no- 
thing elfe  kept  me  from  writing  to  you.  I  can  prefent  a  laughing  face  to  all  my  acquaintances,  and 
talk  with  my  ufual  indifference  about  any  thing  whatever;  but  when  I  think  of  you,  my  heart  fails 
me,  and  I  cannot  perfuade  myfelf  that  it  is  an  eafy  matter  to  bid  an  eternal  farewell  to  the  man  I 
love. — But  I  begin  to  feel  rather  too  much  for  one  in  my  way,  and  defperate  as  my  cafe  is,  I  am  rc- 
folved  to  give  my  conftitution  fair  play,  at  leaft  for  a  few  weeks ;  fo  back  foolifh  tears  to  your 
hollow  fountains,  and  fince  ye  have  fhcwn  yourfelves  fo  very  forward  on  certain  fubjecfts,  1  will  be- 
ware of  you  for  th»future.  I  need  not  tell  you  I  am  day  by  day  approaching  nearer  and  nearer  to 
the  perfeftion  of  Icannefs,  a  flceleton.  I  have  not  a  pair  of  flockings  that  will  clap  to  my  legs,  and  mr 
breeches  ?re  become  the  very  pi«fture  of  Captaia  Bobadil's.  A  kind  of  pale  yellow  has  taken  pof- 
feffion  of  the  hollow  of  my  cheeks,  Vhich  have  by  a  natural  fympathy  fubfided  to  the  level  of  my 
eye-balls,— abfcefles,  I  am  told,  are  forming  or  already  formed  in  my  lungs.  I  don't  in  the  Icaft 
doubt  of  it.  I  feel  a  mortal  twang,  I  don't  know  what  to  call  it,  about  them.  But  be  that  as  it 
may,  I  am  refolved  to  die  fecmdum  artem,  mod  methodically.  I  eat  new  milk  and  ftew'd  apples, 
ride  two  hours  and  a  half  every  day,  &e. — My  room  is  on  the  firft  floor  now. — I  am  ufed  like  an 
only  fon. — ^^I  am  under  great  obligations  to  the  whole  family — Heaven  reward  them ;  I  (liall  never  be 
able  !  Wh«n  will  I  fee  you  .'  Some  demon  tempts  me  to  add — never.  God  blefs  you,  and  prefervc 
you  for  the  noble  ufes  of  fociety,  for  which  I  was  never  dcfigned." 

His  decline,  though  flow  and  infidious,  gaining  a  little  ground  every  week,  he  faw  death  ap- 
proaching, with  his  ufual  calmnefs  and  refignation,  and  now  refolved  to  return  home,  to  receive 
thofe  attentions  which  his  increafing  weaknefs  required,  from  t^e  anxiety  of  parental  aff'ecStion. 

He  left  Milton  about  the  latter  end  of  October,  and  for  fome  time  after  he  returned  to  Carnwath, 
made  his  daily  cxcurfions,  and  in  December,  was  ftill  able  to  walk  a  few  miles ;  but  every  experi- 
ment of  this  kind  was  followed  by  fatigue,  and  commonly  by  a  fit  of  fever  cotifiderably  fevere. 

From  this  time  to  his  death,  the  cough  and  night  fweats  continued  to  moleft  him ;  the  compli- 
cated diflrefs  of  which,  aggravated  by  the  difcomforts  and  inconveniences  of  humble  life,  he  bore 
with  unexampkd  dignity  and  compofure  of  mind.  Hope,  that  commonly  alleviates  the  fufferings  of 
the  conf«mptive,  he  renounced  from  the  beginning  ;  which  at  his  years,  and  with  his  fenflbility, 
the  fires  of  literary  ambition  jufl  kindling,  and  his  wiflici  wrapt  in  the  trance  of  fame,  required  an 
uncommon  union  of  philofophy  and  religion. 

He  lingered  through  the  winter,  during  which  his  ftrangth  fUnt  fo  much  that  he  could  no  longer 
bear  riding  on  horfeback,  nor  walk  without  leaning  on  fomebody's  arm. 

In  this  flate  of  helpleflnefs  and  decay,  he  found  fome  alleviation  of  his  fufferings,  in  the  familiar 
vlfits  of  Mr.  White,  and  in  the  kind  attentions  fliown  him  by  his  friends,  Chrift;ie,  Scott,  Stodart, 
and  Somerville,  who  frequently  fa:  with  him,  and  took  particular  pleafiuc  in  d&vifmg  expedients  to 
amufe  him. 

In  the  fpring,  he  excrcifed  his  poetical  talent,  for  the  laft  time,  in  writing  a  complimentary  poem 
tp  Major  Whitet  in  which  he  drew  the  charadexs  of  Mrs.  White  and  his  pupils,  in  teftimony  of 
his  gratitude  for  the  fricndfliip  and  benevolence,  which  ferved  to  IcflTen  the  wants  and  to  footh  the 
feverity  of  his  illnefs. 

As  his  life  drew  towards  a  clofe,  his  weaknefs  increafed  by  degrees,  but  his  pains  abated  confider- 
ably  ;  he  retained  his  compoftire,  as  well  as  the  full  ufe  of  his  rational  faculties  to  the  laft.  Nor 
did  his  wit  and  playful  humour  forfake  him,  till  he  was  no  longer  able  to  fmile,  or  even  to  fpeak. 
The  prefent  writer  almoft  conftantly  fat  by  hin\  during  the  three  bft  months  of  his  life.  He  ex- 
pired his  la^  breath,  without  a  groan,  in  the  morning  of  the  26th  of  July  1772,  in  the  aid  year  of 
his  age.    Ii«  litv  wai  »ir;aous  and  iiiaocsnt;  aad  bij  ^nd  jious  and  exemplary.    He  was  buried 

Udij 
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in  the  churcK-yard  of  Cijrnwatb,  without  a  ftonc  to  mark  tlic  place  of  liU  dijfb.     Hi»  father  dierf 
June  14.  1774,  and  his  rether,  Dcciinber  6.  1788. 

In  the  moment  of  recent  grief  for  the  lofs  of  the  affociatc  of  hi»  childliood,  his  bofom-friend, 
ind  one  of  the  pleafantcft  and  moft  inftrucflivc  companions  that  ever  mart  was  delighted  with,  the 
prcfent  writer  found  feme  confolatioa  in  the  prefcrvation  of  his  poetical  remains. 

The  colkfiion  of  his  poems,  in  which  he  had  made  feme  progrcfs  before  tJie  commencement  of 
kis  illncfs,  wes  completed  by  the  prtfent  writer  before  his  deaili,  and  publifhed  foon  after,  accord- 
ing to  his  intended  plan,  in  one  volume  0(5lavo,  under  the  title  of  Pccini  on  Scjcral  O^aftont,  Ly  "Jamtt 
Crame,  Edinburgh  1773,  with  a  preface,  containing  a  fhort  account  of  his  charaifler.  The  ex- 
pence  of  the  imprefiion,  which  did  not  exceed  three  hundred  copies,  was  defrayed  by  a  fubfcriptioa, 
promoted  by  Mr.  White,  and  his  literary  friends,  at  whofc  felicitation  it  was  undertaken,  and  to 
■whom  its  diftiibution  was  confined.  It  was  never  advertifcd  for  falc.  The  profits  of  the  publica- 
tion were  given  to  Mr.  Walter  Somerville,  bookfeller  in  Lanark,  who  was  of  the  fame  village,  a 
fchool-fellow,  and  common  friend  ;  and  a  man  of  great  goodnefs  of  heart,  and  the  flri*cft  rcaitude 
of  principle.     He  died  at  Lanark  in  1785. 

The  prefatory  adveriifement  concludes  with  the  following  deprecatory  wiflics  for  the  temerity  of 
the  prefent  writer  in  giving  to  the  world,  the  incorredl  tffufions  of  amorous  tcndernefs,  and  the 
idle  fallies  of  youthful  and  poetic  fancy. 

«'  The  public  muft  decide,  whether  the  author  and  his  friend  have  afted  with  judgment  and  pro- 
priety in  the  prefent  publication.  It  is  only  hoped,  from  the  general  ftrain  of  the  pieces,  that  thii 
collc(51ion  will  furnifii  no  unpleafing  entertainment  to  the  reader  of  fcnfibility.  For  him  it  is  chiefly 
intended,  and  to  him  it  is  now  infcribed,  in  the  fond  perfuafion,  that  he  will  regard  with  candour, 
and  cherifli  with  refpeft,  the  fimple  effufions  of  fancy,  friendfliip,  and  love." 

A  brief  account  of  his  life  and  writings,  drawn  up  by  the  prefent  writer,  was  printed  in  the 
"  Gentleman's  Magazine"  for  178a,  and  has  lince  been  reprinted  in  the  lath  volume  of  the  "  Ge- 
neral Biographical  Didlonary'*  1784. 

His  poems,  reprinted  from  the  edition  1 773,  with  fome  corredlions,  and  additions,  arc  now,  for  the 
firft  time,  received  into  a  colleclion  of  claffical  Englifh  poetry.  The  pieces  originally  furnifhed  by 
the  prefent  writer,  lie  has  been  prevailed  with  to  prcfcrvc  in  this  edition,  though  they  have  no 
pretenCons  to  be  retained,  but  the  partiality  of  his  friend  to  what  he  had  attempted  in  verfc,  and  the 
propriety  of  uniting  compofitions  that  have  a  perfonal,  poetical,  and  fentimental  relation,  in  the  fame 
publication.  As  he  is  to  anfwer  for  them  to  the  world,  in  juftice  to  his  friend,  he  has  prefixed  his 
name  to  them,  though  tliey  might  be  eaCly  dillinguifhed  by  the  diverfity  of  fubjedt,  and  manner, 
and  added  fome  pieces,  written  fince  his  death,  containing,  either  diredly  or  incidentally,  his  tribute 
cf  fentiment  to  his  memory  ;  for  which  he  flatters  himfelf  that  he  fliall  be  excufcd  by  tliofc  who 
value  talents,  and  honour  goodnefs.  Of  the  charader  of  a  poet  he  deems  too  highly  to  plead  a 
title  to  it  before  the  impartial  tribunal  of  the  public ;  which  allows  no  mediocrity  in  poetry.  What- 
ever  is  capable  of  delighting  in  an  extreme  degree,  cannot  with  impunity  fall  fliort  of  the  effc^a  ex- 
pcfftsd  from  it.  But  his  failLng  to  produce  what  he  is  fuppofed  to  promife,  is  not  owing  to  a  miflake 
of  his  powers.  Though  the  tranfition  is  cafy,  from  admiring  poetical  beauties,  to  believing  ourfcives 
capable  of  producing  fimilar  excellencies ,  yet  the  alfociation  of  youthful  fludy,  and  the  afpiratioM 
of  juvenile  ambition,  never  led  him  to  mift;;ke  the  talent  of  writing  fmooth  verfes  for  poetical 
genius,  or  the  vapid  infipidity  of  rhyme  for  the  genuine  fire  cf  poetry.  The  making  and  mending 
xerfes  is  not  the  bufincls  of  his  life.  Amidll  the  feverer  ftudies,  and  laborious  duties  of  a  learned 
and  ufefu!  profelLon,  he  chcrifhes  the  love  of  poetry  and  the  liberal  arts ;  without  any  ambition  of  ' 
keing  diftinguilhed  as  a  "  tivo-fold  difciplc  of  Apollo."  I 

His  charaiflcr  may  eafily  be  collciSled  from  this  account  of  his  life.  A  few  of  his  peculiarities  x«*'| 
main  to  be  mentioned.  His  perfon  was  manly  and  prepoffcfling.  His  eye  was  lively  and  penetrtt-  { 
ing.  His  features  were  plcafing  and  cxprefllvc,  hisgcdures  animated,  and  all  his  movements  and] 
exprcflions  were  marked  by  extraordinary  energy  and  vivacity.  In  the  fortune  of  his  life  and  the  ' 
fate  of  his  writings,  he  refembles  Bruce  ;  and,  like  him,  he  was  equally  amiable  and  ingenious.  : 
His  mind  was  capacious,  his  curiofity  excurfive,  and  his  induftfy  indefatigable.  He  united  acutereft  1 
of  mtcllcft  with  good  f«nfc,  and  fcnfibility  of  heart  with  C9rrc^cf»  of  taftc  a«d  critical  fa;gaci^«  I 
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Tnough  ftudious  and  learned,  he  was.neither  auftere  nor  formal.  In  him  the  ilridefl;  piety  and  mo- 
defty  were  united  with  the  utmoft  chcerfulnefs,  and  even  playfulnefs  of  difpofiticn.  He  had,  what 
perhaps  ali  people  of  obfervation  have,  a  flight  tendency  to  fatire;  but  it  was  of  the  gentleft  kind. 
He  had  too  much  candour  and  good-nature  to  be  either  a  general  fatirift,  or  a  fevere  one.  XDf 
perfons  notorioufly  profligate,  or  rendered  impudent  by  immorality,  breach  of  public  truft,  or  ig- 
norance, he  was  at  no  pains  to  conceal  what  he  thought.  The  flighteft  appearance  of  immorahty, 
vanity,  pedantry,  coarfe  manners,  or  blameable  levity  difgufted  him.  Like  other  votaries  of  the 
mufes,  he  was  paflionately  fond  of  rural  fcenery,  and  delighted  in  walking  alone  in  the  fields.  B^ 
the  villagers,  to  whom  he  was  little  known,  his  love  of  folitude  was  miftaken  for  an  unfocial  difpofi- 
tion.  The  reverfe  was  his  charader.  He  was  focial,  ckeerful,  and  afFedionate,  and  by  thofc 
friends  who  thoroughly  knew  him,  beloved  even  to  enthufiafm.  He  pradlifed  every  manly  exercife 
with  dexterity,  participated  in  the  amufements  becomiag  his  age,  and  particulary  excelled  in  the 
games  of  chefs  and  backgammon  ;  but  to  games  of  ahance  he  had  rather  a  difmclination.  In  every 
thing  he  purfued  he  was  indefatigable  in  aiming  at  perfedion.  The  lowlinefs  of  his  lot  confpired 
with  the  fmiplicity  of  his  heart,  to  poflefs  him  with  an  early  veneration  for  the  virtues  and  the 
writings  of  the  primitive  age« ;  and  the  nature  of  his  ftudies  afforded  him  the  beft  opportunities  to 
heighten  and  confirm  that  veneration,  by  enabling  him  to  converfe  familiarly  with  the  mod 
celebrated  writers  of  Greece  and  Rome.  He  read  their  remains  with  ardour,  and  imbibed  their 
fentiments  with  enthufiafm  ;  on  them  he  formed  his  tafte  and  improved  his  heart.  In  his  admira- 
tion of  Grecian  and  Roman  liberty,  he  founded  his  ardent  love  of  political  freedom,  and  his  peculiar 
attachment  to  the  popular  part  of  our  conflitution.  He  found  the  principles  of  good  waiting  in 
Homer,  Xenophon,  Herodotus,  Casfar,  and  others  who  are  diftinguifhed  by  a  fevere  and  majeftic 
fmiplicity  of  flyle.  But  he  was  charmed  above  all  others  with  the  humane  writers  of  the  elegiac 
tldfs.  I'he  wit  of  Ovid  and  the  learning  of  Propertius  were  the  qualities  he  leaft  admired  ;  but  the 
tender  fmiplicity  of  TibuUus  affeded  him  with  the  livelieft  delight,  as  it  was  moft  congenial  ta 
the  gentlencfs  of  his  difpofition,  and  exhibited  the  pureft  model  of  elegiac  poetry.  Time  was  not 
allowed  him  for  going  deep  into  French,  Italian,  and  German  literature  ;  but  he  had  read  the  befb 
authors  in  thcfe  languages,  in  Englilh  vcrfions. 

From  the  gentlencfs  of  his  difpofition,  the  elegance  of  his  fancy,  and  the  clafllcal  fmiplicity  of  his 
tafte,  the  flyle  of  his  poetry  took  its  charader,  which  has  more  tendernefs  than  fublimity,  more 
elegance  than  dignity,  more  eafe  than  force.  Prompted  generally  by  incident,  and  impatient  of 
defign,  he  wrote  with  more  happinefs  than  care.  But  all  his  compofitions  are  diftinguiflied  by- 
marks  of  genius  and  poetical  feeling,  with  numbers  animated  and  varied  according  to  the  fubjed. 
His  thoughts  are  often  ftriking,  and  always  juft.  His  verfification,  though  not  exquiCtely  poliflied, 
is  commonly  flowing  and  harmonious.  His  language  is,  in  general,  chafte,  corred,  and  well  adapt- 
ed;  in  elegy  frugal  of  epithet  and  metaphor;  in  bhnk  verfe  and  burlefque  heroic,  fwelling  and 
pompous,  but  not  fliff  or  obfcure.  In  fome  pafuges,  he  has  not  been  fo  careful  as  might  have  been 
wifhed  to  choofe  perfed  rhymes,  or  to  avoid  profaic  didion.  All  his  pieces  were  written  with  fur- 
prifmg  facility  ;  moft  of  them,  as  occafion  fuggefted,  being  the  produdion  of  an  evening  in  bed, 
before  he  v/ent  to  fleep,  and,  as  his  cuftom  was,  committed  to  any  fcrap  of  paper,  or  blank  leaf 
cf  a  book  that  came  in  his  way  in  the  morning.  As  thefe  fcraps  received  the  firft  effufion  of  thought, 
unfubdued  by  the  reiterated  caftigation  of  judgment,  fo  they  commonly  remained,  for  he  feldom 
could  be  brought  to  fubmit  to  the  trouble  of  reviung  them.  His  laft  produdion  was  always  his  fa- 
vourite ;  but  it  continued  to  pleafc  him  no  longer  than  it  was  new.  The  piece  that  dropped  from 
hi*  pen  in  the  morning,  after  having  been  prefented  with  eagernefs,  and  read  with  tranfport  to  the 
prcfent  writer,  was  forgotten  in  the  returning  meditation  of  the  evening,  like  the  produdion  of  the 
preceding  day.  Of  the  incredible  number  cf  pieces  he  compofed,  the  printed  colledion  contains 
only  thirty-eight  elegies,  and  fomewhat  more  than  half  that  number  of  mifcellaneous  poems  and  tran- 
flations;  being  all  he  defigned  for  publication,  or  af  which  any  complete  copies  have  been  prefervcd. 
His  Lo-ve  Elcgits,  the  moft  finifhed  and  the  moft  pleafing  of  his  performances,  are  moftly  written 
in  alternate  rhyme,  in  the  ftyle  of  Hammond,  whofe  fimplicity  and  tendernefs  he  has  judicioufly 
imitated,  without  adopting  his  Roman  imagery  derived  from  TibuUus,  whom  for  the  moft  part  he 
jUanflates.    But  as  love  is  of  no  particular  country,  and  its  language  univerfal,  he  confefles  in  hi»  ad? 

D  d  iij 
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miration  of  Hammond,  the  fympathctic  feelings  of  pnfTion  and  of  nature,  fi>  forcibly  cxprcCFcd  in  hit 
elegies;  a  confcflion  common  to  every  reader  of  fcnfibility,  whofe  fentimt-nts  have  not  been  corrupt- 
ed by  literary  prejudice,  or  perverted  by  the  unmerited  cciifure  of  Dr.  Johnfon.  Sincere  in  his  love, 
aimed  wit). out  exsm^lc,  he  wrote  to  a  real  not  u  fancied  miftrcfs;  and  as  iic  felt  the  diftrcfs  he  de- 
fcribes,  he  has  few  ambitious  ornaments,  hut  exprelies  the  limple  unaffeAed  language  of  the  tender 
paflioju.  To  his  fmcerity  it  is  alfo  owing,  that  the  eharac^.tr  of  his  elegies  is  but  little  divcrfjfied, 
prefcnting  chiefly  a  recurrence  of  the  querulous  ideas  of  grief  and  difappointraent,  a  repetition  of 
the  foft  diftrefs  of  ill-rcqulted  love,  and  a  ferie3  of  pathetic  comparilbjij  of  the  pretenfions  of  birtli 
and  wealth,  with  the  happinefs  and  fecurity  of  humble  fortune,  in  which  the  preference  is  conftantly 
afcribtd  to  the  lattvf,  and  the  rightt  of  Icnfibility  aflerted  with  perfuafivc  energy. 

Sublimcr  happinefs  can  titles  yield, 

Can  wcikh  or  grandeur  greater  meed  bellow  ? 
Unhlafs'd  nature  feorns  tlic  hlazon'd  field, 

And  every  finer  fecliiig  anfwcrs,  No  ! 

'Of  hh  Elegies,  morj!jHdJef:rTpti'je,  the  fcntiincnts,  in  general,  are  pleafingand  pathetic,  and  the  imagery 
pi<fturefque  and  bc>tfuliful.  The  Ele^y  en  the  Lfs  of  ih-  Aurora,  the  eLgy  'tvritleii  at  Ciithtilly  Cajlle,  Oiiobev 
an  ELgy,  and  the  e'.cgy  on  J\Ir.  Fijher,  defcrve  particular  commendation.  They  unite  poetical  beauty 
with  that  pliiiitive  tcndernefs  which  is  the  charadteiiftic  of  elegy.  The  amiable  humanity,  and 
tender  fimplitity  which  diflinguifh  the  Linnet  an  EU^y,  are  attraefiive  and  afFecfling  in  the  highefl 
degree.  Thougli  the  palm  of  merit  in  this  fpecies  of  elegy  be  chiefly  due  to  Jago,  he  has  not  adopt- 
ed into  his  pcilormanec  the  idci>tical  circumdances  of  tiilitious  diftrefs  employed  by  that  poet,  in 
his  "  Blackbirds,"  nor  followed  him  in  the  train  of  his  thoughts,  or  in  the  flrudure  of  his  ftanza. 
'ihe  fentiments  aiife  fpontancouily  from  the  fubjcrt,  which  is  new  and  happily  imagined,  and  the 
pathetic  touches  and  delicate  ftrokcs  of  nature  art  fuch  as  would  not  difcrtdit  the  pen  of  the  hu- 
mane and  ingenious  "  poet  of  the  bird*."  They,  who  may  think  the  fupplemental  Aania,  offered 
by  the  prefent  v.ritcr,  unnecclTary,  are  at  liberty  to  rejc<St  it;  as  v/cll  as  the  pieces -of  the  fam.e  clafs, 
under  his  name,  the  comparative  inferiority  of  which  cannot  cfcapc  obfervation.  For  the  fenti- 
ments, he  flatters  i.imielf  that  he  fliall  find  an  eafy  pardon.  Syhij  and  Clara  were  not  the  phan- 
toms of  his  mind ;  bdt  his  life  has  been  protradtcd  till  they  have  funk  into  their  graves,  and  his  pity 
and  his  praifc  arc  but  empty  founds. 

Of  his  Mifcellancws  Poems,  the  Night  Piece,  H\mn  to  th;  Eternal  Mind,  Fit  nf  the  Spleen,  Ahra, 
The  StuJerii,  Alexis,  Vcrfes  to  Mr.  Hantiltan,  and  Major  Wlitc,  are  chiefly  diftinguifhcd  for  felicity 
of  invention,  fcrioufnefs  of  fubjed:,  and  flrength  and  etcgance  of  conipofition.  The  poem  on  Curling-, 
a  winter  amufemcnt  peculiar  to  North  Britain,  abounds  with  pi(5lurefque  defcription  and  original 
j»"iagery.  But  the  fubjecl:  being  local  and  little  known,  the  didadic  and  technical  allufions,  which 
i.rc  numerous,  can  only  be  undcrflood  by  thofc  who  are  acquainted  with  the  manly  diverfion  of 
flurliiig.  His  Epijiles,  Songs,  Anacreontic:,  S<c.  difplay  invention,  and  no  fmall  portion  of  that  eafc, 
vivacity,  and  delicacy,  effentiai  to  fuccefs,  in  the  lighter  and  lefs  elevated  produdions  of  fancy. 

His  Hero  and  Leander  is  for  the  molt  part  a  translation  from  the  Greek  poem  of  Mipcnt.  Several 
ptffagcs  in  the  original  are  omitted ;  others  paraphrafed,  and  fomc  entire  fpccches  and  new  cir- 
eumRanccs  introduced.  Following,  in  fome  ineafure,  a  new  plan,  he  laboured  under  fcveral  dif- 
advantngcs,  of  which,  in  juftice  to  hinifelf,  he  gives  the  following  account,  in  a  familiar  dedication  to 
the  prefent  writer,  omitted  in  this  edition.  '■  Ovid  is  far  from  bch)g  explicit.  Had  I  known  at 
what  time  the  lovers  lived,  1  might  hive  introduced  fome  of  the  public  tranfaflions  of  that  period 
into  the  poem,  and  given  it  a  greater  air  of  probability.  But  all  I  could  learn  from  him  was-,  that 
they  lived  after  the  Trojan  war.  Perhaps  my  account  of  the  matter  may  fcarce  appear  an  ingenious 
one,  but  I  could  pofitlvely  give  no  better  without  running  into  no-vel  iniri.-i.e,  which  the  dignity  of 
my  numbers  would  not  allow.  ]!ven  where  Ovid  is  explicit,  I  did  not  always  find  it  convenient  to 
follow  him.  Ovid  lias  the  A'ltrf  in  tiie  fecrct.  I,  out  of  pure  regard  to  Hero's  tranquillity,  have 
given  her  no  knowledge  of  the  matter.  Ovid  makes  Leandir,  at  the  approach  of  winter,  intermit 
his  vifits,  which  was  ahfolutely  ncccfTary  to  his  plan  of  epiftolary  correfpondcnce.  I  had  no  fucb 
View,  and  therefore  drowned  him  in  the  firft  ftorm  I  could  conveniently  raifc. — The  reafons  I 
give  for  the  ciitaJlre/>/je,  or  in  other  wofds,  the  mir^l  of  the  pucm,  ir.ay  probably  awake  a  laugh  in  a- 
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modern  fine  gentleman,  but  if  you  don't  join  him  in  it,  a  fine  gentleman's  lar.gh  won't  put  me  ont 
of  countenance."  His  vcrfion  is  in  many  parts  happily  executed,  but  is  extremely  unequal ;  the 
metre  was,  perhaps,  iajudicioufly  chofen,  for  a  tale  fo  romantic  in  itfelf,  fwelling  with  all  the  pomp 
ef  blank  verfe,  is  apt  to  grow  into  the  idea  of  burlefque.  But  an  eafy  flow  of  numbers,  and  a 
pleafing  harmony  of  expreffion,  make  confiderable  amends  for  the  diffufion  which  this  occalions. 
Some  of  the  fpecches  are  exquil'ite^y  delicate  and  tender,  and  the  defcription  which  opens  the  fe- 
cond  book,  is  animated  and  poetical  in  au  uncommon  degree.  The  mcml  of  the  poem,  contams  a 
fine  eulogium  on  conjugal  love,  which  does  honour  to  his  fenfibility  and  his  virtue. 

This  celebrated  love-tale  is  not  the  producftion  of  Mufjeus  of  high  antiquity,  but  of  a  grammarian 
of  that  name  who  lived  in  the  5th  century.  It  was  partly  tranflated  by  Marlow,  in  his  admirable 
performance  entitled  "  the  Seftiad,"  1593,  which  was  finiihed  by  Chapman,  16&6,  and  highly 
merits  republication.  It  was  afterwards  tranflated  by  iiir  Robert  Stapykon,  1647.  The  fubfequenc 
verfions  are  too  numerous  to  be  fpecified. 

To  expatiate  farther,  in  tlie  i^rain  of  friendly  panegyric,  on  the  moral  and  intellectual  charafter 
of  G.rwme  would  be  neither  difficult  nor  unpleafmg. 


-Juvat  ufque  morari 


Et  conferre  gradum- 

Virg.  V.  487. 

But  to  accumulate  yet  more  inilances,  of  his  amiable  worth  and  poetical  gejiius,  would 
extend  this  preface  to  an  undue  length.  The  prefent  writer  is  loth  to  part  with  his  fub- 
je6i  ;  which,  there  are  a  few  who  know,  is  by  no  means  exhaufted.  To  Grasme,  and  to  eve^y 
thing  conncded  with  him,  he  acknowledges  he  is  partial ;  and  they  who  have  experienced  the  iofs 
of  a  beloved  friend,  will  not  think  the  worfe  of  him  for  having  this  infirmity.  He  can  gain,  alasi 
but  little  from  his  praife ;  but  in  dating  his  pretenfions,  and  eilimating  his  worth,  he  finds  a  pleafing, 
though  a  melancholy  fubjesft  of  remembrance.  His  mind  is  painfully  foothed  by  a  tender  racurrciKij 
to  thofe  events  which  helped  to  fill  up  the  vacuum  of  youthful  dudles  and  amufements,  by  the 
reciprocal  exchanges  of  confidence  and  friendfhip.  To  him,  his  memory  and  his  fame  will  be  ever 
dear  ajid  precious,  till  his  own  remembrance,  and  other  faculties,  fhall  fail  him, 

"  And  o'er  his  head  clofe  the  dark  gulf  of  time  !" 

From  the  general  commendation  beftowed,  by  the  partiality  of  friendfhip,  on  the  compofitlons  of 
Grzme,  particular  criticifm  may  make  many  deductions.  Many  of  his  performances,  written  haftily, 
at  the  age  of  eighteen,  and  of  which  his  promifcuous  fludies  and  early  death  had  prevented  the  revi- 
ikl,  can  fcarcely  be  infpeded  with  all  the  feverity  of  criticifm ;  and  there  is  no  reafon  to  fear  that  it 
■will  ever  be  exerted  againft  them.  But,  when  every  dedudlloo  is  made  which  criticifm  requires,  the 
general  poetical  merit  of  his  compofitlons  will  be  allowed  to  be  confiderably  above  mediocrity. 
That  he  had  great  force  of  genius,  and  genuine  poetical  feeling,  cannot  juiHy  be  denied  ;  and  there 
are  fcarce  any  of  his  performances  that  do  not  difplay  a  tewlernefs  of  fentiment,  an  energy  of  es- 
preflion,  a  vivacity  of  defcription,  and  an  appofite  variety  of  numbers,  which  evince  the  vigour  of 
liis  iraagination,  and  the  accuracy  of  his  tafte,  and  refie<ft  much  honour  both  on  his  heart  and  his 
underflanding. 

Whatever  rank  may  be  due  to  Gr^me,  among  the  poets  of  our  nation,  his  corrednefs  of  tafte, 
variety  of  erudition,  vivacity  of  imagination,  tendernefs  of  fentiment,  felicity  of  invention,  and  faci- 
lity in  numbers,  will  be  allowed  to  afford  indications  of  a  poetical  genius,  which,  when  matured  by 
years,  and  improved  by  pradice,  might  have  produced  fomething  confiderable,  and  to  furnifh  an 
example  of  unnoticed  ingenuity  afpiring  to  literature  and  to  poetry  under  the  preffme  of  indigence, 
fufficiently  intereflifig  to  learning  and  to  benevolence,  to  jufiify  the  bringing  his  compofitlons  for- 
ward  to  the  attention  of  the  readers  of  poetry,  v/hich  may  be  the  means  of  doing  juftice  to  his  m.eut, 
and  of  prcferving  his  memory. 

H>s  faltem  accumulem  dcr.is,  et  fungar  inani 

aiunerc ■ 

r,>r.V!.?IJ. 
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ELEGIES; 
MORAL,   DESCRIPTIVE,  AND  AMATORY. 


ELEGY  I. 

WRITTEN  IN  SPRING. 

r«E  tuneful  lark  awakes  the  purple  morn, 
I  Returning  plovers  glad  the  dreary  wafte  ; 
phe  trees  no  more  their  ravifh'd  honours  mourn, 
I  No  longer  bend  below  the  wint'ry  blaft. 

(rhe  Spring  o'er  all  her  genial  influence  fliedi, 
I  Her  fmelly  fragrance  fcents  the  balmy  breeze  ; 
jler  op'ning  bloflbms  purple  o'er  the  meads, 
j  Her  vivid  verdure  veils  the  robbed  trees. 

i""he  airy  cliff  refounds  the  fhepheri'g  lay, 
I  Withinit'sbankstherourm'ringftream'letflowsj 
jLround  their  dams  the  fportive  lambkins  play, 
I  And  from  the  ftall  the  vacant  heifer  lows. 

li'he  voice  of  mufic  warbles  from  the  wood, 
I  Delightful  obje(fls  crowd  the  fmiling  fcene  j 
kU  nature  fliares  the  univerfal  good, 
I  And  cold  defpair  exalts  no  breaft  but  mine. 

|)ifmal  to  me  appears  the  bloomy  vale, 

\  The  haunts  of  pleafure  fadden  at  my  tread  ; 

jJnheard,  unnoted,  vernal  zephyrs  fail 

i  The  flow'ry  wafte,  and  bend  the  quiv'ring  reed. 

1 

To  more,  enraptur'd  with  fuccefsful  love, 
I  fit  my  numbers  to  the  tuneful  ftring ; 

To  more  pourtray  the  verdure  of  the  grove, 
Or  hear  the  voice  of  incenfe -breathing  Spring. 

rhe  torrents,  whiten'd  with  defcending  rain, 
'  The  wave-worn  windings  of  the  wand'ring  rill, 
Che  flow'ry  flufli  thatliv'ries  all  the  plain. 
The  blue-gray  mill  that  hovers  o'er  the  hill ; 

fmg  no  more  •.—But  ravifh'd  from  the  ma^d 
Who  kindly  liften'd  to  my  fa;thful  fighs, 
,  inly  grieving,  droop  the  penfive  head. 
And  mourn  tkeblifs  relentlefs  fate  denies. 

ELEGY  IL 


Tbe  cottage-fwains,  how  exquifitely  bled 

With  fun-burnt  virgins  in  the  prime  of  years '. 
^  Ggh  obtains  the  faireft  and  the  beft ; 
1  A^  moft,  the  pleading  eloquence  of  tears. 


No  flubborn  honour  parts  the  willing  pair  j 
No  maiden  barters  happinefs  for  fame  ; 

No  prideful  demon  whifpers  in  her  ear. 
The  long  fucceffion  of  a  titled  name. 

O,  had  a  turf-built  hamlet's  humble  roof, 
A  fliot-clad  rafter  caught  your  earlieft  view  J 

Or,  fternly  rigid,  fortune  fcowl'd  aloof. 
Nor  ftampt  with  dignity  a  parent's  brow  I 

Or  had  I  (l»vc  demands  the  lowly  boon) 
Grown  to  maturity  in  fplendor's  ray ! 

In  folly's  tinfel  tatters  tript  the  town, 
The  pride  of  fops,  and  glitter  of  a  day  I 

Had  treafur'd  gold  improv'd  my  native  worth. 
Inglorious  robb'd  from  Afric's  ebon  fons; 

A  ruin'd  caftle  claim'd  a  father's  birth. 

Where  jack-daws  neftle,  and  the  howlet  moans2 

But  money'd  merit,  and  paternal  fame. 
The  gods  to  poor  Alexis  never  meant : 

He  lives  unftory'd  ;  loft,  alas  I  to  him. 
The  herald's  blazon  and  the  painter's  tint. 

A  foul  unfully'd  by  the  thirft  of  gain, 

A  bofom  riling  at  another's  woe. 
He  boafts  no  more  ; — his  cottage  bounds  the  plain. 

Where  wild  woods  thicken,  and  wh*ie  wateis 
flow. 

A  manfion  not  unworthy  of  the  fair : 
Why  bluflies  Mira  at  the  fimple  tale  ? 

Can  all  the  pomp  of  dirty  cities  dare 

Vie  with  the  fragrance  of  the  vernal  vale  ? 

But,  nurs'd  amid  the  formulas  of  pride. 

You  want  the  heart  to  own  the  man  you  Iove» 

Walk  with  feign'd  pleafure  by  the  fopling's  fide. 
And  praife  the  nonfenfe  which  you  difapprovf. 

The  very  vale,  you  tread  with  willing  feet. 
You  feem  to  fcorn,  and  wantonly  prefer. 

The  dull  rotation  of  a  crowded  ftreet, 
A  fl>rill.pip'd  aflrefs,  and  a  dancing  bear. 

Farewell,  dear  maid  !  fome  happier  youth  poflefs 
The  blooming  beauties  ne'er  defign'd  for  me  j 

May  fruitful  Hymen  yield  him  every  blifs, 
Aud  every  joy  I,  haplefs  \  hop'd  in  thee. 
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But,  O,  may  none,  invidious  of  your  mirth, 
Name  lolt  Alexis  on  the  bridal  clay  '. 

For,  could  you,  Mira,  though  ob('cure  his  birth, 
Unpitying  hear,  a  lilckfi  corfe  he  lay  ? 

ELEGY  III. 

TO   MIRA. 

PHESENTS  may  buy  Belinda's  venal  kifs. 
And  vcn;il  kiflcs  cliarm  the  tafteleis  tribe  ; 

My  delicacy  calls  for  cheaper  hlil's. 

And  patriot  dillance  I'coriu  a  paltry  bribe. 

The  hill,  that  midway  rears  its  lorldly  brow. 
The  torrent,  headlong  from  its  bolum  roil'd  ; 

A  jjift,  with  recklefs  eye,  like  Cclia,  view. 
And  Irown,  forbidding,  On  the  proft'er'd  gold. 

Colin  may  con  with  care  the  flattVinp  l?.y, 
With  blufliing  rofes  vcrmile  Trulla's  cheek; 

Bid  unhcaven'd  graces  on  her  boiom  play. 
And  paint  a  goddefs — for  the  girl  is  weak. 

But  other,  Mira  I  were  Alexis'  ftrains ; 

No   heav'ii-bred   virgin   IlulY'd    his   dreaming 
h.ad; 
Thy  be a\itics,  fuch  as  daily  haunt  our  plains, 

He  fung — the  graces  of  a  mortal  maid. 

Wlienlonefome  with  thee  in  the  filent  hour. 
He  hail'ri  no  goddefs, — but  a  girl  enibrac'd  ; 

Proftrated  low,  adiir'd  no  heav'nly  pow'r, 
But  clung  tranfpurted  to  thy  maiden  waift. 

And  fhould  fhe  gods  reftore  thee  to  my  arm*. 
No  full'ome  llutt'ry  Ihould  exalt  my  phrafe  } 

No  epithetic  nonienfe  daub  thy  charms. 

Good  fcnfe  thy  beauty,  coullancy  thy  praife. 

But  vain  the  thouglit — I'll  never  fee  thee  more  ; 

The  gods  drcree  it,  and  the  gods  are  juft : 
For  ever  doum'd  thy  abfewce  to  dcplure, 

Till  grief,  llovv-fauping,  crumble  me  to  duft. 

ELEGY  IV. 

Night,  raT^en-wing'd,  ufurps  her  peaceful  reign, 
Sleep's  lenient  balfam  rtllls  the  voice  ol  \*ue  ; 

A  keener  l"!  -eze  breathes  o'er  the  lowly  plain. 
And  pebbly  rills  in  deeper  murmurs  flow. 

The  paly  moon  through  yonder  dreary  grove, 
The  fcreech-owlS  haunt,  emits  a  feeble  ray  ; 

The  plumy  warblers  quit  the  long  of  love. 
And  dangle,  llumb  ring,  on  the  dewy  fpray. 

The  maftifT,  confciousof  the  lover's  tread. 
With  wakeful  yell  the  lilVning  m.iid  alarms. 

Who,  looiely  robb'd,  forfakes  the  downy  bed, 
And  fprings  referveiefs  to  his  longing  arms. 

O,  happy  he  !  who,  \x'ith  the  maid  he  loves. 
Thus  toys  endearing  on  the  twilij;ht  green, 

While  all  is  rapture,  Cupid's  fclf  approves 
Aa»d  Jove  confenting  veils  the  tender  fccne. 

O,  happy  he  I  b^  gracious  fate  allow'd, 
At  dufkiy  ev»,  to  rl.ifp  the  flender  waift, 

I^refs  the  foft  lip,  dillolve  the  filky  fliroud, 
Apd  ;ecl  the  hcav;ngs  of  a  love-Eck  hreaft. 


Once   mine  the   blifs . — But  no«r  with  piaintive 
care 
I,  lonely  wand'ring.  tunc  the  voice  of  woe  ; 
And,  patient,  brave  the  cliiily  midnight  air, 
Where  wild  woods  thicken,  and  where  waters 
flow. 

ELEGY  V. 

WrTHiN  this  willow-woven  bower 

I'll  lay  my  liujbs  to  reft  ; 
And  breathe  the  fragrance  of  the  mead, 

In  orient  colours  drtll. 

Sacred  to  grief,  hail,  hailow'd  fpot '. 

Here,  long  inur'd  to  woe, 
Alexis  tun'd  the  plaintive  reed, 

Ly  Medwan's  mazy  flow. 

Reclining  on  this  very  fod, 

While  forrow  dimm'd  his  eyes, 
He  rais'd  his  fu;jpliant  hands  in  vain  ! 

Relentlefs  were  the  ikies. 

O,  cruel,  to  rel'ufe  his  boon  I 

How  little  did  he  cravt  ? 
'Twas  but  the  cov'ritig  of  a  turf, 

Tli'  oblivion  of  a  grave. 

And  ftill  more  cruel,  to  exile 

The  lucklefs  lover  fo  1 
To  drive  him  from  the  lovely  haunts  ' 

Of  I'olitary  woe. 

Here,  memory  of  former  days 

Would  cheer  the  mufir.g  boy  ; 
And  o'er  his  melancholy  fprcad 

A  tranfient  gleam  of  joy. 

But  the  wild  hufry  of  a  town 

Recals  no  blifsful  icene  ; 
Starves  fond  icn>embrance,  and  affords 

No  leifure  to  complain. 

The  willows  wav'd,  by  wanton  winds, 

Still  flwde  thy  fedgy  flione ; 
But  rueful,  Med  wan  I  are  thy  banks. 

Thy  mufes  mourn  no  more. 

On  yonder  poplar's  topmoft  bough. 

Their  airy  harps  arc  hung  ; 
And  fiience  mufes  on  the  mead. 

Where  midnight  fairies  fung. 

ELEGY  VI. 

THE    SUICIDE. 

YeS)  gentle  ghoft  !  I  hear  the  folemn  founS, 
That  nightly  roufcs  to  the  fcene  of  woe  ; 

I  fee  the  fhade  that  beckons  to  thy  wound. 
While  o'er  thy  grave  the  teary  torrents  flow. 

Though  fcrcams  the  howiet  from  the  dreary  glade» 
And  croaks  the  raven  from  lier  bough-built  neft; 

I'll  bow  me  lowly  o'er  thy  clay-cold  bed. 
And  bid  the  turf  lie  lightly  on  thy  breaft. 

Here  ly'ft  thou,  haplsfs  1   (let  me  wipe  this  tear\ 
\^'herc  flowly  creeping  lleaU  tbe  filcnt  wave  \ 

No  pious  parent  deck'd  thy  early  bier. 
No  maitlen  willows  wither "d  on  iliy  grave* 
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[ti  drear  procefllon  went  no  friendly  train 
Solemnly  fad,  or  bade  thy  fpirit  reft  ; 

But,  hurrying  on,  a  noiiy  crew  profane 
The  cc?arfc   green  turf  threw  catelefs  on  thy 
bread. 

jhaftly  magnificent,  no  fculptur'd  tomb, 
Inbufto'd  grandeur,  courts  the  diftant  fky  j 

STo  veiny  marble  emulates  thy  bloom. 
No  mournful  lay  bedews  the  palling  eye. 

But  lowly,  Lucy  I  lies  thy  lovely  frame  ; 

The  dull  enclafps  thee  in  a  cold  embrace  ; 
Breeze-chaff'd  belide  thee  mourns  a  falling  Itream, 

And  o'er  thee  lonefome  waves  the  dark-greexi 

grafs. 

^Vhy  bare  thy  bofom,  ting'd  with  vital  gofe  I 
Point  to  thy  wound  ? — I  haften,  gifitie  fliade — 

Defpair  invites — 1  learn  her  fatal  lore — 
With   defp'rate    hand   thus   urge   the    gleamy 
blade. 

some  woodland  bard  (hall  mourn  our  early  doom, 
Soft  o'er  our  grave  awake  the  plaintive  If  lain  ; 

shall  flit  the  meteor  round  our  humble  tomb, 
And  fcreaming  goblins  haunt  the  bloody  plain. 

Shall  tell  the  fliepherds,  on  this  verdant  fwathe, 

A  difmal  ftory  af  a  lucklefs  pair  ; 
Whom,  brought  untimely  to  a  violent  death, 

A  millrefs  buried,  and  a  fire  levere. 


ELEGY  Vn. 

A.  FLEETING  life  of  pain,  is  man's 

Inevitable  lot; 
To-day  is  privy  to  our  woe, 

To-morrow  knows  us  not. 

Fate  bids  a  fnaky  wreath  of  care 
Entwine  the  vital  thread  ; 

And  feel  alike  its  baneful  pow'r, 
The  death  and  bridal  bed. 

Hope  gilds  in  vain  the  future  hour 
With  blifa  of  ev'ry  kind  ; 

The  wifliful  period  waftes  away 
But  blifs  we  never  find. 

In  vain  we  drive  to  eafe  the  fmart, 

And  meditate  repofe ; 
In  vain  affume  the  face  of  joy, 

The  malk  of  human  woes. 

Who  warring  with  a  fea  of  ill?. 
Some  wory  days  have  paft. 

Will  ever  find  the  future  day 
An  image  of  the  laft. 

Till  death,  no  more  a  tyrant,  fpeed 

The  amicable  blow, 
Shut  the  fad  fcene  of  mortal  life, 

And  terminate  their  woe. 

O,  happy  he  !  above  his  peers. 
The  favourite  of  Heav'n, 

To  whom  a  certain  place  uf  reftj 
An  early  grave  is  given. 


Nor  falling  tear,  nor  /welling  figh, 

That  mourn  an  abfent  maid. 
Tormenting  fears,  nor  wiflies  vain, 

Afflidl  his  peaceful  fliade. 

In  fure  oblivion  of  his  woes, 

He  moulders  into  dult ; 
Spring's  rofes  wither  on  his  grave 

And  cheer  his  hov'ring  ghull. 

ELEGY  VIIL 

TO  ALEXIS. 
BY  ROBERT   ANDERSON,  M.  D. 

When  rofe..lip'd  Health  reveals  her  vivid  bloom, 
And   Youth  and  Genius  all  their  charms  iai . 
part ; 

Why  wears  the  face  the  difcontented  gloom  ? 
Why,  fadly  fighing,  heaves  the  penlive  heart  ? 

Can  weeping  melancholy's  frantic  train, 

The  brow  deep.fadden'd,   and  the  tcar-fwoln 
eye. 

Invade  the  vernal  hour  with  plaint  profane. 
And  pleafure,  peace,  and  lettcr'd  fame  fupply  ? 

Miltaken  friend  1 — it  cannot,  will  not  do; 

Muiing  and  fad,  to  murmur  all  alone  1 
'Tis  tearful  fancy  guides  your  trembling  view. 

And  from  your    bofom   barfts  tli'  unmeaning 
moan. 

What  though  you  meet  with  fortune's  ftowning 
form. 

Pale  envy's  rage,  and  paffion's  ftormy  pow'r  i 
See  (lander's  fonsyour  fairelt  deeds  deform. 

And  dark  fuipicion  fliade  the  fecial  hour  ? 

Soft  pity  bed  becomes  the  human  heart, 

And  wcaknefs claims  the  mild  regarding  eye; 

And  lince  the  vernal  day  may  foan  depart. 

Why  fliouid  you  ftiive  to  lengthen  out  the  figh? 

For  think,  ah  think  '.  it  will  not  always  laft, 
This  tketiiig  life  you  lov'd,  and  now  deplore  I 

Soon  will  the  fwift-wing'd  day  of  youth  be  paft. 
Soon  fate  o'erwhelm — and  ev'ry  joy  be  o'er. 

'Twere  better  far  to  join  the  jocund  throng. 
Wind  the  wild  walk  along  the  fummer  iavjitt; 

Toy  with  the  fair  feq^aefter'd  bow'rs  among, 
Or  pour  the  lay  at  Mira's  foft  command  1 

What  though  no  purpl'd  king,  nor  titled  fire, 
Grace  the  long  progrefs  of  your  humble  line  ; 

No  gazing  crowds  your  glitt'ring  pomp  admire. 
Or,  proltrate  low,  mifcal  your  power  divine. 

What  though  no  coftly  robr,  nor  fhining  ore. 
Adorn  your  limbs,  or  heap  th'  o'erflowing  cheft; 

The  mules  fcorn  the  fplendid  pj-ide  of  pow'r, 
And  flied  their  honours  on  the  low-born  breaft. 

Poetic  youths,  in  many  a  lawn,  and  grove, 
Mufing,  in  tuneful  tranfports,  oft  we  find  ; 

And  ott  the  thyniy  heath  they  fauntring  roVe, 
Or  court,   in  wayward  (trains,  the  whifpering 
wind. 

The  fylvan  choirs,  that  wake  th^  vocal  lay  ; 
The  cryrtal  dreams,  that  murmur  as  they  flov?  • 
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The  waving  meadows,  fragrant,  frefh,  an-l  gay, 
Have  Iwccts  the  fon*  of  grandeur  never  know  ! 

Say,  then,  when  nature  fprcads  th«  pleiifuig  theme, 
And  wilUiig  mufes  Ricd  their  gcTiial  art; 

Say,  will  yon  quench  the  hcav'n-enlighteird  flame, 
^nd  bid  lorn  I'orrow  chill  the  glowing  heart  ? 

Forbear,  my  friend  I  tlie  monrnful  figh  forbear; 

Too  lun;^  hath  forrow  held  her  baleful  fway  ! — 
See  vengeful  mirth  her  proftratc  banners  rear. 

And  force  the  fuvy  from  her  realms  away '. 

'Tis  done — ?.nd  plcafure  takes  her  wonted  ftand  ;— 
I  Ice  the  fniile  ;— I  hear  the  fprightly  long;— - 

In  ruddy  circles  crowd  the  jocund  band, 
And  hail  the  numbers  as  they  pour  along. 

Wide,  and  more  wide,  the  vengeful  vicflor  dies ;— . 

I  Ivre  the  lovers  leek  their  fav'rite  grove-— 
In  either  bofom  loft  ideas  rife;  — 

In  ev'ry  accent  breathes  infpiring  love  1 

Tis  juft-— indulge  the  long-forgotten  feaft, 

Witheager  li;:nd  life's  lleclingfweets  receive  !— 

Sou:i  may  difeafc  impair  the  vig'rous  tafte. 
Dull -ev'ry  fenfe,  aitd  ev'ry  povv'r  deprave  I 

Ah  I  could  tliy  friend,  in  wonted  eafe  recIin'J, 
When  licalth  infpir'd,  and  plcafure  led  the  day  ; 

Again  enjoy  the  genial  feaft  refm'd, 

The  mutual  rapture,  or  the  melting  lay  ! 

He  vould  not  reftlefs  roll  his  languid  eyes, 
With  piercing  pain  exalt  the  cry  of  woe  ; 

And  cheerlcfs  view  involving  tempefts  rife. 
And  vernal  rofes  wither  as  they  blow. 

Eut  pale  difeafe  exhaufts  him  faft  away  ; 

From  him  reviving  joy  will  bloom  no  more  5 
No  mufe  melodious  cheer  the  ling'ring  day. 

No  lovely  Clara  learn  her  tender  lore  1 

Dark  is  the  dawning  morn,  thatflione  fo  fair  ; 

And  lad  the;  night  that  flied  the  balmy  reft  ; 
And  dim  the  radiant  fun's  refulgent  glare  ; 

■And  bleak  the  field,  in  flow'ry  fragrance  drcft  ! 

Cold-hearteddcath,v,*ith  wanly,  glaring  eye, 

J'ortli  from  the  gloom  begins  his  dcftin'd  way- 
Soon  will  my  lifi-lefs  tVame  forgotten  lie, 
Rcfign'd  to  native  earth— a  clod  of  clay  ! 

ll.iply,  with  partial  tcndcrnef;  poficft, 

Clara  may  breathe  one  fccvet  figh  fincere ; 

And  friendfliip  ftrike  the  forrow-fobbing  breaft, 
And  bid  remembrance  drop  one  pious  tear  1 

But  not  unmindful  of  the  life  you  love, 

Leave  each  warm  wilh  to  cold  complaint  a  prey; 

i'ollow,  where  pleafure's  loft  fuggeftions  move, 
And  wipe  the  ftrcamy  tribute  fwift  away. 

ELEGY  IX. 

OK    THE    AKNIVERSART. 
BV   ROBEllT  ANDERSON,  M.  D. 

Thk  wi.'ird  fillers,  on  the  flreary  flrand, 

Forefaw  this  day,  twining  the  fatal  tiiread. 

And  would  have  ftopt,  but,  urg'd  by  Jove's  com- 
mand, 
They  fpun  tiic  reft,  and  -.vceping  firm'd  the  deed. 


O  day  accurs'd  1  that  faw  hrr  laft  ajUew, 
To  maiden  honour,  innocence,  and  fame  ; 

Nor  night's  black  mantle  round  thy  vifage  drrw 
Nor  fent  one  cloud  to  cover  Sylvia's  fliame  '. 

On  thee  no  morn  ftiall  roufc  the  grateful  fong. 
No  gladd'ning  fun-beam  wake  the  tlow'ry  iyt- 

But  Phoebus  roll  his  raylefs  car  along, 
In  awful  fadnefs  through  the  mirky  Iky  '. 

Vile  birds  obfcene  fhall  range  the  fulphry  air. 
The  boding  raven  fpread  her  footy  plume; 

The  flirivell'd  bat,  the  moping  owl  be  there. 
And,  cluttering,  add  new  horror  to  the  glooni. 

The  hand  of  dread  (liall  feal  the  lips  of  joy, 
rieafure,  aghalt,  forget  her  fyren  fong  ; 

Amazement  petrify  the  feftive  boy, 
And  fr«e^%the  vig'rouj  fpirits  of  the  young. 

Terror  fliall  range  the  fav'rite  haunts  of  love. 
Fear's  palfy'd  arm  embrace  the  poplar  fliide; 

The  graves  pale  'habitants  traverfe  the  grove. 
While  verdure  withers  at  their  baleful  tread. 

Not  even  more  terrible  that  dreadful  day, 

When  worlds  lliall  ftagger,  and  creation  fliake; 

When  chaos  fliall  echo,  and  archangels  fay, 
"  Be  time  no  more  1— ye  fleeping  dead  awake !" 

ELEGY  X. 

IN  THE  MANNER   OF  THE   AN'CIEVTS. 

The  zephyrs,  wak'd  at  fpring's  refrefhing  ga!?, 
Flap  their  light  wings,  and  fan  the  verdant  vale  ; 
Where'er  their  balmy  influence  they  breathe. 
Green  grows  the  grafs,  and  flow'rets  bloom  be- 

neath ; 
In  fofter  numbers  rolling  waters  fiiw. 
And  ev'ry  heart  is  freed  from  ev'ry  woe; 
The  feather'd  fongfters  wanton  on  the  fpray. 
Sport  with  their  mates,  and  love  their  lives  away : 
From  hi!l  to  hill  the  carelefs  ftiepherd  roves, 
And  gathers  garlands  for  the  maid  he  loves  ; 
With  art  he  blends  the  flow'rsof  difPrent  hue, 
The  green,  the  red,  the  yellow,  and  the  blue 

O  happy  fwain  1   O  fwain  fccure  of  blifs  ! 
The  grateful  giil  will  thank  you  with  a  kifs. 
Come,  gentle  fwain  1   I'll  join  my  toil  with  yours, 
I'll  weave  gay  garlands,  and  I'll  gather  flow'rs ; 
Won  with  fiich  gifts,  Eliza  may  relent. 
Forego  her  harlhnefs,  and  her  frowns  repent; 
Pity  my  pafli;>n,  ami  relieve  my  pain. 
Nor  let  me  iigh  the  live-long  ni^'ht  in  vain,  [vice, 

All,  flatt'ring  thought  I  what  garland,  whatde* 
Can  melt  a  bofom  of  unfeeling  ice  ? 
Still  might  I. hope  more  happy  days  to  fee. 
Were  flie  but  cold  and  cruel  unto  me. 
But  the  whole  race  alike  her  fcorn  and  hate. 
The  gods  themfelvcs  can  hardly  mend  my  fate  • 

Then  ply  your  labour,  fliepherd,  and  be  bleft, 
With  fome  fair  maiden  of  more  tender  breall, 
While  I  indulge,  in  unavailing  woe. 
Another's  joy,  the  only  joy  I  know. 

ELEGY  XL 

BY  ROBERT  ANPERSON,    M.  D. 

Tjit  rlam'rous  din  of  bufyday  is  o'er; 

Nig':t,  downy-wing'd,  refiimeshcr  filent  fwaj 
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Soft  o'er  the  village  fiieds  the  balmy  pow'r, 
And  foothes  with  cheering  dreams  the  hours 
away. 
The  fons  of  labour  o'er  the  homely  ftraw, 

Out-ftretch'd  at  eafe,  in  fweet  refreflimcnt  doze ; 
And  modeft  maids  from  moon-led  fwains  with- 
draw, 
To  bathe  their  lovely  limbs  in  foft  repofe. 

But  what  avail  the  filence-fliedding  eve, 
The  downy  bed,  or  fleep's  refrelhing  pow'r  ? 

Awake  to  anguifh  and  inglorious  grief, 
Sylvia  bewails  the  folitary  hour  ! 

Still  unbefriended,  fuccourlefs,  and  fad. 

Her  lifting  fliame  arrefts  her  clofing  eye  ; 
Penfively  droops  her  weary-wakeful  head. 

And  from  her  bofom  burfts  a  bitter  figh. 

Ceafe,  Sylvia  !  ceafe  the  unavailing  view, 

Quit  the  fad  theme,  and  clofe  the  cry  of  care  I 

Can  ceafelefs  fighs  unfpotted  fame  renew. 
Or  foirows  mingled  with  the  midnight  air  ? 

Ah  no  !  'tis  part,  th'  irrevocable  doom  ' 

In  vain  the  tear,  in  v^in  the  plaintive  lay  '. 
When  black  diflionour  fpreads  her  cheerlefs  gloom, 

Rfeturning  fame  ne'er  flieds  one  genial  ray. 

The  fcornful  look,  the  acrimonious  taunt. 
Pale  envy's -'"neer,  and  fcandal's  bufy  tongue, 

Will  ftill  the  haplefs  maiden  mourner  haunt. 
Proclaim  her  folly,  and  her  lliame  prolong. 

In  vain  the  pitying  pray'r,  the  wifh  forlorn. 

The  contrite  tear,  the  penitential  figh  : 
Alike  they  fmooth  the  wreathy  brow  of  fcorn. 

Melt  the  proud  heart,  or  lofs  of  fame  fupply. 
Yes,  you  may  figh,  and  mourn,  and  wifli  in  vain, 

Nor  find  a  balm  to  footh  your  growing  grief ; 
Contempt  will  ftill  perpetuate  the  ftain, 

Returning  virtue  vainly  beg  relief. 
Ko  foft  diftrefs  can  melt  the  ftubborn  race, 

Th' unfeeling  heart,  the  ear  that  wjll  not  hear; 
Kor  maiden  honour,  funk  in  fad  difgrace, 

Draw  down  the  cheek  the  pity-ftreaming  tear. 
Yet,  while  the  proud,  with  rival  fcorn  purfue 

Your  fliameful  fall,  and,  unrelenting,  frown, 
I'll  drop  a  tear — 'tis  nature's  tribute,  due 

To  other's  woes,  and  frailties  not  our  own. 
Yes,  I  will  motirn  thee,  haplefs,  charming  maid  1 

Soft  o'er  thy  virtue  pour  the  pitying  tear ; 
Till  low  in  earth  thy  figh-fliook  frame  be  laid, 

And  kind  oblivion  clofe  thy  doom  fevere  ', 

ELEGY  XIL 

TH£  FAIR. 

Thi  fun  fliines  potent  from  the  mid-day  fky, 
His  rays  glance  dazzling  from  the  tinfel'd  head, 

The  noon-tide  fervour  fmooths  the  glofly  hair, 
And  aids  the  bluflies  of  the  panting  maid. 

The  ruftic  gallants,  with  their  redd'ning  prize, 

Retire  exulting  from  the  dufty  ftreet, 
Quaff  the  cool  beer,  and  mix'd  with  kifles  bland. 

And  forceful  fighs,  the  tender  tale  repeat. 

While  coyly  pafllvc  fits  the  modeft  fair, 
With  breaft  wild-throbbing,  and  dejedled  eye  ^ 
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Or  Ihcuhl  (he  kind  adjuft  the  rofyfip, 

Or  court  th'  embrace,  no  envious  tell-tale  nigh. 

On  yonder  board  the  bowl  and  tumbler  mark 
More  coftly  liquor,  and  a  richer  Mifs; 

Faft  by  her  fide  the  brawny  ftripling  fmiles. 
Nor  values  fixpence,  while  he  gains  a  kilt. 

If  fuch  the  bleflings  of  a  low  eftate. 

Who  would  not  joy  to  guide  the  fhining  fliarr, 
To  whirl  the  flail,  ingulf  the  polifli'd  fpade. 

Or  tune  the  reed  befide  a  fleecy  care  ? 

Name  not  the  biting  blaft  the  peafant  bears. 
The  face  embrown'd,  the  blifter-fwelling  hand  ; 

A  day  like  this  rewards  an  age  of  toil. 
Softens  the  voice  of  many  a  rough  command. 

But  lo  I   appears  amid  yon  jovial  crew 

A  brow  deep-furrow 'd  by  the  hand  of  care  ! 

'Tis  Damon's — forrow  blanks  his  native  bloom. 
And  mufing  melancholy  dulls  his  air. 

In  vain  Dorinda,  fondling,  ftrives  to  eafe 
The  forrows  rankling  in  his  penfive  breaft  ; 

In  vain  his  cheek  is  pal'd  with  jocund  blow,  ' 
In  vain  his  hand  with  artful  fqueezc  is  preft. 

No  kind  endearments  will  the  youth  return, 
Though  inftant  thus  (he  courts  the  balmy  blifs. 

And  oft  averts  the  radiance  of  her  eyes, 
In  fond  expecftance  of  the  ravifli'd  kifs. 

Be  gallant,  Damon  !  with  the  willing  maid. 
Like  others,  toy  the  laughing  hours  away; 

Commix'd  with  rugged  labour's  lufty  fons. 
Why  more  refin'd  and  delicate  than  they  ? 

Can  the  fmooth  pebble  of  the  playful  boy 
For  ever  curl  the  furface  of  the  deep  '. 

Can  Clara  cenfure  what  Hie  does  not  fee, 
Or  read  inconftancy  upon  thy  lip  ? 

Still  art  thou  gloomy — confolation's  vain  : 
Can  confolation  bring  the  virgin  here  1 

Till  then,  you  feel  the  weighty  hand  of  woe, 
And  drop  in  fecret  difappuintment's  tear, 

ELEGY  XIII. 

IMITATED  FROM  HORACE. 

When  virtue  guards,  and  innocence  protefls, 
The  deadly  mufket  and  the  fword  are  vain  ; 

Fortune  may  frown,  furrounding  ills  perplex, 
l"he  fipile  of  confciencc  fmooths  the  path  of 
pain. 

Serenely  brave,  through  Lybia's  Tcorching  wiIJ9 
The  good  man  walks,  nor  dreads  her  brindled 
brood, 

Purfues  his  way  where  Indian  never  builds 
His  humble  hut,  and  ftems  Orellan's  flood. 

A  meagre  wolf,  a  fiercer  never  den'd 

In  Alpin  foreft,  or  Helvetian  hill. 
Gaunt  famine  lengthen'd  every  claw  to  rend, 

And  hunger  whetted  ev'ry  tu(k  to  kill ; 

From  me,  unarm'd,  with  hideous  howling  fled, 
Aghjift.deferted  his  defencelefs  prey, 

As  in  Virginian  woods  I  lonely  ftray'd. 

On  Mira  mu»'d,  and  piann'd  the  plKfntiye  Uj, 


43* 


THE    WORK.S    OT  CKJEMt. 


Ye%  lovf  ly  maid  '.  cv'n  here  I  feel  thy  pow'r, 
Though  kingdoms  lie,  and  oceans  raj^e  between; 

Revere  thy  virtues,  all  thy  charms  adore, 
And  wifh  thee  prefent  at  each  pleafant  fccne. 

Wherever  ftation'd  by  the  will  of  Heav'n, 
On  Lybian  dcferts,  or  on  Zcmblan  fnows, 

Wherever  carry'd,  or  wherever  driven, 

Still  fliall  thy  abfence  number  with  my  woes. 

ELEGY  XIV. 

The  moon  (Iiines  filv'ry  on  the  limpid  ftream, 
Scarce  blurti  the  flow'rs,  in  fainter  dyes  array'd  ; 

The  howlets,  rouGng  at  the  friendly  beam, 
With  lazy  pinions  fcour  the  duiky  glade. 

The  time-ftruck  turret,  on  yon  mountain's  brow. 
Projecting  wide,  embrowns  the  lowly  vale  ; 

The  fpiry  column  Icfleiis  to  the  view, 

And  bluilh  clouds  the  fcatter'd  huts  conceal. 

The  younglings,  ravifli'dfrom  the  fleere-clad  ewes. 
Wake  plaintive  bleatings  from  the  turf-built 
fold  ; 

The  nioon-l'car'd  heifer  kollow-murm'ring  lows, 
And  drony  beetles  noify  vviags  unfold. 

The  lapwing,  clam'rous,  feeks  her  vary'd  race. 
Along  the  heath  flie  flioots  on  founding  wing; 

From  where  yon  firs  their  fhaggy  lliarp  tops  raife. 
The  vvidow'd  turtles  doleful  dirges  fing. 

It  was  Eliza',  in  a  night  like  thisj 

As  calm  the  air,  as  clear  the  ponfcious  moon. 
The  midnight  mourner  fung  our  mutual  blifs. 

And  rivers  luU'd  us,  as  they  flowly  run  : 

When  you  around  me  threw  your  velvet  arms, 
Moift  roU'd  your  eye,  wild  heav'd  your  fnowy 
breall, 
And  gentle  fpoke,  while  rsdden'd  all  your  charms, 
Words  well    remembcr'd,   for   you   fpoke    and 
kifs'd. 

"  Before  Alevis  ceafe,  in  lore's  bright  garb> 

To  be  Eliza's  deareft  chief  delight. 
Shall  ceafe  yon  twinkling  lljrs--that  glorious  orb. 

With  filv'ry  radiance  to  adorn  the  night." 

But  what  avail,  Eliza,  all  thy  vows, 

The  loft  endearments  of  thy  falthlefs  tongue, 

Since  for  another  all  thy  beauty  blows, 

Heaves  thy  fair  brcall,  and  warbles  forth  thy 
fyng  ? 

Tlie  captive,  fcttcr'd  with  tlie  galling  chain, 
Immur'd  in  dunj!;eons,  and  remote  trom  day, 

Should   bright-ey'd   hope  her  cheering  intiuence 
deign. 
The  flug-turr'd  concave  echoes  to  his  joy. 

But  hope  np  more  illume?  the  future  hour, 
Defpair  inverts  it  with  her  difraal  ihade  ; 

Soon  lay  mc  low  fliall  death's  tremenduous  pow'r, 
In  long  oblivion  of  the  bridal  bed. 

1  need  no  poifon  blended  with  the  bowl, 

No  wound  red-ftreaming  from  the  pointed  ftcel, 

Grief  chills  the  living  vigour  of  my  foul, 

Aad  round  my  heart  death's  leaden  hand  I  feel. 


ELEGY  XV. 

THE    UNNET. 

Unh.\Ppy  and  unbleft  the  man. 

Whom  mercy  never  charm'd; 
Whofe  heart,  infenfible  and  hard, 

No  pity  ever  warm'd. 

Far  from  his  dangerous  abode, 

Heav'n  '.  may  my  dwelling  lien 
And  from  his  unrelenting  race 

Ye  little  warblers  lly. 

Though  thick'nin^  hawthorns  blend  thiir  bougfij^ 

And  furze  wide  fpread  around. 
Yet  build  not  there  j'our  downy  nefts, 

Nor  truft  the  faithlefs  ground. 

Although  his  fmilirg  fields  produce 

The  nioft,  the  fitted  food  ; 
Beware,  beware,  nor  thither  bring 

Your  young, your  tender  blood. 

Behold  a  filler  linnet  there, 

Laid  lifelefs  on  the  green  ! 
Fled  is  the  fmoothnefs  of  her  plumes. 

And  fled  her  fprightly  mien. 

The  grafs  grows  o'er  her  ruffled  head, 

And  many  a  tap'ring  rufli ; 
Though  once  a  fairer,  fweeter  bird, 

Did  never  grace  a  bulh. 

It  was  but  yefterday  flie  fat 

Upon  a^ihillle's  top, 
And  ey'd  her  family  pecking  round  ; 

Their  fupport  and  their  hope- 
Each  look,  and  cv'ry  chirp,  betrayed 

A  mother's  fond  delight ; 
To  fee  them  all  fo  fully  (ledg'd, 

And  capable  of  flight;  ' 

Clofe  in  the  middle  of  a  bufli, 

With  prickles  thick  befet, 
She  brought  them  forth  ;  no  favage  boy 

The  wily  nelt  could  get. 

Full  twenty  days,  with  pious  bill. 

Their  gaping  mouths  Ihe  fed  ; 
Till  ripe,  they  left  their  hair-lin'd  home. 

Slow  flitting  as  Ihe  led. 

Joyful  they  flap'd  their  new-grown  w-Ings, 

But  happy  for  them  all  I 
Had  they  hut  kept  their  native  bufti. 

Nor  feen  a  mother  fall. 

Blithfome  flie  fat,  and  fweetly  fang, 

Nor  drcam'd  of  danger  near; 
How  could  Ihe,  confclou*  of  no  ill? 

The  guilty  only  fear. 

But,  prais'd  for  villany,  alas  ! 

Not  innocence  can  lluin. 
Nor  all  a  linnet's  mufic  ward 

The  fchoolboy's  lawlefs  (lone, 

"  Train'd  by  a  rough  unfeeling  fire, 

To  cruelty  and  pride. 
All  infant  ruftian  palling  by. 

The  hatmlefs  bird  efpied  *.'' 
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?oiiceaVd  behuid  an  hawthorn  hedge, 

He  took  his  deadly  aim  ; 
'hick  thick  the  feathers  floated  round, 

And  flutt'ring  down  ftie  came. 

ull  faft  her  fearful  younglings  fly. 

Into  a  neighb'ring  ihade; 
I'^here  low  they  cow'r  difconfolate^ 

And  mourn  a  mother  dead. 

'enfive  they  fit,  with  hunger  pin'd. 

Nor  dare  defert  the  fpray ; 
Jor  know  they  how  to  gather  food. 

No  mother  leads  the  way. 

I  ELEGY  XVL 

LAURA. 
BY  ROBE-RT  ANDERSON,  M.  D. 

)ekp  In  yon  vale,  where  tow'rs  the  poplar  tall. 
And  winds  the  flow  wave  down  its  cryilal  way  ; 

!i.ruin'd  caftle  lifts  its  hoary  wall, 
O'erhung  with  Ipreading  pines,  and  beechesgrcy. 

Vhere  oft,  refponfive  to  the  fprightly  lay, 
The  light  foot  bounded  o'er  the  feftive  floor ; 

^nd,  ftielter'd  from  the  dog-ftar's  fultry  ray, 

}  The  jolly  lordling  led  the  revel  hour. 

Vhere  oft,  along  the  cool  fequefter'd  glade, 
'  The  glitt'ring  female  train  was  feen  to  rove, 
|,nd  warbled  foftly  from  the  woodbine  (hade, 
Were  heard  the  vows  of  undiffembled  love. 

,ut  there,  the  fong  has  now  forgot  to  found, 

1  The  gentle  lovers  there  no  longer  figh; 

I'he  fnould'ring  manfion  howlets  hoot  around  ; 

And  echoing  bowers  to  boding  rooks  reply. 
I'here,  oft,  along  the  folitary  green 

The  frighted  fhcpherd  hears  the  cry  of  caje  ; 
Lnd  fire-clad  forms,  and  fhadowy  fhapes,  are  feen 
I  To  walk  the  wild,  or  wing  the  niirky  air. 
'here  oft,  contemplative  of  pomp  and  pow'r, 

Time's  wafteful  rule,  and  fortune's  fleeting  day, 
he  mufe-fir'd  poet,  at  this  folemn  hour. 

Sighs  deeply  fad,  and  plans  the  penfive  lay. 
lerhaps,  now  mufing  on  themould'ring  wall, 
I  The  mofs-grown  roof,  or  ivy-mantled  gate, 
\.e  eyes  the  «rumbling  fragments  as  they  fall, 
I  And  vindicates  the  varying  forms  of  fate. 
I'id  Contemplation  aid  my  mounting  mind, 
I  Or  Fancy  deign  her  eye-enlightening  ray, 
oft  wou'd  loiter  there,  to  thought  refign'd, 
:  And  pour  with  rapture  forth  the  moral  Liy. 
lut  me  no  gifts  the  tuneful  fifters  give. 

To  grace  the  fong  with  philofophic  Icu-e  ; 
lond  love  alone  inftru(5lsme  to  deceive. 

With  wild-notes  weak,  the  folitary  hour, 

11  by  the  margin  of  this  murm'ring  ftream. 

That  through  the  ions-vale  leads  its  winding 

way, 
Ircquent  I  roam,  in  many  a  wayward  dream, 
I  Till  twilight  robe  the  glimm'ring  groves  with 
i_        grey. 
I  ill  Clara  come, — my  fecret  fl:ep  to  trace, 

From  fcenes  where  joys  in  dull  fucceflion  roll ; 
|[ow  fweet  to  fold  her  here  ia  chafle  embrace, 
I  While  riUng  raptur«  runs  from  foul  to  foul ! 


But  who  is  flie,  along  the  op'ning  glade, 
Whofe  gentle  form  now  rulhes  on  my  eye  ! 

Low  on  the  bank  fbe  leans  her  penfive  head. 
And  pores  upon  the  ftreamlct  rolling  by. 

Fled  are  the  charms  which  health  and  joy  infpire. 

Fled  the   frefli  bloom,  and  flfd  the  mirthful 
mien ; 
Her  eye  beams  mildly  with-  a  fading  fire, 

And  flow  tears  trickle  down  her  iheek  fetetie. 
'Tis  Laura  !■ — mufing  melancholy  leads 

Her  frequent  footflep  o'er  the  lonely  dale. 
Where   winding  waters  glide    through  gloomy 
fliades, 

And  penfive  flock-doTes  pour  their  weary  wail. 
How  chang'd  from  her,  in  beaiUy's  brighter  day 

The  pride  ahd  envy  6f  each  fparklingball ! 
No  fweeter  tongue  could  chaunt  the  fprightly  laf 

No  lighter  foot  couW  trip  the  feftive  hall. 

The  good,  the  gay,  the  graceful,  and  the  yoang, 

Submiflive  faw  their  rival  charms  furpaft  ; 
According  praifes  flow'd  from  ev'ry  tongue. 

And  hope,  prefaging,  promis'd  they  fhould  lafL 
And  had  flie  known  the  fly  licentious  art, 

That  gilds  the  praifes  of  the  rich  and  gay. 
Free  from  diflionour's  unrelenting  fmart. 

She  flill  had  fung  her  fmiling  youth  away. 

But,  unperceiv'd,  the  flatt'ring  Flavio  fl:rove, 

W'ith  foft  deceit,  to  foothe  her  fimple  ear- 
He  bade  the  eye  in  melting  fondnefs  move. 

And  ev'ry  word  a  winning  foftnefs  wear. 
The  blooming  pr()fpe<ft  breath'd  refiftlefs  guile. 

The  faft  contagion  ran  through  ev'ry  pore;., 
Unhallow'd  pleafure  wore  a  wooing  fmile, 

And,  warmly  wanton,  urg'd  the  fyren  lore. 

She  little  knew,  to  dread  the  tempting  round, 

Wherff  vernal  flow'rets  veil  their  venom'd  hue  j 
But  rafhiy  burfl:  th'  irremeable  bound, 

And  bade  the  haunts  of  hallow'd  love  adieu  I 
The  fair  illufion  now  diflblvTs  away. 

No  fprightly  mufic  warbles  from  her  tongue  '. 
No  gay  aflembliefi  wing  tl;e  jocund  dav. 

No  fawning  Flavio  leads  her  fleps  along ! 

Far  from  the  fparkling  ball,  the  feftive  fliad?. 

She  wafles  her  days  in  folitudc  forlorn  ! 
Whik  weeping  loves  furround  her  fleeplefs  bed. 

And  mourning  graces  cloud  her  joylefs  morn. 
So  fades  a  flow'r  by  deadly  drought  deftroy'd. 

Nor  breathes  one  fweet  of  all  its  fragrance  paft ; 
So  droops  a  tree  by  wint'ry  winds  annoy'd. 

And  fighsits  ravifti'd  honours  to  the  blaft. 
Entranc'd  in  pJeafure's  meretricious  bow'r, 

Where  madnefs,  mirth,  and  gi*dy  riot  mve, 
Unfeeling  Flavio  laughs  his  conqueft  o'er. 

And  boafts  the  wound  his  cruel  flatt'ry  gave. 
In  vain,  revolves  her  folitary  day, 

Her  fleeplefs  night  and  ceafelcfs  figh  are  vain ; 
Unheard,  unnoted,  roll  their  rounds  away. 

Nor  flied  one  forrow  o'er  the  frolic  fcene. 
Pity,  perhaps,  amid  the  mad  career 

Of  magic  raptures,  circhng  wildly  round, 
Some  future  day  may  dffenchant  his  ear. 

And  all  thcblifs  of  jovial  joy  confound, 
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Haply,  when  age  with  rctrorpecflivc  eye, 

Reviews  the  arts  that  ftain'd  hiT  fjiotlcfb  name, 
Rcmorfc  may  learn  to  breathe  a  bittt.r  figh 

O'er  the  fad  rcHcsof  licr  ruin'd  fame. 
Tor  me,  lone  wand'rinjj  in  the  twih^lit  fliade, 

When  folemn  ftilhiefs  holds  }kt  lonely  fway, 
^lay  malice  ncVr  my  muiiiig  mind  invadi.*, 

Nor  fc«rn  loud-laughing,  claim  my  geiulc  lay. 
Be  mine  the  heart  that  melts  at  others  woe, 

The  hearing  ear  and  pitying  eye  be  mine  ; 
With  foft  conipafiion  may  my  bolom  glow, 

And  grief  fmcere  my  feeling  foul  refine. 
And  may  my  maid,  with  fympathizinjr  care, 

A  frail  and  feebler  virtue  full  in  view, 
Juft  heave  one  figh,  and  drop  one  tender  tear  ! 

To  female  fortune  furely  this  is  due  ! 
So,  may  regarding  heav'n  our  loves  prolang ; 

So,  when  wc  fink  in  honour'd  age  to  reft. 
Some  gentle  banl  may  raife  the  mournful  fong, 

And  llrew  with  fwt^ctcftflow'rsthe  feeling  breaft. 

ELEGY  XVII. 

TO  THE  MEMORY  Ot    MR.  JAMES  FISUER*. 

Soft  let  mc  tread  the  hallow'd  ground, 

A  druid's  buried  near  ! 
And  can  I  pafs  a  druid's  grave, 

Nor  drop  a  friendly  tear  ? 
Short  is  the  path,  and  broad  the  way, 

That  leads  unto  the  tomb  ; 
The  flow'rs  of  youth  but  feldom  bud. 

Or  wither  in  their  bloom. 
The  vernal  breezes  fwcetly  breathe, 

And  all  their  beauties  wake  ; 
When,  lo  !  a  fiorm  dcfcends,  and  they 

Are  ravifh'd  from  the  Ualk. 
Full  many  a  youth  in  flow'ry  prime 

Indulges  hope  to-day. 
Who  never  fees  to-morrow  dawn, 

"Death's  unfufpee^cd  prey. 
But  while  I  weep  in  mournful  drains. 

O'er  youthful  years  laid  low  ; 
Still  let  me  patifc,  nor  dare  blafphemc 

The  hand  that  gives  the  blow. 
How  many  difl"'icnt  ills  confpire 

To  four  the  cup  of  life  ! 
What  vaiious  jiaflions  vex  the  brcaft, 

With  unabaiing  ftrife  ! 
The  woes  that  harrow  up  the  heart 

Increafe  with  ev'ry  day ; 
Death  is  our  only  hope,  and  he 

In  mercy  ends  the  fray. 

•  AJludent rfdirj'tnityyin  ibc  U'livfrJJty  nf  EJinliifjl, 
tfiiipinguifLeJabilities^andof.iorctablemamu-rSj-^i'loiuas 
vnforlunatel^  dro-Mnedin  the  Clyde,  betiueeH  Lanark  and 
Stondyres,  in  I  769.  He  -u-aj  the  fan  of  WilUam  Fijher, 
a  refpcil^bU  farmer  in  Co'uington.  It  is  nerejfiry  to  add, 
that  the  eharaSler  of  this  pUafant,  eiccomplijhed,  andfn- 
fible  young  man,  ha-jinrr  been  mijlaken  by  fame  people, 
more  prone  to  cenfiire,  than  acute  to  abfr-ce,  the  Prrfhy- 
ters  "/"  Big^ar  denied  him  his  probation  ;  and  he  ivas 
tneditating  a  'voyage  to  America.  His  body  ivas  t/jrcivn 
»n  the  land,  about  fix  ivreis  after  the  aicident^  and  in- 
terred Hi  tlie  ,huri,b-yard  of  Cavingtut, 


Hail !  hivrhly  favoured  of  Heav'n, 

Who  fafely  on  the  fhore. 
Without  concern,  behold  the  wreck 

That  ferv'd  to  waft  you  o'er. 

But  chiefly  hail!  lamented  youth, 

Gn  whofe  green  grave  I  lie; 
While  round  me  (lalks  thy  pcnfive  ghoft 

In  fuilen  majclly. 

No  more  fliall  malice  wound  thy  fame, 

Or  envy's  tale  be  fprcad  ; 
For  facrcd  is  the  filent  grave, 

And  hallow'd  arc  the  dead. 

No  longer  wilt  thou,  here  and  there. 

An  haplcfs  wand'rcr  roam  ; 
I-^arth  lends  her  mantle  and  fupplies 

An  unmolefled  home. 

As,  refcu'd  from  the  bleaching  wave. 

Thy  body  turns  to  duft  ; 
Rememb'rance  oft  will  drop  a  tear, 

And  own  thy  fate  unjull. 

The  traveller  who  pafTesby, 
V^'hh  weeping  heart  will  read. 

The  mournful  lay  which  marks  thy  tomb, 
And  foothe  thy  penfive  fhadc. 

EPITAPH  •. 

Here  lies,  upon  the  lap  of  earth, 
A  youth  unknown  to  fame. 

Misfortune  damp'd  his  lively  parts, 
And  check'd  his  noble  flame. 

To  malice,  and  to  groundlefs  hate, 

A  fmile  was  all  he  gave ; 
And  from  regarding  Heaven  he  gain'd, 

In  recompence,  a  grave. 

The  virtues  that  adorn'd  his  youth. 
And  mark'd  his  low  eflate. 

Still,  reader,  keep  before  your  eye, 
And  flrivc  to  imitate. 

The  frailties  of  unripen'd  age 

Configii  to  native  carili; 
Nor  feek  with  facrilegious  hand. 

To  draw  thefe  frailties  forth. 

So  may  his  lamentable  fate 

IJpon  you  never  fall. 
Nor  death  furprife  you  unawares. 

Without  a  timely  call. 


ELEGY    XVIII. 


WRITTEN'   NEAR 


THE  KUINS  OF  CUTUALLT 
CASTLE  |. 


TuE  pale-cy'd  moon  fercncs  the  filent  hour, 
And  many  a  ftar  adorns  the  clear  blue  fky ; 

While  pleas'd  I  view  this  defolated  tow'r 
'J'hat  rears  it's  time-ftruck  tott'ring  top  fo  higl  j 

Here  was  the  garden,  there  the  feftivc  hall,  j 
This  the  bro.id  entry,  that  the  crowded  flreet? 

The  talk  how  pleaiant  to  repair  its  fail,  i 

And  cv'ry  ftonc  arrange  in  order  meet ! 

•  !>ee  Gray''s  El.-gy  •u.-rilten  in  a  country  churth-y^ 
I  The  andeptfeat  Jf  Lsri  SeF,erv:llt,  ntar  Cern-Mlti  \ 
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iHe  ichenie  isfinifti'd  ',-^3gCs  backward  roll'd 
And  all  its  former  majefty  reftor'd: — 

^agination  haftens  to  unfold 
The  pomp,  the  pleafures  of  its  long  loft  lord. 

he  voice  of  mufic  echoes  through  the  dome. 
The  jocund  rev'Uers  beat  the  bending  floor  ; 

;  golden  goblets  generous  hquors  foam, 
And  mirth,  loud  laughing,  wings  the  rapid  hour. 

$  fancy  brightens,  other  fcenes  are  feen  ; 
No  privacy  can  'fcape  her  eagle  eye ; 
le  follows  lovers  to  the  midnight  green, 
And  throws  a  glory  round  th.m  as  they  lie. 

ut  mark  the  change  !— the  mufic  fweils  no  more 
And  all  the  dome  another  prolpeift  wears  ; 

s  matter's  blood  diflains  the  feflive  floor, 
And  miHh,  loud-iaugliing,  iaddens  into  tears. 

,  how  unlike  that  gentle  fvvain,  who  preft 
His  yielding  miftrefs  on  the  midnight  green! 

he  lover  no-,v,  in  weeds  of  warriors  dteft, 
Deflrudion  threat'ning  in  his  funoas  mien. 

nmov'd,  he  fees  him  mufder'd  in  his  prime, 
And  wipes  the  blood  red-reeking  on  his  fvvord; 
;is  favage  miftrefs  h^ils  the  horrid  crime, 
And  fpuins  the  carcafe  of  her  late-lov'd  lord. 

ut  not  Unpunifh'd  is  the  guilty  pair, 

Imagination  hurries  on  their  end; 
ehold  the  Hfted  faulchion's  deadly  glare ! 

Now  purple  vengeance  haftens  to  defcend. 
hat  ftroke  became  thee  ! — pious  was  the  deed  ;' 

So  much  an  haplel's  brother's  blood  requir'd  ; 
1  vain  let  youth,  in  vain  let  beauty  plead  ; 

They  pled  for  him,  but  pled,  alas !  unheard. 

till,  ftiU  unweary'd,  reftlefs  fancy  roams, 
On  fvvcll'ing  waves  of  wild  vagary  toft, 
alls  flieetedlpedres  from  the  op'nirg  tombs, 
And  fills  the  tow'r  with  many  a  grilly  ghoil:.' 

enfive  they  ftalk  in  melancholy  ftate, 
And  to  pale  Cynthia  bare  their  gaping  wounds ; 

/hile  many  a  heapy  ruin's  mofs-clad  height, 
In  hollow  murmurs  all  their  woes  refounds. 

ut  whence  that  mournfully  melodious  fong, 

That  voice  of  elegy  fo  fadly  flow 
'he  certain  fymptom  of  a  mortal  v/rnng ; 

The  difm.il  utt'rance  of  an  earthly  woe  ? 

laply,  fome  plaintive  folitary  wretch, 
l"he  thread-bare  mourner  of  a  thread-bare  tale  ; 

Vho  nightly  does  the  lunar  radiance  watch, 
And  join  thehowlet  in  his  weary  wail. 

j'rieving  he  fees  the  ravages  of  time, 
The  fleeting  nature  of  terreftrial  things.— 
In  vain  the  ftately  palace  tow'rs  fublime, 
"  Low  lie  the  labour'd  monuments  of  kings. 

Where  is  the  darling  feat  of  fcepter'd  pride, 
"  Proud  Babylon,  with  all  her  braaen  gates.' 
'  No  penfile  gardens  grace  the  dreary  void; 
"  There  dens  the  dragon,  with  his  fcaly  mates_ 

'  Where  the  magnificence  of  Grecian  fanes  .' 
"  No  more  the  ftory'd  pyramids  v.-e  fee : 

'  An  heap  of  ftones  is  all  that  now  remains ; 
"  'Tis  all  they  axe,  and  all  Vcrfailles  Ihali  be  ! 
Vol.  Xi. 


"  Where  the  fara'd  ftruftures  of  imperial  Rome  ? 

"  Csfarean  theatres  to  contain  a  world  ? 
"  All,  all  are  buried  in  one  mighty  tomb, 

"  All  in  one  gulph  of  defclation  hurl'd !" 

Happy,  if  this  fhould  prove  his  only  woe  ! 

The  death  of  theatres  fcarce  could  break  my 
reft ; 
From  o:hir  caufes  all  my  forrows  flow, 

Far  other  troubles  tear  ;fiy  bleeding  breafl. 
From  love,   from  love,  my  nightly   wand'ring 
fprings : 

No  number  fettles  on  my  grief- worn  eye ; 
Elie  not  theruin'd  monuments  of  kings 

Could  tempt  my  fteps  below  the  midnight  Iky* 

ELEGY  XIX. 

By  ROBERT  ANDERSON,  M.  D, 

Falsx  and  ill-grounded  were  my  hopcf. 

My  cxpedaiions  vain ;         .   , 
Each  ftep  increafes  my  complaints. 

And  nouriihes  my  pain. 

Here  will  I  paufe— this  fhady  walk. 

That  variegated  field, 
Nor  all  the  lovely  landfcape  round. 

Their  wonted  pleafures  yield. 

One  black  and'  univerfal  cloud 

Wide  overfpreads  the  whole  ; 
Cre^ion  fickens,  and  is  dark 

And  gloomy  as  my  I'oul. 

Clyde's  plaintive  v/ave,  the  fighing  gall. 

The  warbler  of  each  tree, 
Sing  one  fad  melancholy  fong. 

In'  unifon  with  me. 

Why  fhould  I  ftruggle  with  my  fate'  i 

Alas  !   v/here'er  I  go, 
I  groan  beneath  my  forrows  weight, 

And  bear  about  my  woe. 

Tes,  here  I'll  paufe — -and  lay  me  down;, 

Nor  ever  hope  relief  ! 
But  brood  in  filence  o'er  my  ills. 

And  feed  my  growing  grief. 

If  ye  behold  me,  gentle  peers! 

Thu?  lowly  as  I  lie. 
Seek  not  to  raife  me  from  this  turf. 

In  pity  pafs  me  by. 

So  may  ye  never  while  ye  live 

My  many  mis'ries  prove. 
And  never  never,  weep  forlora 

A  lucklefs  latent  love. 

Unhappy  he  !  who  danger  fees. 

Nor  can  the  danger  fhun  ; 
Who  looks  on  beauty  when  it  fmilesj 

And  hopes,  and  is  undone. 

Yes,  Clara  fmil'd  ;  the  fmile  I  cauglitj' 

Red  was  her  blulh  of  fhame  ; 
E"!!t  glad  1  caught  the  infant  love. 

And  fann'd  it  to  a  flame. 

Freely  I  took  her  to  my  arms. 

Nor  once  of  diftance  dream'd ;' 
But  every  coming  day  and  night 

One  fceac  of  rapture  deem'i'!' 
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But  foon,  O!  foon,  t'/ie  vifion  pad. 

The  fwcet  incliammcnt  broke. 
Too  foon  wc  from  this  fancy 'd  blil* 

To  real  woe  awoke  ! 

Disjoin'd  by  tlcftiny's  award, 

Without  one  lad  farewell. 
Far,  far  from  the  dehjrhtful  fttne 

Difconfolatc  we  dwell. 

Disjoin'd  !  for  ever  if  disjoiiiM, 

Of  what  avail  this  breath  ? 
Better  the  cov'rinj;  of  a  i'od, 

The  dark  cold  houfc  of  death. 

Yet,  yet  a  little,  and  I  leave 

IVIortality's  low  fphcre; 
Another  world  !— Say,  Clara,  will 

You  meet  your  Damon  there  ? 

Ko  : — health  and  happincfs  be  thine, 

Thine  pkafurcs  ever  new; 
And  while  I  live,  my  life  fhall  be 

One  long,  long  figh  for  you. 

ELEGY  XX. 

Her  ftarry  mantle  nif;ht  aloft  difplays, 
And  ail  htav'n's  azure  reddens  with  her  rays  ; 
Silence  and  quiet  iVillnefs  rci^^n  around, 
Save  where  lorn  Medwan  lends  a  fullen  found  : 
The  weary  fwains  in  filcnt  flunibers  lie, 
Mute  i?  each  tongue,  and  clos'd  is  cv'ry  eye; 
All  nature  fleeps  ! — but  flill  this  troubled  breaft 
Broods  o'er  its  forrov.-s,  and  denies  me  reft  ; 
Awakes  mc  nightly  to  lament  piy  woe. 
Where  green  recdfi  ruflle  as  the  breezes  blow. 

O,  Mira!  come,  O,  cruel!  come  and  fee 
The  many  mis'ries  I  endure  lor  thee  ; 
For  thee,  extended  on  this  turf  I  lie, 
Weep  this  big  tear,  and  heave  this  mournful  figh. 
Tis  thy  difdain,  my  unrelenting  fair  ! 
Thus  blues  my  breaft,  and  rejids  my  haplefs  hair  : 
Your  chilling  fcorn,  O  !  mull  I  ever  prove  ? 
You  fure  might  pity  whom  you  cannot  love  ; 
Might  heave  one  figh,  vihen  all  my  fighs  you  fee, 
And  give  one  tear  of  all  I  ftiej  for  thee. 

Hold,  hold,  radi  maid!    my  youth  unripcn'd 
fparc, 
Another  frown  will  drive  me  to  dcfpair: 
Will  bring  me  immaturcly  to  the  grave, 
And  hurl  me  headlong  in  the  rolling  wave. 

ELEGY  XXL 

BV   RODFRT  .ANnuSONj  M.  D. 

Gi'H.t's  grim  attendants  crowd  my  loathing  fight. 
And  lor^Uy  reafon  fcorns  my  lowly  love  ; 

But  all  in  vain  !  it  pleads  prefcription's  right. 
No  pow'r  can  quench  it,  and  no  force  remove. 

IVIy   thoughtlefs  childhood   fuck'd   the  prcj;ious 
banc, 

With  growing  years  the  infant  pafl'ion  grew  ; 
Now  twiftcd  to  the  fibres  of  my  licart. 

It  lauglis  Al  reafon  w;;h  a  lcori:lul  brow. 


I'hough  fiv.ime  witJi  rcdd'niag  checks  obfcurehc 
charms, 

And  iiilamy  her  native  beauties  fliroud  ; 
The  lovely  Sylvia  pitlur'd  in  my  breaft. 

Like  mid-day  fun  dilpels  the  dark'ning  cloud. 

The  fmile  of  youth  ftill  haunts  my  afking  thought 
I  hear  the  accents  of  the  yielding  maid. 

And  Ihrink  below  prevailing  paflion's  pow'r, 
What  wife  men  didated,  and  fages faid, 

ELEGY  XXIL 

At  winter's  numbing  touch,  the  fields 

Lie  wither'd  to  a  waftc; 
The  trees  their  naked  boughi  extend, 

Obnoxious  to  the  blaft. 

The  lifeltfs  leaves  blow  here  and  there, 

The  fport  of  ev'ry  wind; 
And  here  and  tiicre  the  wood-birds  flit, 

But  can  no  flielier  find. 

The  (kirting  mountains,  lately  ting'd 

With  azure's  airy  hue, 
In  winter's  hoary  mantle  clad. 

Rife  dazzlhig  to  the  view. 

Love,  erlt  admirer  of  the  plain. 

To  cottages  retires. 
Prevents  the  flumbers  of  the  maid, 

And  kindles  warm  dcfircs. 

In  the  unfinifli'd  furrow  lies 

The  plough,  nor  wounds  the  field ; 

The  rcftlefs  rivers  ceafe  to  run, 
In  icy  durance  held. 

Shorn  of  his  rays,  fcarce  does  the  fun 

His  glaring  orb  reveal ; 
But  fudden  fcts :— Night  faft  behind 

Unfolds  her  fable  veil. 

But,  fields,  rejoice  !  Behold  the  fpring 
(I'hough  diftant)  genial  glow; 

Behold  her  verdant  mantle  fprcad, 
Behold  her  blofloms  blow  ! 

Behold,  the  warblers  to  the  wood 

A-nelHing  faft  repair  ; 
Behold,  difportiug  in  the  fhade, 

'I'he  loves  and  graces  bare  ! 

In  mid-day  fplendor,  fee  the  fun 

Melt  down  the  mountain  fnow  ! 

Impetuous,  on  every  fide, 

I'he  muddy  torrents  flow  !— 

But  in  misfortune's  cold  embrace 

No  comfort  fmiles  on  me; 
Joy  faiUleus  at  my  look,  I  live 

New  mis'ries  but  to  fee. 

Before  nic  ev'ry  profpeifl  low'rs  ; 

Not  one  propitious  ray 
Of  hope  beams  on  my  dar'nen'd  foul, 

'l"o  light  mc  on  my  way. 

Mira  is  abfenc ! — all  the  fame, 

A  field  of  flow'rs  or  fnow  ; 
Diftant  and  ncighb'ring  funs  afford 

Like  uuunihmcut  tu  woe. 
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In  the  Manner  of  O-Ad, 

i  fruitful  Clydefdale  {lands  my  native  feat, 

jlean,  but  not  fordid,  though  not  fpucious,  neat ; 

ii  Clydcfdale,  noted  for  its  lovely  dames, 

Ud  meadows,  watcr'd  with  irri^^uous  ftreams ; 

|or  juicy  apples,  and  for  mellow  pears, 

'irm-footcd  horfes,  and  laborious  fleers. 

i  In  vain  would  Phcrbus  cleave  the  earth  witk  heat, 

jtr  fcorching  Sirius  dcfolation  threat ; 

n  vernal  pride  ftill  fmiles  the  varied  fcene, 

I'he  fields  ftill  flourifh,  and  the  grals  is  green  ; 

[Lcfrefhing  rilis  meander  all  around, 

jind  flow'ry  turfs  Hill  Ihade  the  fruitful  ground. 

!  But  what  are  meads  or  racy  fruits  to  me, 

jvhen  far  remov'd  from  happinefs  and  thee  ? 

'.ach  charming  profpedl  changes  to  a  wild, 

^nd  defolation  reigns  in  ev'ry  field. 

,/Iira  is  abfent ! — though  I  dwelt  above, 

'lie  difmal  thought  would  fadden  ev'ry  grove, 

jVould  change  the  hue  of  each  immortal  fiow'r, 

lUid  ftar-ftuck  arches  would  appear  to  low'r. 

I    But.wertthou  there,thc  windy  Alps  would  pleafe, 

i)r  Greenland,  guarded  with  her  glalTy  feas  ; 

il'hy  prefence  would  difarm  the  northern  blaft, 

IVnd  melt  the  mountains  of  eternal  iroll. 

I    How  doubly  pleafant,  walking  by  thy  fide, 

|,VereMedwan's  meadows, and  the  banks  of  Clyde  1 

->om  blooming  furze  the  linnet's  matin  lay, 

3r  lark's,  fwift  borne  on  early  winds  away  ! 

'    Come  to  my  arms,  my  millrefs  and  my  wife  ! 

^or  wafte  the  morning  of  too  fhort  a  life. 

!k\'herc'er  Ihe  comes,  ye  fwelling  hills  fubfide  1 

■^nd  verdant  valleys  fmile  on  ev'ry  fide! 

ELEGY  XXIV. 

BY   B.OEF.RT   ANDERSON,  M.  D. 

tHE  wakeful  clock  proclaims  the  midnight  hour, 
The  hlVning  ghofts  obey  the  folemn  found ; 

Now  flocking  forth  from  reftlcfs  graves  they  pour, 
And  now  they  range  their  mekncholy  round. 

Where'er  the  lonely  wood-encircled  dome 

Uprears  its  mould'ring  mofs-grown  roof  on  high, 

With  footllep  drear  they  fweep  the  filent  gloom, 
And  wake  pale  horrors  on  the  flecplefs  eye. 

Perhaps  the  fpot  where  firfi;  they  drew  their  breath. 
That  faw  them  talle  the  fvvects  of  cheerful  day  ; 

The  fpot  where  fume  fell  ruffian  gave  them  death, 
And  tore  them  from  their  blooming  hopes  away. 

Eafl  by  the  ftream  whofe  drowfy  Vv'aters  flew  ^ 
Darkfome  and  dreary  through  the  mirky  vale, 

Penfive  they  fcalk,  and  murmur  as  they  go 
Unwearied  wailings  to  the  echoing  gale. 

Perhaps,  when  fummer  led  the  lengthen'd  day, 
And  filed  refiillcfs  round  the  fultry  beam  ; 

Languid  they  left  th'  infufferable  ray, 

To  plunge  and  wanton  in  the  coolmg  llream. 

Fearlefs  of  fate,  with  far  unequal  a;  m. 

Perhaps  they  prideful  fought  the  farther  {here ; 

I;i  vain  thty  ibught, — in  vain  the  loud  alarm  '- — 
The  wave  was  ruthlefs,  and  ih;}-  rofe  no  more. 


With  Allien  flep,  and  terror-darting  mien, 

What  crowds  from  ocean's  oozy  depths  repair ! 

How  many  earth's  unhallow'd  fields  refign. 
To  wail  unnoted  to  the  defert  air  ! 

From  the  lone  church-yard's  confecrated  gloom. 
Where  grafs-grcen  graves  in  decent  order  heave. 

The  numerous  vidlims  of  a  milder  doom 

Their  narrow  cells  with  penfive  pleafure  leave. 

Perhaps  they  hie  them  to  their  native  grove. 
Some  fav'rite  walk,  or  long-frequented  fcene  ; 

Perhaps  along  the  filent  flreet  they  rove. 
Or  lightly  trip  it  o'er  the  vacant  green. 

Perhaps-  (fince  memory  of  an  earthly  fire 
Yet  warms  the  bofom  of  the  fep'rate  mind) 

They  hover  o'er  fonie  hoary-headed  fire. 
Or  hcai't-dividing  friend  they  left  behind. 

Or,  as  the  rolling  hours  return  the  night, 
In  vehicles  of  air,  unfeen,  they  rove 

Round  fome  lorn  maid,  with  fondly  ling'ring  flight. 
Who  mourns  with  many  a  figh  her  ravifli'd  love. 

No  clofing  walls  their  airy  forms  reflrain, 
No  rifing  hills  nor  rolling  waves  divide  ; 

No  dread  have  they  of  faucy-wreath'd  difdain. 
Nor  fear  the  frown  of  unrelenting  pride. 

Delightful  tafk  ! — by  me  esvy'd  in  vain  !— 
Far,  far  remov'd,  I  plan  the  plaintive  lay. 

Where  rifing  mountains  rear  their  brows  between, 
And  rolliug  waters  mark  the  diilant  way. 

And  high-born  pride,  regards  with  fcornful  eye 
The  humble  fwain,  the  youth  of  low  degree. 

And  deaf  to  love,  and  nature's  forceful  cry, 
Exiles  unhonour'd  poverty  and  me. 

Hence  Clara  wades  away  her  virgin  bloom, 
On  diflant  plains,  in  folitude  obfcure. 

Hence,  all  forlorn  !  I  watch  the  midnight  gloom, 
And  hence  thefe  melancholy  mufings  pour. 

ELEGY  XXV. 

TO   ELIZA. 

Fair  is  Eliza  in  her  lover's  eye  ; 

No  maiden  on  our  plains  is  half  fo  fair; 
I  gaze  with  rapture  on  your  char.ms,  but  figh 
°To  think  that  others  may  that  rapture  ihare. 

I  can't  endure  the  cringing  fawning  race 
That  bow  around  you  wherefoe'er  you  go  ; 

Contradl  your  fpherc,be  cautious  how  you  pleafe: 
The  man  that  fmiles  upon  you  is  my  foe. 

Away,  the  empty  buflle  of  a  crowd. 

The  languid  fiarv'ling  pleafures  of  a  town; 

But  take,  O  take  us  fonie  fequeljer'd  wood. 
To  unknown  blifs,  or  but  to  angels  known. 

I  do  not  feek  the  glory  of  the  vain, 

Nor  court  I  envy  from  the  fliolen  glance; 

Poor  is  the  gift,  and  little  does  he  gain. 
Who  leads  a  civil  millrefs  in  the  dance. 

Be  mine  the  filent  ecflafies  of  love. 

Too  nice  for  utt'rance,  too  refin'd  for  view; 

I'm  blefl  indeed !  (thus  far  my  wiflies  rove) 
U"  only  bkll  with  folitude  and  you. 
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OCTOBIR. 

I, ATE  docs  the  fun  begin  his  fiiortcii'J  race, 

Languid,  ahhough  no  cloud  ohfcurcs  the  view; 

The  nipping  hoar-frofl  veils  tlic  Ihrivtil'd  grals. 
Where  wav'd,  ticwhilc,  the  cool  reficlhiiig  dew. 

Cold  from  the  nortli  his  hooked  atoms  calls, 
And  tv'ry  field  in  firmer  fetters  binds; 

PvUflling  in  (how'rsthe  wither'd  foliage  falls. 
Slow  from  the  tree,  the  fport  of  eddy  winds, 

Tlie  birds,  all  flocking  from  their  fummer  haunt?. 

On  the  rough  flubbles  pick  the  coflly  grain  ; 
His  deadly  fnares  the  cruel  fowler  plants, 

And  intercepts  the  wing  that  flaps  in  vain. 
Hard  is  their  fate — if  we  may  call  it  hard. 

To  fhuii  the  rigid  winter's  coming  flornis, 
When  famine  threatens  in  the  farmer's  yard, 

And  drifted  fnow  the  defext  field  deforms. 

Th;  mod  familiar  of  al!  birds  of  fong, 
Domeftic  redbreafl,  on  the  window  fits, 

\VhiIe,  feUlom  feen,  though  whirring  all  day  long, 
The  a(5tive  wren  from  hedge  to  hcdg;i  ftill  flics. 

In  figns  like  thefe,thc  ploughman  wifely  reads, 
Approaching  winter,  and  provides  a  wife  ; 

The  joylefs  feafon  pafTca  o'er  thrir  heads, 
Loft  and  unmark'd  amid  the  fweets  of  life. 

But  wretched  he,  whom  all  the  long  dark  night 
Fate  on  a  lonely  couch  has  doom'd  to  lie  ! 

Docs  Mira  frown  at  what  I  trembling  write  ? 
If  Mira  frown,  that  wretched  fwain  am  I. 

ELEGY  XXVIL 

TO  MIRA. 

Tkv  prefence,  lovely  maid  !  exalts 

Aly  breaft  with  harmlefs  glee; 
And  the  decayed  face  of  joy 

Renews  at  fight  of  thcc. 

Though  harfh  the  utt'rance  of  my  lips. 

And  fault'ring  be  my  tongue, 
Thy  beauties  harmonize  my  lay, 

And  linnets  learn  my  fong. 

Jncurtain'd  in  the  Ihades  of  niglii, 

I  meditate  thy  charms ; 
'J'hiuk  on  thy  form,  and  flumb'ring  feel 

The  prcffure  of  thy  arms. 

Waking,  the  phantom  fades  away. 

And  fcarce  delufion  feems — 
O  !  hafkcn  on  the  wings  of  wind, 

And  realize  my  dreams. 

The  fun  arifes,  and  tbe  fwain 

Unto  his  labour  hies  ; 
The  fwathy  herbage  furs  the  mead, 

The  rufTet  hay-cocks  rife. 

He  downward  fends  on  floping  wheel*, 

His  glory  gilds  the  weft, 
The  joyful  ruftic  leaves  the  rake, 

And  haftcns  home  to  reft. 

But,  in  thy  abfence,  imto  me 
No  fcafuu  brings  rcpbfe 


OF    G  R  i*  M  R , 

Alike,  at  morn  or  duflcy  evi, 
I  wrcftle  with  my  woes. 

ELEGY  XXVIII. 


10   DAMOJ*. 

On  his  havh'.f  addiEied  himftlf  to  the  Study  of  l^t^ural 
Hijlory. 

CoNf  fc,  Danida  !  come,  enough  of  wifdom's  wayi^ 
Of  antic  antres,  and  of  grottos  wild  ; 

Supjiofc  a  dalTudil  deCgn  difplays. 
Or  lily,  lady  of  the  flow'ry  field. 

Suppofe  a  mite,  like  potentates  and  kings, 
Can  ])kad  antiquity,  and  boaft  cf  b!r:h; 

That  not  a  mufhroom  or  a  maggot  fpriiTgi 
from  the  cold  womb  of  uncreativc  earth. 

Philofophy,  and  idle  whim,  away  ! 

What  u  u  mufhroom  or  a  mite  to  you  ? 
"  They  inaik  intelligence." — But,  Damon  !  fay,     , 

'i'o  love  and  nature  is  there  nothing  due  .> 

Muft  Clara's  beauties  in  their  blofTom  fade  ? 

TJie  tears  of  forrow  dim  her  lovely  eyes? 
While  you,  inienfible,  difturb  your  head 

With  the  genealogy  of  grubs  and  flics  I 

Recal  her  form,  and  feed  on  fancy's  breafJ, 
Unheard  let  Clodio  tell  his  taftelefs  tale; 

Her  blooming  beauties  a  divine  repaft. 
All  tndlels  banquet,  an  exhauftlefs  meal  \ 

If  fair  to  fancy,  how  exceeding  fair 

Mhen  given  unclouded  to  vour  lawlefs  gazef 
It  comes — behold  the  bridal  day  !  prepare 

A  long  farewell  to  wifdom  and  her  ways. 

ELEGY  XXIX. 

CLARA   TO    DA.MaX. 

Ah,  cruel  change  !  from  gentle  to  fcvere  j 
Change  ever  proves  unfriendly  to  the  fair  : 
Show  me  the  man,  the  wond'rous man,  whofc  mini 
Alters  to  kinder  fentimentsfrom  kind  .> 
No,  there  is  no  fuch  man  ;  or,  if  there  be, 
Wlio  would  not  wifh  the  youth  they  love  were  hcl 
V%''hat  maid  would  think  fhe  overdid  her  part, 
To  grafp  the  dear  inconibnt  to  her  heart, 
Difi.-ard  each  grim-ey'd  guardian  of  her  charms, 
.\nd  fold,  and  clofer  fold  him  in  her  arms  i 

'Tis  vilion  all !  the  fame  fevcre  decree 
Has  ruin'd  womankind  tliat  ruins  me; 
Fram'd,  delicately  fram'd,  for  focial  blifsj 
W^e  feelcacli  finer  pafTion  in  excefs; 
!n  love  at  kngih  each  fema'e  fricndfliip  ends; 
We  fcarce  diftinguilh  lovera  from  our  friend*; 
Nor  have  we  learn'd,  witli  philofophic  pridt,- 
From  our's  another's  mi.^'ry  to  divide. 
But  man  is  fafhion'd  in  a  rougher  mould, 
Infenfible  at  heft,  and  always  cold; 
His  lumpilh  foul  no  gen'rous  wilh  infpirc*, 
No  pity  melts,  no  heart-felt  rapture  fires; 
Or,  if  for  once  it  kindle  into  praife, 
How  foon  the  momentary  flafh  decays  I 
Scarce  have  we  time  to  hail  the  dawning  light/ 
Ere  the  weak  meteor  vanifhes  in  night; 
With  eager  eyes  we  fcarch  around  in  vain, 
And  think  to  fee  it  gJimracring  u^ain  I 
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AliS  how  foollfh!  'n^  for  ever  gone, 
;With  the  delightful  hour  in  whicli  it  Hione  ! 
i    Ah  me  !  and  niufl  I  never  more  prolong 
Ifhe  night,  in  lifc'ning  to  my  Damon's  fong  ! 
■Mas  !  can  love  admit  of  no  decreafc. 
That  too,  too  little  !  yet  be  render'd  lefs? 
My  happinefs  requires  it  (hould  be  fo  ; 
lit  niuft,  it  ihall !  though  worlds  Ihould  anfwcr, 
I    Yes,  Damon,  yes,  a  very  weak,  cxcufe 
'SVul  fcrecn  the  lilence  of  your  faithlefs  mufc; 
Tell  me  on  fyflematic  plains  you  ftray, 
'  Borne  on  the  wings  of  wifdom  far  away." 
But  wherefore  thus  dillurb  my  quiet  ?  why 
Reo-ard  your  failings  with  too  nice  an  eye  .' 
rhough  grofs  be  the  deceit,  if  yon  deceive, 
[  pledge  my  maiden  honour  to  believe. 

!  ELEGY  XXX. 

I  By  ROBERT  ANDiaSON,  M.  D. 

hi'ET  onward  leads  the  length'ning  w^y, 

■     Perplexed  and  forlorn ; 
And  chilly  blows  the  mountain  gale, 
[        Around  me  reftlefs  borne. 

iNo  vernal  verdure,  frefli  and  fair, 

i        Waves  on  the  wat'ry  ray. 

That  frequent  flreaks  yon  gath'ring  gloom, 

I        And  frequent  fades  away. 

I  fee,  wide-fcatter'd  here  and  there. 

Along  the  dark-brown  wafle. 
The  faded  furze,  the  wither'd  fern, 
I        Tlie  rock  mofs-clad  and  yafl. 

Ilhear  the  wild  birds*  wailing  notes, 
'        Rcmurm'ring  o'er  the  hsath  ; 
Now  to  and  fro  they  flocking  fiit, 
I        Or  cow'r  the  bufli  beneath. 

[n  awful  bhcknefs  rifing  round, 

I  fee  the  brewing  blafl; 
[t  howls  from  yonder  hill's  brown  brow. 

And  fweeps  the  founding  wafle. 

Near,  and  more  near,' my  penfivc  eye 

Remarks  its  rapid  wuy  ; 
iNowlefs'ning  finks  yon  grey -grown  rock. 

Now  viewlefs  fwims  away. 

RcCftlefs  night  is  falling  fafl, 

To  fill  the  frcrvvning  fcene. 
And  leaves  no  fhelt'ring  fliade,  to  wnid 

The  fwift-defcendnig  rain. 

li'll  fit  me  down  upon  the  heath, 
I        And  wipe  away  this  tear-»- 
The  chill  blaft  rages  ruthkfs  by, 
And  horror  meets  my  ear. 

Ah  me  !  the  big  round  briny  drop 

Still  gathers  in  my  eye, 
And,  from  my  boding  bread  expires 

Th'  involuntary  figh ! 

iThc  twilight  hour,  with  horror  fraugiif , 

Is  fleeting  fafl  away  ; 
And  fruitlefs  flows  the  falling  tear, 

That  weeps  my  long  delay. 

Jn  vain  acrofs  th'  accufl-om'd  green 
May  Clara  look  for  me ! 


No. 


Nor  her,  nor  the  dear  face  of  man. 

My  eyes  will  ever  fee  ! 
Surpris'd  along  the  mid-way  wafle. 

Where  driving  tempefls  blow, 
The  flern  refifllcfs  If  roke  of  fate 

Will  lay  my  body  low. 
I  feel,  I  feel  the  chilling  florm 

Obflruft  my  lab'ring  breath  ; 
My  fliiv'ring  limbs  will  foon  be  pale 

And  llfelefs  on  the  heath. 
Unfeen,  unwept,  no  winding  fhroud 

Will  my  cold  corfe  receive ; 
No  fad  procefTion  bear  me  on, 

To  fill  my  father's  grave ; 
No  rifing  flone  reveal  my  name,       ' 

Or  make  my  merit  known; 
No  fculptur'd  elegiac  lay  « 

Lament  my  early  doom. 

Extended  o'er  the  howling  heath. 

To  bleaching  blafls  a  prey  ; 
The  wearing  wafle  of  with'ring  winds 

Will  moulder  me  away. 
If  e'er  to  thee,  in  happier  hour, 

My  pray'r  delightful  rofe, 
Pity  my  maid,  myfterious  heav'n  I 

And  fwift  my  forrows  clofe. 

ELEGY  XXXI. 

BT  ROBERT  -ANDERSON,    M.  D. 

BEiior.D,  ye  fair  !  yon  melancholy  maid. 

The  tear  jufl  burfling  from  her  downcafl  eye. 
Who  on  the  willow  leans  her  penfive  head, 

"  And  pores  upon  the  brook  that  babbles  by." 
She,  once  like  you,  did  laugh  the  hours  away, 

Was  often  merry,  and  was  feldom  grave ; 
Walks  were  not  wanting  to  deceive  the  day. 

Nor  love,  I  ween,  to  cheer  the  gloomy  eve. 
The  flow'rs  of  beauty  bloffom'd  on  her  cheek. 

Men  thought  her  witty,  and  (he  thought  fo  too  ; 
She  now  and  then  would  think,  but  cft'ner  fpcak, 

And  always  did  as  other  virgins  do. 
When,  lo  !  flie  fell,  for  paffion  washer  guide. 

From  feeming  pleafure  into  real  fhame : — 
Sneer  not,  ye  flaunting  progeny  of  pride  ! 

In  fome  black  hour  your  fate  may  be  the  fame  I 
Weigli  well  your  a(5lions,  ponder  cv'ry  deed ; 

For  future  fame  and  future  fortune,  fear; 
And  follow  not  where  pow'rful  paffions  lead. 

For  fell  repentance  rages  in  the  rear. 

ELEGY  XXXn. 

BV  ROBERT  ANDERSON,    M.  D. 

Exil'd  the  focbl  joys  of  life, 

I  wander  here  forlorn, 
Aroimd  me  headlong  torrents  roar. 

Nor  gleams  the  diflant  morn. 

Why  leaps  my  coward  heart  with  fear? 

Though  death  befets  my  way 
No  loving  wife,  no  prattling  babe, 

Eev/ailr.  my  long  delay. 

Hackney'd  in  woe,  my  joylcfs  youth 

Diflolves  in  briny  tears; 
And  withers  on  my  downy  cheek, 

The  bloom  of  boyifh  yean. 
E  e  iij 
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My  cariiefl  love,  my  only  joy, 

Dcfcr'rd  virtue's  lore ; 
Trgulph'J  in  infamy  fhc  lies, 

'i'o  ril'i;,  alas!  no  mori;. 
Tcmppfts drive  on,  collcifl  your  rage, 

liowl,  ptnius  of  the  ftonii ; 
Hxtcnd,  ye  rivers !  riVr  tiic  wafle; 

Come,  Death,  in  any  form. 
Thants,  thanks,  ofHrions  pow'r  !  yon  comc  ; 

I  fcfl  tliy  frit-ndly  dart ; 
Cold  chill*  the  current  of  my  life, 

/ind  freezes  to  my  heart. 
Farewell,  thou  canker  of  my  hopes! 

My  niin'd  maid  !  adieu  ; 
Welcome,  forg<.tfuliiefs  of  woe, 

And  Ikep  fur  ever  ntvr. 

ELEGY  XXXIII. 

TO   CLARA. 
BV  ROBF.RT  ANDERfON',    M.  D. 

Detriv'd  of  all  that  mortals  hold  moft  dear, 
Tiie  world's  free  convcrfc,  and  the  fecial  Car  ; 
Pepriv'd  i)f  ev'ry  picafnrable  fcenc, 
'ihe  foreft's  fijlidT;c,  and  the  meadow's  green  ; 
Where  can  tfitK  wretched  bofom  find  rcpofe  ? 
Without  is  wildnefs,  and  within  arc  woes: 
To  whom  d.fiolve  in  forrow's  fimplc  lay, 
And  fofcly  (\^h  its  niifcries  away  ? 
'i'o  whom  but  thee,  where  all  my  winics  tend, 
Aly  lovely  miilrcfs,  atid  my  faithful  friend  : 
To  whom  but  thee,  of  all  the  gods  have  left, 
"I'hc  }rre.itcil  bkifin;?,  and  the  latcft  jnft 

Books,  unperceiv'd,  may  (leal  tlic  lagging  liour, 
>".d  fear  the  wounds  they  llrive  in  vain  to  cure, 
?>!iiy  for  a  moment  fooili  the  troubled  mind, 
Eiit  flill  remains  a  dreadful  void  behind  ; 
The  pliat'.t  pa.Tions,  hinder'd  in  their  courfe. 
Colled  their  rage,  and  llrike  with  double  foixe  ; 
'J'hcir  waves  reprefs'd,  with  double  fury  roll, 
O'eiwhehn,  eoi:found,  and  ftupify  the  foul. 

Hard  are  the  wayward  fates,  that  thus  oppofc 
A  mortal  witrht  ao;ainft  immortal  fots  ; 
That,  unconcern'd,  behold  me  from  afar 
Waging  an  endiefs,  an  unequal  war ; 
Hard  is  my  fate  '.  yet  never  had  my  cry 
Impcaph'd  the  rigid  ruler  of  the  Iky; 
>Jcvcr  my  murmurs,  my  complaints,  been  h.card, 
Jlad  thy  fwc'.-t  voice  my  drooping  fpirits  eheer'd; 
Thy  hands  liiflain'd  me  fainting  in  the  field. 
My  bleedinrj-  waunds  thy  wifdom's  b;.llam  heal'd. 

Not  fu'-H  the  happinefs  awr.its  my  days, 
For  ever  banifli'd  Irom  thy  beauty's  bla.-^e  ; 
"VVcjgi/d  down  by  life's  whole  complicated  woes. 
Never  to  rife  from  wiience  none  ever  role  ! 
I  Aide,  by  all  unnoted,  to  the  tomb  ; 
Tir'd  of  the  pr^fent,  court  a  world  to  come. 

Whate'er  my  hopes,  forgive  this  parting  tear! 
They  foon  (hall  wither  on  the  mouinful  bier; 
.*!oon  with  this  crazy  frame  for  .'ver  !oU, 
Hide  iheir  afpiiing  turrets  in  the  duit. 

i'are'vell,  dear  maid  I  conje<5lure  what  I  feci. 
In  youth  to  bid  tlie  maid  I  love  f.irewell: 
I-arcwiU,  dear  maid  !  and  never  mav'fl  thou  be 
A  pining,  plaintive,  dying  wretch,  like  me. 

EI.EGY  XXXIV. 
Ftr.D  are  the  blofToms  of  each  tree, 
AudlluileU  .v'ry  bough ; 
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Silent  and  gloomy  is  the  grorff^  j 

And  lolitary  new.  "  i 

In  vain  1  I'eck  each  fav'rite  fpot, 

'I'hat  gave  delight  belore  ; 
Difmal  t  Lfh  fav'rite  fpot  ujipeai  % 

And  gives  delight  do  more.  i 

A  profpee'l  comfoitlefs  and  fad. 

Long  lengthens  all  around  ; 
And  ev'ry  palhng  ftreamlet  gives  ] 

A  melancholy  found. 
If  on  the  azure  of  the  eafl 

I  fix  my  wand'ring  eye, 
Love,  grief,  and  Mifa,  fill  my  foul ; 

I  rave,  I  mourn,  I  cry.  i 

And  can  I  look  to  where  the  fun 

Direifls  his  cv'ning  lay,  ( 

Nor  call  to  mind  an  haplefs  friend  *,  ] 

Who  lingers  life  away  ?  i 

Yes,  yc.5,  I  yield,  unhappy  youth  ! 

Whene'er  I  think  of  thee  ; 
I  yield  the  dearly  purcli^io'd  prize, 

Superior  milery. 
But  though  unequal  in  the  (Irife, 

I  fonie  diflinclion  claim  ; 
ills,  and  misfoi  ttrties  not  a  few. 

Adorn  my  growing  name. 

Fate's  iron  pencil  has  engrav'd 

On  either  penCve  brow. 
Some  leading  feattsres  of  diilrefs. 

Some  well-toucli'd  tints  of  wot. 
Alike  black  envy's  blafting  fang 

And  rooted  fpife  \Ne  prove; 
Alike  we  fiud  the  fecret  tear 

Of  difaj)poiiitcd  love. 

Alike,  deceitful  hope  ufurps 

Our  unfufpecling  breall ; 
An  artful  miniller  of  woe, 

Ingenious  to  moleft. 
An  endiefs  crowd  of  ills,  a  fad 

Variety  of  pain, 
Crofs  ifTues,  and  tormenting  fears, 

Compofe  her  dreadful  train. — 

Thrice  happy  they,  who  gain  from  hcav'n 

A  calm  anrulHed  life, 
Of  tearlefs  forrow,  filent  woe. 

Uninterrupted  grief ! 
Abftraifled  from  this  bufy  fcenc. 

Agreed  with  all  around. 
They  Ileal  from  life,  unfek  the  pain. 

Incurable  the  wound. 
Such  be  the  tenor  oPmy  days. 

And  fuch  my  latter  end; 
And  fuch  [\\i  alks  no  more)  may  hcav'n 

Lellow  upon  my  friencL 

ELEGY  XXXV. 

ON   COMING  TO    THI  COU.VTRT. 

Hail,  dear  companions  of  my  youthful  days  ! 
1  requcnted  hiils  and  natal  valleys,  hail ! 

•   Dr.  AnJirfsr.  teas  thru  at  Mtniland  M'c'.\  ncai 
G/.j^cie,  y^r  Ibe  ruivtfy  of  b'ts  bealtb. 


Peace  reft  around— while  I  ir.ceffant  raife 

\     Mv  plaintive  voice,  and  woes  uiuveary'd  wail. 

JPeace  reft  around  ! — the  only  boon  I  crave. 

Is,  undifturb'i,  by  yonder  llream  to  ftray; 
To  mufe  unnoted  in  tlie  cool  of  eve, 
,     Unnoted  court  the  dawnis'.g  ot'  the  day. 

[why  would  you  afk  a  melancholy  man, 
i     To  number  ills  th'  unhappy  only  prove  ? 
The  dil'nial  tale  would  turn  the  wanton  wan, 
lnte(fliuus  forrow  leize  the  group  of  love. 

No,  in  my  bofom  let  them  ever  reft  ; 

A  bofom  that  rejoices  in  the  (mart : 
I  grafp  the  dear  deilroyer  to  my  breaft, 
'     And  feed   the  paffion   which  muft  break  my 
heart. 

Yes,  Mira  1  yes,  I  hug  thy  faithlefs  form  : 

See  happy  days, — days  never  meant  for  me  '. 
JYet  ftill  I  feel  the  rilir.g,  raging  Itorm, 
!    ''Tis  tranfport,  joy,  and  death,  to  think  on  thee '. 

Death  1  let  thy  deep-dy'd  purple  garment  flow, 
The  bloody  dagger  threaten  in  thy  hand  ; 

I  fear  thee  not,  array'd  in  weeds  of  woe  ; 
Of  woe,  awak'd  by  Mira's  own  command. 

ELEGY  XXXVI. 

iBy  Medwan's  folitary  banks, 
'"     In  vain  I  penfive  ftray  ; 
And  recoiled:  each  happy  fpot 
I      Where  lovely  Mira  lay. 

Sad  is  the  comfort,  fmall  the  joy, 

Remembrance  can  beftow  ; 
A  moinentary  gleam  at  nioft  ; 

Short  interval  of  woe  1 

Each  waving  willow  brings  to  mind 

Some  fleeting  pleafure  paft  ; 
And  ev'ry  blooming  flow'r  recals 

Some  joy  fur  ever  loft. 
Ev'n  Medwan,  as  in  fullen  hafle 

Her  gloomy  waters  roll, 
Poinfs  back  to  former  days,  aod  feeds 

The  forrows  of  my  foul. 

Awak'd  by  mem'ry,  fleeping  cares 

With  keener  violence  wound  : 
Each  l»wly  lily  bears  a  thorn. 

And  briers  are  i'pread  around. 
Ye  pleafing,  lonely  fcenes  I  farewel ; 

Nor  wake  my  waning  woes; 
Still  let  me  Ihun  your  dang'rous  path, 

Nor  hazard  my  repofe. 

Far,  far  remo»'d  from  all  your  fnares, 

By  unobferv'd  degrees. 
My  troubled  foul  may  fink  aga^n 

To  melancholy  cafe. 

ELEGY  XXXVII. 

0«  the  Lofs  of  the  Aurora,  -with  the  Indian  Svper- 

'        lifors,  17C5. 
Are  there,  who,  loft  to  all  their  country's  charms. 

To  friends,  companions,  and  their  native  home, 
Wboburft,  unfeeling,  from  a  parent's  arms. 

And,  mad  for  gold,  in  foreign  regions  tuam  ? 
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I   Mean  is  their  aim,  It  gold  alone  allures ; 

If  glory  fires  not,  nor  their  country's  love  : 
On  fnch  the  Indian  nightly  curies  pour";. 

And  calls  red  vengeance  from  the  courts  above. 
Alas  1  how  many,  loft  to  honeft  fame. 

On  Guinea's  coaft  have  courted  black  difgrace  ; 
Have  render'd  infamous  a  Briton's  name, 

By  lording  lawlefs  o'er  a  feeble  race  ! 
How  many,  ev'n  on  India's  fartheft  fliore. 

Have  robb'd  the  helplefs  native  of  his  own  !— 
Not  fuch  the  generous  band,  Aurora  bore 

To  honeft  induftry  and  fair  renown  ! 
Each  breaft  beat  faithful  in  its  country's  caufe. 

Each  heart  was  warm  with  love  of  humankind  ; 
Keen  to  eftablilli  equitable  laws, 

They  chode  the  failing  breeze  and  lagging  wind. 

Not  always  in  the  bark  where  virtue  fails. 

Does  fmooth-brow'd  fafety  at  the  helm  prefide  ; 
Not  always  is  (he  fann'd  with  profp'rous  gales, 

Since  death's  dark  waves  oft  dafh  againft  her 
fide. 
Since  oft  on  rocks,  to  charts  and  maps  unknown. 

The  haplefs  veflel  fuffers  fudden  wreck  : 
Nor  is  it  virtue  that  can  fave  alone, 

When  all  around  the  wat'ry  pillars  break. 

Were  virtue  pow'rful  o'er  the  ftormy  deep, 
Aurora  on  its  bofom  ne'er  had  lain  ; 

Nor  mothers  taught  their  infant  babes  to  weep 
For  fathers  toffing  on  the  wat'ry  main  *. 


ELEGY  XXXVIII. 
On  Medwan's  folitary  iliore 

No  gaudy  blollbms  blow  ; 
And  liient  is  its  leaf  lin'd  bow'r, 

Or  but  repeats  my  woe. 
The  fairy  forms  that  revell'd  here, 

In  fancy's  fair  array. 
No  longer  foothe  the  lift'ning  ear 

With  love's  alluring  lay. 
Sullen  they  leave  their  fav'rite  fcene, 

To  forrow's  cruel  crew; 
But  fate  prepares  another  plain. 

Ye  friendly  fays !  for  you. 
Behold,  by  Tweed's  tranflucent  ftream, 

Eliza  builds  your  bower  \ 
There  fliall  you  feed  the  fecret  flame. 

While  tinging  fwains  adore. 
But  me,  what  guardian  god  fliall  guide 

Through  this  perplexing  path  ? 
Here  walks  wan  Want,  with  giant ftride. 

And  here  Defpair  and  Death. 
In  woe's  wild  windings,  lucklefs  lofl, 

The  fruitlefs  fearch  I  drop — 
She  dwells  not  on  this  dreary  coait ; 

No  happinefs  I  hope. 
The  gods  no  fairer  fortune  wive 

I'll  blefs  the  breeze  that  blows  : 


*  In  December  i-]6(),  the  Jbip  arrived  at  the 
Cape  of  Good  Hope,  from  ivhence  it  failed  foon 
(tfter,  but  luas  never  heard,  ofafterii^rd:.  It  is 
generally  fuppofed  to  have  taken  fire,  and  that-all 
the  crew  periJJjed. 
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And  fpend  the  linjj'ring  life  I  live 
Jn  fnend/hip  with  my  wof^. 

With  Want,  I'll  fpc ak  of  former  days ; 

With  Denth,  of  blifs  above  ; 
But,  with  Defpair,  I'll  wond'ring  trace 

The  lucklels  lot  of  love. 

ELEGY  XXXIX. 

TsTz,    when   you  forc'd   mc  froai  the  weeping 
maid. 

Patient  1  bare  it,  nor  did  nnce  repine  • — 
•'  Although  depiiv'd  of  love's  foiace,  (I  laid), 

The  facred  joys  of  fnendflup  (hall  be  mine. 

^'  Above  each  trifling  wifh,  ea(  h  low  concern, 
In  peaceful  folitude'i  untrodden  path, 

With  virtuous  Darrnm  wifdom's  ways  I'll  Irarn, 
And  coolly  wait  the  timely  ftroke  oi  death." 

"  Grnnt,  while  I  live,  the  converfe  of  my  friend, 
And,  O,  be  few  the  days  I'm  doom'd  to  live." — 

Such  was  my  pray'r,  in  lowliiiefs  of  mind. 
No  greater  boon  I  afk'd  the  gods  to  give. 

In  vain  I  pray'd,  my  woes  were  not  complete. 
Nor  yet  the  cup  of  mifery  was  crown'd;— 

Poverty  lurk'd  in  folitude's  retreat, 

And   pufli'd  me,   ling'ring,  from  the  halIow*d 
ground. 


Where  fhall  I  wander?  to  what  diftant  (hare. 
Where  friendPiip'sheav'nIy  radiance  never  flione, 

Carry  this  woe- worn  carcafe,  never  more 
To  feel  its  influence  as  I  have  done  ? 

What  generous  hand  will  point  me  out  the  dome 
Where  independence  and  each  virtue  dwell? 

Through  India's  fulrry  regions  fliall  I  roam, 
Gr  cotv'r  contented  in  the  hermit's  cell  1 

Vain  is  the  fearch  :  for,  who  will  conde  icend 
To  guide  the  wand'rings  of  a  wretch  fo  mean  ! 

K-cftore,  kind  Heav'n  '.  my  beft,  my  only  friend, 
And  let  want  fweep  me  from  the  puzzling  fcene. 

ELEGY  XL. 

BiNF.ATH  this  mofiy  oak'^  embow'ring  fltade, 
Where    Clyde    majedic    rolls    his    lengthend 
flream, 

I've  found  a  feat  for  tender  forrow  made. 

On  which  the  fun  ne'er  fliedone  genial  gleam. 

Hail,  gentle  genius  of  this  mournful  bow'r .' 
Who  mingles  tears  with  ev'ry  plaintive  gueft ; 

Say,  did  you  ever,  by  your  friendly  pow'r, 
Serene  the  jiaflions  of  fo  fad  a  bread  ? 

Say,  (kill'd  in  woes  which  ancient  lovers  bare, 
Lovers  to  black  oblivion  long  confign'd  ; 

Can  all  their  complicated  ills  compare 
With  my  unmingled  raifery  of  mind? 

When  future  lovers  fliall  lament  their  fate, 
Beneath  the  fliadow  of  this  aged  tree. 

The  difmal  ftory  of  my  woes  relate. 

They'll  ceale  to  forrow  when  they  think  of  me 
6 
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Tell  them,  Eliza  was  r.iy  carlicll  love  ; 

Tell,  how  my  humble  palTion  fj)c  repay 'dj 
When  lawlffs  riiDiifus  rufli'd  into  the  jjrove, 

A!)d  forc'd  to  diliani  chmes  the  hapieis  maid.  . 
Then  onward  lead  them  to  yen  hillock's  heigfcr. 

Whole  grais   long-ranklmg    drinks   the   fuUeoi 
wave, 
And,  weeping,  bid  the  verdant  turf  lie  light. 

And  plant  the  wat'ry  willow  round  my  grave,    i 

So  may  they  all  efcape  my  timelefsend,  I 

And  never,  never,  my  misfortunes  feel ; 

Ne'er  lofe  a  mi(trcr<, — ne'er  lament  a  friend,— 
Nor  bare  their  bofonis  to  the  fatal  fteel. 

ELEGY  XLL  1 

Far  KWBti.,  companions  of  my  fecret  fighs,  j 

Love-haunted  llreams,  and  vales  befprent  with 
dew  1  I 

Per.five.  I  fee  the  ridgy  hills  arife,  ' 

Which  muft  for  ever  hide  you  from  my  vicvr. 

A  fleeting  fhadow  was  my  promis'd  peace, 
The  bafelcfs  fabric  of  a  iir>.'Hm,  my  itft  ; 

I  laid  me  down  in  confidence  of  eafe, 

And  meedlefs  forrow  burft  my  bleeding  breaC. 

See,  yonder  fleets  the  viGonary  fchcme, 
The  fontl  illufion  of  a  fimple  miiul — 

The  A",eets  o:' love,— the  folitary  ftre'<-.iii, 

The  fragrant  meadow,  and  the  whilpering  wind. 

Say,  my  Eliza,  \vas  it  fancy'd  blils 

You  us'd  to  picture  by  yon  falling  rill  ? 

O,  fay,  where  is  it? — muft  it  end  in  this? 
O,  llill  deceive,  and  I'll  believe  you  ftill  I 

Say,  fortune  yet  has  happier  days  in  ftore  ; 

Days  big  with  tranfport,  and  with  raptures  new; 

0  ;  fay  I'm  your's  ;  I  alk,  I  h(^pe  r.o  more  j 
But  only  fay  fo,  and  I'll  think  it  true. 

But  whither  wanders  my  diftemper'd  brain. 

On  feas  of  fancy  and  vagary  toii  ? 
Before  me  lies  a  bleak  extended  plain, 

And  Ipve  and  rapture  are  for  ever  loft. 

ELEGY  XLIL 

TO  MIRA. 

Kneeling  before  the  Rlaj'.fty  of  Heav'n, 
For  glided  roof>  my  prayer  t)cver  rofe  j 

1  afk'd  no  fertile  field's  ('clicious  fruit. 

Nor  bent  a  wiia  to  all  a  Fiorio  plows. 

With  thee  to  fliare  the  calmer  joys  of  life. 
On  thy  loft  bofom  wear  my  age  away  ; 

And  tiniLiy  tott'nng  on  the  verge  of  tate, 

Look   back   with  plcafurc  on  each  wcU-fpeot 
day. 

I  alk'd  no  more  :— Of  what  avail  tome 
The  tranlieiit  honours  of  a  fleeting  hr.ur; 

The  cumb'rous  trappings  of  a  large  eftate. 
The  painted  haoging,  and  the  marble  floor? 

Can  riches  blunt  the  dreadful  dart  of  pain; 

Or  check  misfortune  in  her  mid  career? 
Difpel  the  terrors  oT  approaching  fate  ; 

Of  fnatch  thdr  owner  from  the  mournful  bierT 
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Let  want  expofe  me  to  the  world's  contempt, 

And  poverty  in  all  her  rags  invefl: ; 
Return, — and  let  the  foolifli  world  defpife  ; 

Return, — in  I'pite  of  poverty  I'm  bleft. 
[f  Heav'n,  averfe,  rejedl  my  earned  pray'r. 

And  fortune  tix  me  in  thefe  diftant  plains, 
Ce:ife,  ceafe,  dread  fifters  1  your  ungrateful  toil, 

And  burn  the  lucklefs  thread  that  yet  remains. 

ELEGY  XLIII. 

TO  MIRA. 

In  the  Manner  c/  Tibullus. 

vVhy,  Mira  I  why  this  ufelefs  wafte  of  time  ? 

To  round  your  nails  with  artiticial  care, 
Fo  fmear  your  lovely  locks  with  fuHome  grime, 

And  add  falfe  ringlets  to  your  glolly  hair? 
fhe  irkfome  tafk  of  meditating  drefs, 

Each  facritice  to  fafliion's  labour  loll; 
rhe  iiiore  you  ftrive  to  pleafe,  you  plea  "e  the  lefs, 

When  unadorned,  then  adorn'd  the  moft. 
Let  the  ftale  virgin,  with  cofmetic  art. 

To  wonted  bloom  the  faded  cheek  reftore; 
n  gorgeous  garments  ftrive  to  gain  a  heart, 

Who  dares  not  truft  her  native  beauties  more, 
llouge,  and  falfe  ringlets  certainly  were  meant 

For  cheeks  turn'd  yellow,    and  for  loci.s  turn'd 

fhe  friiii^ed  petticoat,  to  hide  within't 
A  leg  that's  clumfy,  or  a  foot  that's  fplay. 

lome  hoary  beldam,  in  the  natal  hour, 
I   Mumbled  her  incantations  o'er  your  head; 
iome  beldam,  fkilld  in  every  fimple's  pow'r, 
j   That  grows  unnoted  in  the  vernal  mead. 

wrong  your  facred  beauties,  and  profane 
j  Their  myftic  energy  to  raife  deiire  ; 
jres,  magic  fpells  and  potent  herbs  were  vain, 
'  Your  native  charms,  without  enchantment,  fire. 

lome,  Mira  I  come,  while  in  your  beauty's  pride 

Indulge  to  love  ;  away  with  meaner  things; 
n  raptures  loft,  in  love's  embraces  ty'd, 

How  lilly  grandeur,  and  the  wealth  of  kings  1 
i.et  driv'lling  dotards  buy  the  (lately  dame, 
,  To  watch  the  foibles  of  declining  years; 
I'o  wipe  with  duteous  hand  the  ropy  phlegm. 

And  wrap  the  flannel  cov'ring  round  their  ears. 
;"o  lillen  flceplefs  to  the  midnight  moan, 
i  Requires  a  jointure,  and  a  rich  reward  ; 
iUid  lay  what  lettlement  can  e'er  atone 
I  For  tlie  gruff  violence  of  a  grifly  beard  ? 

liut  to  enclaip  the  polifli'd  limbs  of  youth, 
I  To  (hare  the  fecretsof  a  tender  bread, 
jVhcre  every  thought  is  conftancy  and  truth, 
[  And  each  wifli  riles  to  make  Mira  Wed  ! 
lublimer  happinefs  can  titles  yield  ? 

Can  wealth,  or  grandeur,  greater  meed  beftow  ? 
Jnbias'd  nature  fcorns  the  blazon'd  field, 
I  And  ev'ry  finer  feeling  anfwers,  No. 

1  ELEGY  XLIV. 

[Vmj,E  fad  I  ftray  in  folitary  grief, 

I  Where  wild  woods  thicken,  and  where  waters 

I  flow;  '  • 
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No  hope  prophetic  mlnifters  relief. 

Nor  thought  prefaging  mitigates  my  woe. 
The  difmalprofpedl  thick'ning  ills  deform, 

Biack,  and  more  black,   each  coming  day  ap-« 
pears ; 
Remov'd  from  (belter,  I  expesfl  the  dorm, 

And  wait  the  period  of  deceitful  years. 
Soon  may  it  come  : — and,  O,  may  Mira  foon 

Forget  the  pleafures  (lie  has  left  behind  ; 
All  that  at  firft  her  virgin  graces  won. 

And  ail  that  (ince  engajj'd  her  youthful  mind. 
What  is  Alexis?   what  hisboaded  love, 

The  banks  of  Medwan,  and  the  vales  around  J 
But  a  fair  bloffom  in  the  dreamer's  grove. 

That  fudden  finks,  and  never  more  is  found. 
Yes,  yes,  dear  maid  !  the  happinefs  of  youth 

Is  but  the  rev'ry  of  a  real  dream ; 
We  catch  delufions  in  the  guife  of  truth; 

A  lover's  raptures  are  not  what  they  feem. 
But  yet  a  little,  and  the  eye  of  age 

DilTolves  the  phantoms  to  their  native  air; 
A  new  creation  opens  on  the  fage, 

Another  paiTion,  and  another  fair. 
Forgive  my  weaknefs,  for  'tis  furely  weak, 

To  teach,  and  yet  defpife  the  prudent  part; 
I  feel,  alas  !  1  feel  it  as  (  fpeak ; 

This  is  a  language  foreign  to  my  heart. 
Her  rigid  lc<flure  reafon  reads  in  vain, 

Cold  are  her  precepts,  and  her  comforts  cold; 
I  would  not  barter  poverty  and  pain 

For  Ciodio's  wildom,  or  for  Florio's  gold. 
One  only  boon  is  all  I  a(k  of  thee; 

When  in  the  nianfion  of  the  peaceful  plac'd, 
O,  do  not  (bed  one  precious  tear  forme, 

But  let  my  forrows  in  oblivion  reft  ! 
As  in  the  bofom  of  unwater'd  wildsj 

A  lowly  lily  languilhes  unfeen. 
And  foon  to  drought,  unknown,  unnoted,  yields. 

Leaving  no  traces  that  it  once  had  been. 

ELEGY  XLV. 
Ye  dreams  of  blils,  andflatt'ring  hopes,  that  wont 

With  momentary  joy  to  eafe  my  care, 
Where  are  ye  now  i'  and  what  is  your  amount  ? 

Vexation,  difappointment,  and  defpair. 
Well  pleas'd,  I  faw  your  airy  bubbles  blown. 

Seemingly  fair,  and  deck'd  with  many  a  ray; 
But,  lo !  the  temped  role,  and  they  were  gone, 

Broke  and  evanifn'd  in  a  fingle  day. 

Peace,  bafe-born  wifues,  fprung from  felfifli  pride,* 

Will  fate'  reverie  her  pofuive  decree  ? 
Yon  hill  divides  us,  and  \vill  dill  divide. 

Nor  bend  its  lordly  brow  to  pleafure  me. 
Yes,  far  leyond  yon  hill's  afpiring  height. 

Which,  to  the  orient,  bounds  our  utrnoft  view. 
Whore  other  dreams  reflcd  the  morning  light. 

And  other  mountains  are  array'd  in  blue; 
Mira  now  lidcns  to  the  midnight  knell, 

Bv  little  rills  that  mimic  Medwan'sflow} 
And  bids  fublimely  fad  the  fpinet  (well. 

The  folemn  notes  of  lympathetic  woe. 
Enough,  dear  maid !  to  conftancy  and  lore. 

To  tender  parents  furely  fomething's  due ; 
Let  others  tafte  the  joys  J  cannot  prove, 

Tl^e  happy  oian  whom  fortune 'means  for  yo*,. 
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O  !  bring  not  down,  •with  unavailing  tears, 
Their  hoary  heads  with  forrow  to  the  grave  ; 

Let  not  thy  grief  affli(5l  the  full-of-ycars. 

But  grant  the  grandfon  whom  they  juftly  crave. 

One  thought  is  all  I  a(k  ;  if  marriage  vows. 
And  jealous  Hymen,  fliall  admit  of  one  ; — 

One  only  thought, — in  mcni'ry  of  my  wois. 
One  thought, — in  pity  of  a  wretch  undone  ! 

f.LEGY  XL VI. 

Say,  have  I  fworn  deceitfully  to  heav'n, 

Or  yet  profan'd  the  deities  of  love  ? 
Iliisonc  injur'd  mc,  and  not  l)cen  forgiv'n 

Or,  want  negleded,  drawn  the  wrath  of  Jove  ? 

If  fo,  let  years  in  painful  penance  part. 

And  midnight  pray 'rs  the  grievous  fin  atone; 

My  youthful  flrength  let  pining  fickncl's  wallc, 
And  tort'ring  aches  prey  on  ev'ry  hone. 

But  fparc,  O  fpare,  the  lovely  guiltlefs  maid  I 
Why  fliould  Ihe  fuffer  for  another's  fault  ? 

1$  this  the  d]i$  of  matin  prayers  paid, 
Of  pureft  piety,  and  untainted  thought  ? 

The  dire  difeafe  deforms  each  lovely  limb, 
Death's  pallid  yellow  ovcrfpreads  her  face; 

Vain  arc  my  vows;  for  what  can  foft*n  him. 
The  unrelenting  butcher  of  the  race  ! 

Farewell,  dear  maid  !  again,  again,  farewell ; 

Nor  doubt  thy  lover  will  furvive  thy  death  : 
One  fatal  hour  Ihall  ring  our  folcmn  kncT, 

0:;c  grave  fhall  hold,  one  turf  fliall  cover  both. 

LLEGY  XLVII. 

TO    M I R  A  . 

Bv  the  rfmembrnnce  of  our  fecrct  joys. 
And  all  the  hallow'd  niyfteries  ot  love  ; 

Thy  blooming  bcau'ies,  and  unfully'd  fame, 
The  rolling  river,  and  the  confcious  grovi  ; 

Forgive  my  fear^,  from  too  fond  paflion  fprimg, 
Nor  blame  thy  lover,  if  he  dares  complain — 

The  wonted  favours  you  deny  me  now. 
Are  they  not  lavilli'd  on  a  richer  fwain  ? 

When  prideful  Florio  e-;iilting  boafls 

I  lis  lowing  herds,  th.^t  blacken  all  the  lea, 

lumbers  his  boundlefs  liores ;  is  he  rccciv'd, 
Or  heard  w  ith  cold  civility,  Hhe  mc  ? 

Shook  by  difeafe,  yon  late  defponding  lay, 

AVan  was  your  cheek,  and  hollow  \yas  your  eye; 

Rekiiticg  lieuv'n  beheld  mv  pious  grief; 
A  lover's  gritf  is  grateful  to  the  ficy  : 

Straight  on  your  cheek  tlie  faded  rofesbloom'd, 
Your  wither'd  eye-balls  ludden  moifture  lav  d  ; 

And  flrali  anofhir  riot  on  thefe  chaims, 

Pcflcfs  thefe  btauties  which  my  piety  fav'd  ? 

Think  not,  falfe  m.aid  !  Alexis,  unaveng'd. 
Will  bear  the  pangs  of  ill-requited  love  ; 

O  I  timely  (bun  the  blalling  cnrfe  of  Heav'n  ; 
An  injur'd  lover  has  a  friend  above. 

Why  check  that  tear,  rcprefs  that  fwelling  figh  .' 
Hail,  happy  omens  of  my  future  blifs  ! 

Flow,  quicker  flow,  ye  fwect  repentant  tears ! 
Yc  cannot  £ow  fo  fail  as  I  can  kifs. 
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ELEGY  XLVIII. 

TO    MIRA. 

And  were  tlie  fond,  the  tender  things  y&u  faid, 
Your  vows,  confirm'd  by  ev'ry  pow'r  above,      ' 

The  mimic  raptures  of  a  longing  maid, 
'I"o  wafte  the  tedious  intervals  of  love  ? 

When,  warmly  wanton,  round  my  neck  you  hung. 
For  fawning  I'lorio  was  the  favour  meant  ? 

'Twas  injur'd  I  the  mournful  harp  that  ftrung; 
But  fell  yon  tear  becaufe  of  my  complaint  ?  I 

The  winnirig  mufe  I,  haplcfs!  woo'd  in  vain  ;  , 

Afcrib'd  to  Florio  was  the  melting  by  ;  ' 

I  till'd  in  forrow,  and  I  fow'd  in  pain,  | 

A  foreign  hand  the  harvcll  fwtpt  away.  I 

Ungrateful  maid  !  for  thee,  with  wakeful  care,  ,| 

I  plann'd  the  pleafant,  elegant  retreat;  ^  I 

For  thee  the  lowly  cottage  did  prepare,        ^  • 

That  might  edipfe  the  dwellings  of  the  great,  . 

As,  hand  in  hand,  we  left  its  hazel  bourne,  | 

'i'his  was  def'gn'd  our  walk  at  early  divni ;        ■    j 

Here,  fweeily  fings  the  linnet  from  the  thorn. 
And  mazy  Medwan  laves  the  liiied  lawn. 

Difmally  fhaded  with  furrounding  yews, 

And  lonely,  rifes  Florio's  Gothic  dome  ;        ■ '    i 

With  d>;ad  men's  bones  each  walk  the  fexton  ftreits,"! 
And  ev'ry  prolpcd  beckons  to  the  tomb. 

But  if  fuch  fccncs  to  Mira's  eyes  are  fair, 
If  fuch  the  paths  her  feet  delight  to  tTC2kd, 

Dcfpis'd  Alexis  will  attend  her  there, 

Perhaps  fo  happy  as  to  pleafe  when  dead. 

ELEGY  XLIX. 

TO    MIRA. 

If  you  in  fancy's  ever-blooming  fccnes, 

Contemplative  of  future  grandeur,  rove. 
Delighted  ga:,:e  on  Florio's  wide  dcmefnes. 

And  bluih  to  recollc<ft  an  humbler  love  ; 
'Twere   rude,  dear  maid!    to  break  the  golden' 
dream, 

To  fweep  the  gaudy  equipage  away ; 
Suliy  the  maffy  plnter's  filvcr  gleam. 

Or  grind  the  China  to  its  native  clay. 
Be  far  from  me  th'  invidious,  cruel  tafk, 

To  point  the  flaws  which  fancy's  colours  hide T 
Too  foon  exptriencc  will  remove  the  mafk, 

And  (how  the  nakednefs  of  pompous  pride. 
But  if  you  fherilh  in  your  faithful  breaft. 

The  pleafing  memoi'v  of  former  days, 
Kindly  reral  each  f.\rred  promife  pafl. 

And  only  fate  our  happinefs  delays  : 
My  willing  mufe  {hall  fpced  the  tedious  hnur^ 

And  cheer  your  foiitude  with  pious  care  ; 
At  noon  atfend  you  in  the  woodland  bow'r,  j 

And  add  frefli  fragrance  to  tlie  cv'ning  air.       , 
Still  true  to  virtue,  let  us  flnin  the  bait  '     I 

That  from  her  paths  would  tempt  our  ftrps  aftr*7>  j 
Still  for  a  favourable  ilTue  wait. 

And  through  each  difficulty  edge  our  way. 
Misfortune's  waves  may  overwhelm  a  while, 

But  buoyant  virtue  will  emerge  at  lad  ; 
The  time  advances  that  rewards  our  toil, 

And  blots  from  memory  the  forrows  pint. 
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To  Till   MEMORY  OF  ALEXIS. 
BY  ROBERT  ANDERSON,  RI.  D. 

Vide  o'er  the  windings  of  the  fliadowy  vale, 
Silence  afar  extends  htr  lonely  fvvay  ; 

lave  where  the  weft  wind  whilpers  to  the  gale, 
Or  fans,  with  downy  wing,  the  dewy  fpray. 

I'ave,  where  refponfive  to  the  blackbird's  note, 
I   The  bower  of  echo  murmurs  to  the  grove, 
jVnd  the  hoarfe  raven  pours  her  boding  throat, 
I   As  through  the  gloom  her  ruftling  pinions  rove. 

Ilave,  where  foft  warbling  on  the  hawthorn  fpray 
j   The  nightingale  does  to  her  grief  give  vent ; 
Ind  the  i'car'd  owl  on  lazy  pinions  grey, 
t   Slow-failing,  makes  her  querulous  complaint. 

Led  by  the  light  of  Vefper's  twinkling  urn, 

Thatgildsthe  palegloom  gatheringo'er  thcflcies; 
My  lonely  fleps  to  thefe  lov'd  fccnes  return, 
!    '\\'hile  low  in  earth,  my  loft  companion  lies! 

j^erc,  broader  fpreads  the  lowly  creeping  thyme, 
I    Here,  fairer  lilies,  frefher  daifies,  grow  ; 
l^ere,fprings  the  pride  of  Flora's  flow'ry  prime, 
I    Blue  hare-bells  bud,  and  purple  vi'lets  blow, 

i\nd  here,  the  willows  weave  a  thicker  Ihadc, 
i    And  here,  the  hawthorns  wear  a  whiter  bloeni; 
]\nd  milder,  o'er  the  many-colour'd  mead, 
t   The  blolTom'd  furze  exhales  a  fragrant  fume  ! 

[riard  by  the  ftream, — that  down  its  winding  way, 
Frequent  has  led  his  mufmg  fteps  along  ; 

That  l>eard  the  mufic  of  his  earlieft  lay, 
And  with  its  murmurs  melodiz'd  his  fong! 

Hard  by  the  ftream, — within  this  leaf-lin'd  grot, 
J    Where  clearer  by,  the  cryftal  waters  creep  ; 
i've  found  the  feat  Alexis  frequent  fought, 
Slowly  defcending  from  yon  upland  lieep. 

[t-Iail,  hallow'd  feat !  fo  lonely  and  fcrenc  ! 
I    Sequeftcr'd  ftream,  and  verdant  valley,  hail  I 
ptill  may  the  willow  grace  your  windings  green, 
I    And  ftill  the  hawthorn  whiten  o'er  your  dale. 

iFor  oft,  on  Medwan's  willowy  banks,  the  fire 

I    Of  djedal  fancy  has  infpir'd  his  fong  ; 

jAiid  oft  the  facred  veh'mence  of  his  lyre 

I    Has  chas'd  the  white-wing'd minutes  fwift  along. 

irhough  now  no  naiad  trace  this  green  retreat, 

Nor  fairy  footftep  mark  this  mazy  way  ; 
[At  eve's  chafte  hour,  I'll  feek  his  hallow'd  feat, 
1    And  wafte  in  penfive  thought  the  clofe  of  day. 

Though  fancy  on  my  eye  her  fairy  field. 

Fraught  with  the  fweets  of  fong, may  not  unfold; 

Sorrow  retrain  the  mufe's  rovings  wild, 
And  melt  U)  languor  down  her  ardour  bold ; 

Out-ftretch'd,  beneath  this  willow-woven  fhade, 
,     In  flauntijig  pride  unprofitably  gay, 
Mem'ry  will  wake  the  white-wing'd  minutes  fled, 
I     And  point  each  fpot  where  mufing  late  he  lay. 

,Stillj  ftill,  tmwcary'd,  wander  o'er  and  o'er 
[     Fach  haunted  walk,  an<l  long-frequented  i'cene  ; 
J  And,  true  to  fricndftijp'a  never-venal  lore, 
I      Pour  fondly  forth  one  tributary  ftrainJ 

I  Yes,  Medwan  !  yes,  along  thy  lengthen'd  vales 
I      Windir.g  and  wild}  I'll  mark  thy  mazes  dear; 


And  while  thy  banks  and  fweet  fequeftcr'J  dales 

SwbII  on  my  figlit,  I'll  drop  one  tender  tear. 
For  here  his  foot  has  now  forgot  to  ftray. 

In  love-lorn  mazes  winding  fweetly  wild  ; 
No  fedge-crovvn'd  naiad  liftens  to  his  lay, 

Melodious  warbled  o'er  th'  accuftom'd  field. 
While  op'ning  youth  reveal 'd  each  manly  grace, 

Flulh'd  the  plump  cheek,andfpread  the  verniilhue. 
Gave  the  rapt  eye  with  glowing  warmth  to  trace 

Life's  fair  inchanting  profpeiils  full  in  view  : 
Uprofe  difeafe,  and  rofe  with  afpecS  wan, 

Confumption,  flow,  refiftlefs,  and  fevere  ! 
Swift,  as  flie  rofe,  each  flatt'ring  profpedl  ran,— 

And  left  me  difappointment's  bitter  tear  ! 
It  nought  avail'd,  tliat  virtue  gave  him  worth. 

That  genius  delgn'd  her  eye-enlight'ning  ray; 
Or  JVIh-a  led  his  frequent  footftep  forth. 

Where  woven  willows  fringe  the  wat'ry  way  I 

I  faw  him  fink!  I  faw  him  yield  his  breath, 

Stretch'd  in  yon  lone  cot's  dim-difcover'dfliade! 

And,  like  the  fwain  who  dies  a  vulgar  death, 
I-ow  in  yon  church-yard  green  I  faw  him  laid! 

1  faw  a  mother  clofe  his  eye  to  reft ! 

I  faw  a  fiftcr  ftretch  him  on  the  bier  I — 
Still  the  remembrance  rulhes  on  my  breaft, 

And  widow'd  friendfhip  drops  another  tear  I 

And  fure,  when  youth  is  fnatch'd  from  fame's  fair 
meed,  [glow, 

Friendfliip's  foft  warmth,  and  love's  congenial 
And  in  the  narrow  grave  untimely  laid, 

A  figh  fhould  murmur,  and  a  tear  fhould  flow. 
With  uncouth  rhime,even  I  may  deck  the  fod  ; 

With  honeft  grief  even  I  may  wet  the  bier ; 
And  oft,  wlitre  fleeps  the  learned  and  the  good. 

Give  humble  verfe,  and  drop  the  Lender  tear. 
The  widow'd  turtle  oft  is  heard  to  mourn 

FIcr  haplefs  confort's  melancholy  fate  ; 
And  oft  the  plaintive  blackbird  droops  forlorn. 

In  the  lone  ihade,  and  does  her  grief  relate. 
Yes,  my  Alexis!  while  to  me  'tis  giv'n 

On  life's  lorn  way  to  wander,  and  to  weep! 
Ere,  due  to  fate,  defcends  the  hand  of  heav'n, 

To  clofe  my  lids  in  everlafting  fleep  ; 

Oft  will  my  feet  at  morn's  returning  dawn. 

With  duteous  fteps  to  tiiy  fad  urn  repair. 
And  fweep  the  dew-diops  from  each  haunted  lawn^ 

In  fond  remembrance  of  a  friend  fo  dear  ! 
Oft  by  the  margin  of  this  lonely  ftream — 

What  time  meek  twilight  brings  the  folemn  hour; 
Mindful  of  thee !  I'll  fit,  in  wayward  dream. 

And  oft  thefe  melancholy  mufings  pour- 
Short  is  the  date  to  youthful  hope  affign'd  ! 

Swift  is  the  hour  to  dsdal  fancy  due  I 
To-day  we  fold  an  heart-dividing  friend,— 

To-morrow  mourn  him  ravifh'd  from  our  view! 

Hear  this, yeyoung,andtruft  your  hopes  no  more,— 
Though  flufti'd  with  health  each  rofeate  feature 
bloom — 

With  hafty  lapfe  feme  fleeting  years  are  o'er. 
And  lo  !  we  flumber  in  the  filent  tomb  ! 

Hear  this  ye  proud, — and  ponder  as  ye  hear,— 
Though  your  light  hearts  now  leap  with  'tratl- 
iporyiigh, 


444 


THE    WORKS    OF  GRyEME. 


Though  row  ye  wanton  in  your  bright  career, — 
Alike  we  luffer, — and  alike  m\)ll  die ! 

Youth's  tow'ring  hope, and  learning's  cc>pious  ftcrc, 
Pride's  though:  fublimc,  and  beauty'*  kindliag 
bloom ; 
Serve  but  to  Iport  one  flying  moment  hour, 

And  grace  with  Ihori-iiv'd  vtrl'c  the  freq'icnt 
ton\b. 

Inclin'd  to  error,  mortals  dill  miflake, 

l.xpeciiiig  folid  happincfs  bcloA  ; 
lyiade  drunk  ni  fancy's  Icall,  wc  ficcp,  and  wake 

l-'roni  viftujiary  blifs,  to  real  woe. 

ELEGY    LI. 

TO  THE   MEMORY  OF  MISS  MARGARET  GRFV*. 
BY  ROEERT  ANUERSON,  M.  D. 

TnE  mufc,  ere  while,  who  pcnfivc  ftrains  cffay'd, 
Sigh'd  as  Ihc  fung,  and  rov'd  the  dcep'ning  fhadc, 
O'er  death's  dread  empire  cafta  mourniul  view, 
And  mark'd  the  dying  groan  Alexis  drew; 
"With  weary  wing  again  piirfues  her  flight, 
Where  death's  dim  (hadows  float  in  endlcfs  night, 
And  foftly  iighing,  asfhe  fends  her  eye 
O'er  the  lone  fpot  where  Stella's  relics  lie, 
Stoops,  weakly  hov'ring,  o'er  the  awful  fccnc  ; 
Yon  yew,  wild-waving  o'er  the  glimmring  green, 
Where  circling  fods,  in  decent  order  laid, 
Now  hide, for  ever  hide,  the  haJlow'd  dead! 
Yc?,  pcnfivc  mufc  !  indulge  another  tear  I 
The  duft  of  gentle  Stella  moulders  here  I 
Grac'd  with  each  gift  the  gayer  world  admires, 
Beauty  that  warms,  and  elegance  th;^t  fires; 
Adorn'd  with  all  that  milder  worth  can  give, 
That  lore  which  tcachc=  how  to  love  and  live  ! 
Good  nature,  fmiling  with  unclouded  eye ; 
Religion,  pointing  to  her  kindred  iky, 

•  Daughter cf  John  Gtry,  Efq.  of  Alii'.vicl.,  in  Ncr- 
ihumhcrland,  rfth:fjm[y  rf  Ho-.firt,  d^iin^utjh-d  f>y 
the  military  fcr'-.'icis  of  Sir  CLarles  Grey,  K.  B.  itnJ 
the  copjiitutinnal principles,  and pjTlininintary  ek'^uence, 
e/Lisfon  Clerks  Grey,  Efq,  M.  P.    ."V  did  cf  a  c-.- 

Jumpiton,  Dccem'rcr  lb.  1 773,  in  toe  'i.^th  ynr  0/  ler 
age.  Her  mother,  the  eldejl  daughter  of  J.imes  .?£  ?tl,  Efq. 
^  Alnii'ick,  agent  ij  the  Duke  of  Nortbi.miierland,  dud 
May  11.  1773.  Her  onlyfijlcr,  Anne,  •was  narried  t» 
Dr.  Andcrjfln,  Srpiember  25.  1777,  and  died  of  <2  on- 

fumption,  Deeetrler  25.  I7SJ,  in  the  Xi)tb  yejr  cf  ler 
.Toe;  L-a-jing :l:ree d.iughters ;  t-zioof  tchc^n,  Anr.e-AIar- 
•raret,  and  Mar^ar^  t-Suf^nrah,  yet  fur-vivt.  IVhen  tie 
Ife  •which  made  his  O'cn  life  pLufant,  ivas  at  an  end,  and 
tie  gates  of  death  difdupcn  lis  prifpcBf, he  fought  a  vain 
relief  from  his  m'fry,  iy  compnjir.g  the  long  digr'ffi'jc 
"  Monody  to  the  memory  of  n  BAo-jed  IV fe"  mentioned 
in  the  "  Life  of  Langhorne."  The  I'fs  of  a  friend  tn 
•jvhom  the  heart  ivcs  fxcd,  to  tvhom  every  ivijh  an  I  en- 
deavour tended,  is  a  fate  in  tuhich  the  mind  tools  ahrosd, 
impatient  cf  iff  If,  and  finds  nothing  hut  e/rptinfs  and 
korrer.  The  hian.elefs  Ife,  the  artlcfs  tendcrnefs,  the 
rmodefi  refignalion,  the  patient  fuinfs,  and  the  quiet  death, 
are  remembered  only  to  add  value  to  the  lofs,—to  aggra- 
vate regret  for  ivbct  cannot  be  r.-J>aired,—to  deepen  fr- 
r»iufor  ivhat  cannct  he  retailed.  Thi-  Jfad cann'l  return, 
and  nothing  u  left  us  here,  but  langu-finent  and  g.iefl 

"UxorcmvivamamarcvoluptaSjdefundianarcligic." 


'i'aftc,  iinafham'd  at  virtue's  flsrine  to  bow  ; 
Love,  undifmay'd  with  friendfliip'f  fires  to  glow; 
biiifc  without  pride,  and  prudence  without  art. 
The  lofteft  boloni,  and  the  kindeft  heart  ! 
Lchold  her  now,  ;n  youth's  delightful  morn, 
I'roin  life's  fair,  flow 'ry,flatt'ringprofpedl4  torn;— 
Stittch'd  where  lone  iilencc  haunts  the  iolen 

ytw, 
And  tufied  grafs  waves  wet  with  lialefu!  dcwl 
Mow    fleet    is    life  I     how    frail    this    boallct 

breath ! 
In  op'ning  youth  invades  the  blaft  of  death  '. 
U'e  rtduriih  like  the  vernal  loliage,  blown  , 

By  the  warm  intiucnre  of  a  nearer  fun  ;  \ 

A  while  we  baflc  in  fpring's  tnliv'ning  ray,  | 

And  in  fwcet  indolence  imbibe  the  day;  ' 

Anon  we  fall !  and  ere  the  fummcr  fun  , 

'1  he  rtiort-liv'd  glory  of  cur  youth  is  gone  !  | 

Avails  it  ought,  ye  fiflcr-beautics !  fay,  ] 

To  1'.  ad  the  dance,  and  chant  the  fprightly  lay  ?    '' 
Ava'U  it  ought  to  boafi  fupcrior  grace, 
The  fparkling  eye,  the  ruby-tin(9ur'd  face  ? 
Can  charms  like  thcfc  prolong  the  parting  breath. 
Soothe  aching  pain,  or  Hop  the  ftroke  of  death  I 
M\ !  no — though  virnie,  innocence  and  truth,         : 
Improv'd  thefe  charms,  and  fiulh'd  the  bloom ol; 

youth ; 
Though  fwectcft  manners,  gentlcfl  arts  cnmbin'4^  I 
Rul'd  ev'ry  grace,  and  e'v'ry  grace  refin'd  ;'  ( 

Confumption  flow  cxtinguifh'd  nature's  fires. 
And  Stella's  felf  in  cruel  pangs  expires! 

Vain  ii  the  hope  io  ward  the  deftin'd  blow, 
That,  undiilinguifli'd,  lays  the  lovelicfl  low! 
All,  all  muft  number  with  the  filcnt  di'ad'. 
O'er  ev'ry  eye  be  mortal  darknefs  fpi  cad  ! 
All  (loop  to  moulder  in  one  common  duft. 
Who  charm  but  little,  or  who  charm  the  moflf     v 
Death,  hov'ring  round,  prevents  with  nimble  datfj 
1  he  bloom  of  beauty ,  and  the  pride  of  art ! 
Stops  ib.c  fcft  cadence  of  the  tuneful  tongue. 
And  treats  alike  the  poet  and  the  fong ! 

Yc  weeping  pair  I  whofi?  breads  are  doom'd  tf 

know 
The  burfl  of  anguiili,  and  the  figh  of  woe  I  j 

Reltrain  your  grief  I  — though  furc   to  grief  i) 

A  decent  meafure  from  indulging  Hcav'n  :— 
A  mother's  pang,  a  filter's  parting  tear,  i 

^!uit  Stella's  doom,  and  grace  her  fun'ral  bier,"«  ] 
But  fghsthat  wild  from  plaintive  boloms  flow,  j 
T^-ars  that  diflil  from  long-jndulged  woe,  ,    I 

A:  raign  the  rule  of  all-diroifking  ficav'n,  1 

To  v.hon^  yc  owe  that  .Sttlla  once  wasgiv'nl 
Knew,  all  its  ways  arc  righ£c9US,good,  and  wife, 
Though  undifcern'd  by  mortals'  darken'd  eyes! 
Nor  think  unwelcome  fped  the  fatal  dart. 
That,  heav'n-dircded,  ftruck  at  .SfMh's  heart; 
For,  not  to  Stella  gloom'd  that  niournful  day,    ,    j 
That  tort  her  from  your  wecpirg  eyes  away  !  _ 
Believe  the  mufc,  who  borne  ■.<r\  faith'sbrightwinp-j 
Beheld  the  vifionai7  fctnc  flic  fings:  ] 

Soon  as  her  foul  foribok  the  cumbrous  clay,  j 

Burfl  into  air   and  foar'<J  unfeen  away,  j 

Attendant  feraphs  ltd  her  upward  flight  j 

From  earth's  low  oi-b,  an^  Icour'd  the  fliadcs  ••• 

night; 
Before  her  bright  nnbarr'd  the  fliining  feats, 
VV'hcrc  white-ro';^''U  mercy  guards  the  golden  gatr 


*  L  fi 

Tnvcil'd  to  view  the  ever-bloomino^  ^ow'rs, 
Vherc  faints  and  feraphs  hymn  the  raptur'd  hours : 
Go  to  the  mild  and  good,"  th'  Almis^Kty  faid, 
I'hemild  and  good  embrac'd  the  fainted  maid  ! 
(•low  liymnmg  high,  (he  joins  th'  argclic  throng, 
jV'ho  pOur  with  rapture  forth  th'  eternal  fohg, 
Uid  fa'nted  choirs,  who  mix  their  grateful  Ijys, 
Vith  harpings  high  of  cverlafting  praife. 


Gits.  44^ 

This  verfe  be  thine  !  lamehtcd  maid !  receive 
The  lufl  fad  tribute  that  the  mufe  can  give ! 
TJie  mufe,  wlio  once  infpir'd  with  fprightlier  powV, 
Sung  livel'cr  lays,  and  chccr'd  your  languid  hourt 
Now  weak  of  wing,  and  unprepar'd  to  fly 
Where  frmcy  fteers  her  tow'ring  flight  on  high. 
Broods,  f(  ndly  hov'ring,  where  your  alhes  reft, 
And  bids  the  turf  lie  lightly  on  youf  breafl:. 


MISCELLANEOUS   PIECES. 


I  A  NIOH T-PIECE. 

i"o  fpeeit  the  liic kiefs  moments,  heavy-wing'd, 
Lnd  trom  the  drowfy  monarch  glorious  Ileal, 
!ind  dark  oblivion  drear,  the  filent  hour, 
'o  meditation  facred  and  the  mule  ; 
h  grave  abftradlion  from  the  noifeof  life, 
I'hus  let  me  frequent  brufh  the  dewy  brake, 
vnd,  lonely  devious,  urge  the  darkfume  ftep, 
iVheve,  rifing  gradual,  tow'rs  the  flirubby  hill. 

I  Now,  night's  vicegerent,  filenre,  awful  pow'r  '. 

II  fagefolemnitv,  and  pomp  ausjuit, 
irooding,  retir'd  amid  immantling  glooms 
itorrific,  holds  her  folitaty  reign, 

/hile  yielding  nature  owns  her  potent  fway. 

j  The  fcold's  loud  'larum,  and  the  dinfome  mirth 

|if  lawlefs  revellers,  plagwe  not  the  ear  : 

Lnd  rock-born  echo,  daughter  of  the  hill, 

['he  dupe  of  empty  clangour,  anfwers  not 

'"he  ox's  bellow,  or  the  horfe's  neigh. 

;  Not  one  rebellious  murmur  wide  around 

j.flre(fts  the  fenfe  ;  fave  from  an  aged  fane 

[Whofe  rocky  ruins,  honour'd  in  decay, 

j.ife  venerable,  furr'd  with  drauliug  (lugs), 

jtT  lone  retreat,  the  melancholic  bud 

jortentous  and  obfcene,  the  hooting  owl 

jif  formal  phiz,  in  grave  difcordance  hails 

I'he  full-orb'd  moon,  who  now  from  orient  climes 

jlrives  flowly  on,  in  majefty  fedate, 

,!er  filver  wain;  with  noifelefs  flight  they  cleave 

I'beblue  expanfe,  liercourfers  eagle-wing'd. 

I  Shook  from  night's  fable  flurt,  the  blue-gray 

!  cloud 

Lefts  on  the  hill,  flow  creeping  to  the  vale. 

Athwart  the  vault  etherial,  airy  borne, 
i'he  ftreamy  vapours,  carv'd  to  giant  forms    • 
•y  rural  fancy,  playful,  wheel  convolv'd, 
ortending  hunger,  peftilence,  and  death  : 
.0  dreams  the  gloomy  peafant,  labour-worn, 
iV'ho,  from  the  turf-clos'd  window's  i'canty  round, 
|Vith  grave  regard  the  novel  wonder  views, 
JLiid,  ruminating  fad,  bewaiU  the  times. 
j  The  red-blue  meteor,  daughter  of  the  marfli, 
[:i  dance  irreg'lar  fweeps  the  rufhy  vale, 
|Vhile  hell's  grim  monarch  (fo  the  vulgar  deem), 
j.ides  in  the  glimm'ring  blaze,  with  purpofe  drear, 
knd  murderous  intent,  and  frequent  drowns 
[he  heedlefs  wand'rer  in  the  fwardy  gulf. 
1^  Now  ligln-heel'd  fairies  ply  the  circ'lar  dance, 
!■  uh  fportive  elves,  upon  the  midnight  green  ; 
yjiile  fcrearaing  hideous,  from  the  difn:al  bourne 
n  f^efolatcd  caftles,  goblins  pak, 


Bloody  and  gaunt,  the  progeny  abhorrM 
Of  fuperfliition,  hell-engender'd  pow'r, 
By  cuiiiling  monks  conjur'd  from  loweft  Styx, 
Afl^right  the  maudlin  ruftic  ! — Now  foletnn. 
To  fancy's  morbid  eye,  the  fullen  ghoft,      [ftalkr. 
In   flieeted    grandeur    through    the   church-yard 
Horrendous,  mutt'ring  to  the  fick'ning  moon  ; 
Until  the  bird  of  Mars  with  noify  clap, 
Arroufive  of  the  dawn,  fliall  crow  aloud. 

Now  fcandal's  votaries,  of  flippant  tongue 
And  haggard  look,  low-bending  o'er  a  fire, 
Almoft  extindt,  beneath  a  cloud  obfcene, 
Tobacco-form'd,  fit  planning  future  lies. 

With  bolts  and  double  doors  in  vain  fecur'd. 
Gray-headed  av'rice  on  the  elbow  rais'd, 
Diftruftful  liltens  to  the  plaintive  breeze 
That  howls  without,  while  to  bis  jealous  ear 
A  dire  divan  of  heUilh  ruffians  curs'd 
Debate  the  future  breach  :  mad  at  the  thought. 
With  palfy'd   arms,  new-ftrung  from    fear,    he 
grafps  ['em. 

His  money-bags,  and  f^vears  they- fliall  not  have 

Now  in  hisrev'rend  itudy,  cobweb-lin'd, 
Befide  a  paly  lamp,  with  bitten  nails, 
The  meagre  (tudtnt  o'er  a  folio  fits 
Oi  iageil  bulk,  in  meditation  deep: 
Weak  nature  oft  invites  to  fweet  repofe, 
And  bid*  reilore  tbelabour'd  volume  huge 
To  worms  innate  ;  but  o'er  his  fancy  come 
The  patron's  money'd  aunt,  his  future  fpoufe. 
The  glebe,  the  folemn  fables,  cravat  ftarch. 
And  urge  fome  pages  more;  till  rufliing  pron© 
The  clalhc  cruife,  in  haplefs  fl;ation  plac'd, 
In  fragments  fcatter'd  lies,  and  vidlor  lleep 
Ris  triumph  trumpets  from  the  vocal  nofe, 

Now,bythewillow'd  brink  of  wand'ringflreame. 
The  woe-worn  lover  walks  with  varied  pace, 
Mutt'ring  his  wayward  fancies  to  the  wind, 
Obtelling  beav'n,  and  curfing  ev'ry  liar 
That  lowr'd  malicious  on  his  hopeful  flame  : 
Or  in  a  mofs-lin'd  cave,  below  an  oak 
Of  ancient  growth,  he  plans  the  fong  of  woe. 
The  word-weigh'd  elegy  of  liquid  lapfe, 
And  cadence  glib:  or,  weary 'd  to  repofe, 
His  figh-fliook  frame  lies  biisfully  entranc'd 
(For  fo  he  dreams),  in  fair  Cleone's  arms. 

ABRA*.     A  FRAGMENT, 
I  SOUGHT  repofe  from  love's  perplexing  cares. 
His  eroundleCshopes.andftill more groundlefsfe*ar»j- 
*  Sie  trior's  Solotmn. 


M^ 


THE   WORKS   OF   CR;KME. 


The  lufrious  nights  with  ZIon's  monarch  paft. 
In  fpite  oiev'ry  art  grew  (tulc  at  lall, 
I  long'd  in  folitudc  to  doze  the  day. 
Nor  lan^ifliin;;ly  dull,  nor  vainly  gay  ; 
Now  in  grave  coiiteinjilation  drive  to  fcan 
That  charming,  teazing,  froward  creature,  man  ; 
And  now  witli  (lancing  damlels  plant  a  net 
Before  the  uni'iifpeifling  monarch's  feel ; 
I'or  ftill  (whate'er  I  thought),  my  tender  hrcaft 
In  fileiit  liglis  too  warm  a  love  exprelt  ; 
Still  too  much  fervour  wantou'ii  in  my  blood, 
To  -dSi  with  rigour  the  afleiited  [jrude. 

But  bent  my  fond  indulgent  fpoufe  to  vex 
(For,  come  what  will,  we  wives  mult  have  our 

freaks), 
To  Sharon's  i)learant  palace  I  retirM, 
Of  thoufands  admirable,  nioit  admir'd  ; 
Tyre's  dicdal  fons,  with  learned  wonder  gaze, 
And  almoft  deify  the  dome  they  rail'e  ; 
The  humble  Hiram  fcavcc  will  own  his  plan, 
Content  to  lie  a  mafon  and  a  man  : 
On  ev'ry  fide  extends  a  venlant  mead, 
"With  all  the  charma  of  various  nature  fjiread  : 
Here  llrays  a  limjjid  llream,  whole  mazy  courfe, 
Is  maik'd  wiili   willows,    fragrant   fiirubs,    and 

flow'rs ; 
And  there,  in  diftant  perfpecflive  arife, 
Croves,  caftles,   mouutains,    mingling  with    the 

(kies; 
The  nice  proportion,  and  the  chafte  defign, 
May  charm  an  artill's  eye,  but  charm'd  not  mine  ; 
'Tvva>  Ophir's  jewels,  .ind  Arabi.i',-.  f\veets, 
That  lifted  Sharon  o'er  a  thoufand  feats  } 
"Whatever  pamper'd  females  hold  molt  rare, 
Of  all  th'  udvcnt'rous  merchant  brings  from 
A  gallant  monarch  joy'd  to  place  it  there 

On  the  eral)roider'd  couch  mylelf  I  liung, 
Inviting  lieep,  furrounding  dann'els  fimg  ; 
JJe  rural  peace  and  innocence  the  theme, 
left  love  ffaid  I),  ufurp  my  coming  dream. 
Obedient  to  my  voice  at  once  they  raife, 
In  choir  conlenting,  their  harmoniou,>  lays : 
]Sow    white-rob'd   candour,    and    his   blithforae 

peers, 
O'er  temperance's  cup  forget  their  years; 
Forget  each  way war-d,  fi owning  fortune  pafl. 
And  thank  juft  Heav'n,  that  will  reward  at  lafi. 
!Now  healthy  labour,  ar.d  his  riiirct  wile, 
Snatch  the  coarfe  meal,  nor  wifli  a  happier  life, 
Blefs  the  kind  hand  that,  v.ith  alliduous  care, 
Still  crowns  their  table  with  delicious  fare  ; 
IBut  low,  ill  gratitude  tor  what  they  have. 
To  have  no  lefs,  the  only  boon  they  crave. 
While  now  beneath  a  ipreading  fig-tree's  lliadc. 
The  fliepherd-ivvain  is  indolently  laid  ; 
Sportive  around  hii  little  lambkins  play. 
And  all  heav'n's  mulic  warbles  from  the  fpray  : 
In  dittant  perfpcctive  the  wolf  appears, 
"Who  drinks  the  pleafing  found,  and  foftens  as  he 
hears. 

Sleep  that,  unaf];'d,  annoints  the  pcafant's  rye. 
And  fpreads  his  wings  where  labour's  children  lie; 
At  baihful  dillaiice  itands,  nor  dares  approach 
The  lulty  lady  on  her  la'^y  couch  ; 
In  vain  invok'd  1    no  deep,  no  lluniber  came, 
To  pour  their  ballam  on  my  weary 'd  frame  ; 
Jlach  various  polture,  each  device  I  try'd, 
Sue  ia  each  polUue  was  repol'e  dtny'd  ; 


'far,  i. 


Mad  at  my  fate,  now  liere,  now  there,  I  toft, 
Curs'd  the  whole   world,  but  curVd   myfelf  tte 

mod ; 
Pray'd  fudden  ruin  on  our  race  in  rage, 
Nor  fpar'd  my  lovely  Solomon  the  fage. 
"  The  Iky,  liowever  clouded,  foon  will  clear,'' 
Said  Father  David,  that  illullrious  fecr; 
And,  fays  his  fon,  "  The  molt  impetuous  blaft 
"  Will  f))end  its  fury,  and  fubfide  at  laft." 
So,  after  fwearing,  raving,  all  in  vain. 
What  could  I  do,  but  be — myfelf  again  f 
My  native  tenderneis  awak'd  in  fighs, 
And  all  the  woman  lighten'd  in  my  eyes  ; 
"   Which  of  thy  daughters,  Zion,  canfi  thou  tell, 
"  Dr-tains  that  lover  who  once  lov'd  fo  well? 
"  Why  lag  thcfe  feet  that  once  outftript  the  wind? 
"  Slow-  are  his  fteps  that  leaves  a  heart  behind  : 
"   Who  could  have  thought  he  e'er  would  prove 

"  untrue, 
"  So  firm  the  fanflion,  and  fo  great  the  vow  I 
"  By  Jacob's  God,  the  dreadful  God,  he  fvvorc, 
"  'I'he  holy  temple,  and  the  mvllic  gore  ; 
"  By  David's  throne,  the  Majelly  Divine, 
"  Which  through  all  as^es  fliall  adorn  his  line, 
"  £ver  to  love  me,  concu'oine  or  wife, 
"  Or  to  be  blotted  from  the  book  of  life. 
"  Rath  was  the  oath — if  Heav'n  the  forfeit  fpare, 
"  Thy  fpoufe  will  pardon,  and  do  thou  repair ; 
"  A  very  little  will  my  claims  content, 
"  Tis  no  great  matter  i'ure — be  complaifant. 
"  How  could,  alas  !   my  lingle  charms  prevail 
"  Againft  the  thoufandi  of  thy  great  fcrail  ? 
"  But  ftiU  one  night,  or  two,  or  more  than  two, 
"  I  may  at  Icaft  infill:  on  as  my  due.'' 

Thus  of  feign'd  faliclioods  did  my  tongue  com- 
plain, 
While  all  my  heart  was  harrow'd  up  with  pain ; 
My  troubled  thoughts  rtill  chang  d  from  this  to 

that, 
I  fear'd,  I  hop'd,  I  wifli'd,  I  knew  not  what : 
l)ut  haik  1  is  this  my  royal  lover's  voice  ? 
"   Awake,  my  fair  !   my  bcrt  belov'd,  arife  ! 
"  A  chilly  tremor  o'er  my  frame  is  fi;read, 
"  Aiid  night's  iinvvliolcforae  damps  arc  on  mj 

"  head." 
The  well-known  foun  d  went  thrilling  to  my  heart 
Though  ftill  I  meant  to  art  the  prudilh  part ; 
I  drove  my  riling  tcndernefs  to  hide. 
And  with  aiTerted  coolnefs  thus  repiy'd  : 
"  Ydu  come,  my  dear,  at  an  imi)roper  hour, 
"   However  willing,  'tis  not  in  my  pow'r  ; 
"  Indeed  it  is  not— I  have  waLh'd  m)  feet 
"  With   precious  ointments,    and   with   odours 
"  fwxet ; 


CURLIXG. 

Frf.ttfd  tT  atoms  by  the  poignant  air, 

Frigid  and  Hyperborean  Hies  the  fnow, 

111  many  a  vortes  of  monades,  wind-wing' J, 

lloltile  to  naked  nofes,  dripping  oft 

A  cryftal  humour,  which  as  oft  is  wip'd 

From  the  blue  lip  wide-galh'd:  the  hanging  fle*^' 

That  covers  all  the  wrift.  uiuover'd  elfe. 

The  peafant's  only  handkerchief,  1  wot, 

li  j^hz'd  -.viih  blue-browu  ice.    Bui  recklcfsftill 


MISCELLANIES, 


!0f  •old,  oiclrifted  fnow,  that  might  appal 
[The  city  coxcomb,  arm'd  with  bei'oms,  pour 
[The  village  youngfters  forth,  jocund  and  loud, 
And  cover  all  the  loch  :  With  many  a  tug 
The  pond'rous  ftone,  that  all  the  fummcr  lay 
Unoccupy'd  along  its  oozy  fide, 
Now  to  the  mud  faft  frozen,  fcarcely  yields 
[The  \vi(h'd-for  vidlory  to  the  brawny  youth, 
[Who,  braggart  of  his  ftrength,  a  circling  crowd 
iHas  drawn  around  him,  to  avouch  the  feat : 
Short  is  his  triumph,  fortune  fo  decrees ; 
A.pplaute  is  chang'd  to  ridicule,  at  once 
rhe  loofeu'd  ftone  give  way,  fupine  he  falls, 
A.nd  prints  his  members  on  the  pliant  fnow. 

The  goals  are  marked  out ;  the  centre  each 
pf  a  large  random  circle  ;  dijlance  fcores 
Are  drawn  between,  the  dread  of  weakly  arms. 
Firm  on  his  cramp-bits  ftands  the  Heady  youth, 
Who  leads  the  game  :  Low  o'er  the  weighty  Itone 
[He  bends  incumbent,  and  with  niceft  eye 
Surveys  the  further  goal,  and  in  his  mind 
Meafures  the  diltance  ;  careful  to  beftow 
fuft  force  enough:  then,  balanc'd  in  his  hand, 
He  flings  it  on  direcfl ;  it  glides  along, 
Hoarfe  murmuring,  while,  plying  hard  before, 
Full  many  a  befom  fweeps  away  the  fnow. 
Or  icicle,  that  might  obltrudl  its  courfe. 

But  ceafe,  my  mule !  what  numbers  can  defcribe 
The  various  game  ?  5ay,canfi:  thou  paint  the  blulh 
Impurpled  deep,  that  veils  the  ftripling's  cheek, 
When,   wand'ring  wide,   the  ftone  neglects  the 

rank, 
iA.nd  flops  midway  .'—His  opponent  is  glad, 
ifet  fears  a  fim'lar  fate,  while  ev'ry  mouth 
Dries,  off  the  hog, — and  Tinto  joins  the  cry. 
^rcouldft  thou  follow  the  experienc'd  play'r 
Through  all  the  rayft'ries  of  his  art  ?  or  teach 
rhe  undifciplni'd  how  to  luick,  to  gitard, 
:3r  ride  full  out  the  ftone  that  blocks  the  pafs  ? 

The  boTifpeel  o'er,  hungry  and  cold,  they  hie 
ro  the  next  alehoufe  ;  where  the  game  is  play'd 
.'Vgain,  and  yet  again,  over  the  jug; 
Until  fome  hoary  hero,  haply  he 
IVhofc  fage  diretflion  won  the  doubtful  day, 
Fo  his  attentive  juniors  tedious  talks 
Df  former  times ; — of  many  a  bonfpeel  gain'd, 
?^gainft  oppofing  parilhes;  and ///of  j-, 
Fo  human  likelihood  fecure,  yet  ftorm'd: 
With  liquor  on  the  table,  he  pourtrays 
Ihe  fituation  of  each  ftone.     Convinc'd 
3f  their  faperior  (kill,  all  join,  and  hail 
Their  grandllres  fteadier,  and  of  furer  hand. 


TO  A  FLY. 

LiAVE  this  pale,  this  bloodlefs  cheek, 
Foolifli,  noify,  flutt'ring  thing  ; 

Hafte  where  freflier  features  call  thee, 
Flitting  on  thy  azure  wing. 

On  yon  verdant  bank  reclining, 

See  Eliza's  charms  invite, 
But,  content  with  perching  on  them. 

Stop,  nor  cruel  leek  to  bite. 


'ifely  fuck  the  pearly  moifture 
Uii  her  jutting  rofy  lip; 


Fan  nor  handkerchief  oppofe  thee, 
See  the  maiden's  faft  afleep, 

Fraughted  with  the  pilfer'd  fragrance, 
Come  and  perch  on  me  again  ; 

Fear  not  on  my  lip  to  faften  ; 
Never  feer,  I  won't  complain. 

But  if  ftill  tboubuzzeft  round  me. 
Quickly,  quickly  thou  flialt  die  ; 

Thus,  between  my  hands  I'll  crufli  thee, 
An  untow'ring  vulgar  fly. 


THE  STUDENT. 

Remote  from  fchools,    from  colleges  remote, 
In  a  poor  hamlet's  meaneft,  homelieft  cot. 
My  earlieft  years  were  fpent,  obfcurely  low; 
Little  I  knew,  nor  much  defir'd  to  know ; 
My  higheft  wifties  never  mounted  high'r  ' 
Than  the  attaintments  of  an  aged  fire  ; 
Proverbial  wifdom,  competence  of  wealth, 
Earn'd  with  hard  labour,  and  enjoy'd  with  health 
Bleft,  had  I  ftill  thefe  blefllngs  known  to  prize  1 
More  rich  I  fure  had  been ;  perhaps  more  wife- 
One  lucklcfs  day,  returning  from  the  field. 
Two  fwains,  the  wifeft  of  the  village  held. 
Talking  of  books  and  learning,  I  o'erheard, 
Of  learned  men,  and  learned  men's  reward  : 
How  fome  rich  wives,  and  fome  rich  livings  got. 
Sprung  from  the  tenants  of  a  turf-built  cot : 
Then  both  concluded,  though  it  ruin'd  health 
Increafe  of  learning  was  increafe  of  wealth. 

Fir'd  with  the  profped,  I  embrac'd  the  hint, 
A  grammar  borrow-'d,  and  to  work  I  went 
The  fcope  and  tenor  of  each  rule  I  kept. 
No  accent  mifs'd  me,  and  no  gender  'fcap'd  ; 
I  read  whate'er  commenting  jDutchmen  wrote 
Turn'd  o'er  Stobsus,  and  could  Suidas  quote  ; 
In  letter'd  Gellius  trac'd  the  bearded  fage. 
Through  all  the  windings  of  a  wife  adage  : 
Was  the  fpeiflator  of  each  honeft  fear. 
Each  fophift  carry'd  from  each  wordy  war; 
Undaunted  was  my  heart,  nor  could  appal 
The  muftieft  volume  of  the  miiftieft  ftall ; 
Where'er  I  turn'd,  the  giant-fpiders  fled. 
And  trembling  moths  retreated  as  I  read  ; 
Through   Greece    and    Rome  I  then   obfervaat 

ftray'd. 
Their  manners  noted,  and  their  ftates  furvey'd  ; 
Attended  heroes  to  the  bloody  lields. 
Their  lielmtts  polifli'd  and  embofi'd  their  fliields  • 
With  duteous-hand  the  decent  matron  drelt. 
And  wrapp'd  the  ftripling  in  his  manly  veft  ; 
Nor  ftopt  I  there,  but  mingled  with  the  boys. 
Their  rattles  rattled,  and  improv'd  their  toys'; 
Ladi'd  conic  turbos  as  in  gyres  they  flew, 
Beftrode  their  hobbies,  and  their  whiftles  blew  : 
But  ftill  when   this,   and   more   than  this,  was 

done, 
My  coat  was  ragged,  and  my  hat  was  brown. 

Then  thus  I  commun'd  with  myfelf :  "  Shall  I 
"  Let  all  this  learning  in>  oblivion  die  ; 
"  Live  in  the  haunts  of  ignorance,  content 
"  With  veft  unbotton'd,  and  with  breeches  rent  ? 
'•  None  knows  my  merit  here  ;  if  any  knew 
"  A  fcholir's  worth  would  oiett  a  fcholai's  due. 
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•'  'WTiat  then  ?     The  college  !    ay,  'tis  there  I'll 

"  (hine, 
*'  I'll  ftndy  morals,  or  I'll  turn  i^ivine  ; 
"  Struck  with  my  IftteiM  fame,  without  a  Joubt, 
*'  Some  modern  Lrelins  will  find  me  out : 
•*  Superior  parts  can  never  lonjj  be  hid, 
•*  And  he  who  wants  drfervesnot  be  led." 

Tranfported   with    the   thoughts   of    this   and 
that, 
I  (litch'd  my  jrarments,  and  I  dy'd  my  hat ; 
To  collepe  went,  and  found,  with  much  ado, 
That  rofes  were  not  red,  nor  vi'Iet^  blue  ; 
That  all  I've  learn'd,  or  all  I  yet  may  learn. 
Can't  help  me  truth  from  faltehood  to  dilcern. 
•  •  •  «  » 

All  mere  confufion,  altogether  hurl'd. 

One  dreary  wafte,  one  vaft  ideal  world  I 

"Where  uproar  rules,  and  do  you  what  you  will, 

Uproar  has  rui'd  it,  and  will  rule  it  Hill. 

Victorious  eriro,  daring;  coniequence. 

Will  ever  be  a  match  for  common  fenfe  ! 

To  lordlv  reafon  ev'ry  thinj  muft  bow, 

The  hero  liberty,  and  conicience  too; 

The  firft  is  fetter'd  in  a  fatal  chain, 

The  latter,  paggM,  attempts  to  fpeak  in  vain. 

Locke  :     Maiebranche  !     Hume  1     abflradlions 
thrice  abliradl  1 
In  reafon  give  me  what  in  fenfe  I  lack; 
I  feel  my  poverty,  and,  and  in  my  eye. 
My  hat,  though  dy'd,  has  but  a  dulky  dye, 
"  Miftruft  your  feelings,  reafon  bids  you  do." — 
But,  gentlemen,  indeed  I  cannot  now  ; 
For  after  all  your  eri^o^s,  look  you  there  I 
My  hat  is  j;reufy,  and  my  coat  is  bare. 

Hail  moral  truth  '.  Fm  here  at  leaft  fecure, 
You'll    give    mc   comfort,    thou;;h  you  keep  mc 

poor. 
Eut  fay  vou  fo  ?  in  troth  'tis  fomething  hard, 
Virtue  does  furely  merit  a  rev.'ard. 
*•  Reward  !  O,  fervile,  felfilh;   alk  a  hire  !" 
Raiment  and  food  this  body  does  require: 
A  prince  for  nothing  may  philofophize, 
A  ftndcnt  can't  afford  to  be  fo  wife. 

.Sometimes  the  Stoa's  gloomy  walks  I  f  ry'd, 
'vVrinkled  my  forehead,  and  enlarg'd  my  ftride, 
Defpis'd  cv'n  hunger,  poverty,  and  pain. 
Searching  my  pockets  for  a  cruft  in  vain. 
.Sometimes  in  Academus'  verdant  fliade 
With  ftep  more  graceful  I  exulting  ftiay'd. 
Saw  health  and  fortune  join'd  with  happinefs, 
And  virtue  fmiling  in  her  focial  drefs ; 
On  me  (he  did  not  fmile,  but  rather  lour  ; 
I  fli'.l  was  wretched,  for  I  ftiU  was  poor. 

Sworn  to  no  maftcr,  fomctimes  1  would  dwell 
With  Shaftcfbury,  fometimes  v.-ith  Mandeville  ; 
Vv'ould  call  at  er'ry  fyftem  on  my  way, 
And  now  with  Leibnitz,  now  with  Manes  ftay  ; 
£ut  after  all  my  (hiftings  here  and  there. 
My  hat  was  greafy,  and  my  coat  was  bare. 

Then  I  beheld  my  labours  part,  and  b  ! 
It  all  was  vanity,  and  all  was  woe  ; 
1  look'd  on  Lcarnnig,  and  her  garb  was  mean. 
Her  eyes  were  hollow,  and  her  cheeks  were  lean; 
Difeafe  and  famine  threalen'd  in  her  train, 
And  want,  who  ftrives  to  hide  her  rags  in  vain  ; 
Her  lurid  brow  a  fprig  of  Inurel  brac'd. 
On  wlycU  was  mark'J, '  Unpenfiun'djindunplacd.' 


I  tum'd  to  Ignorance  ;  and  \6  ?  rtit  fa< 
Lnihron'd  beneath  a  canopy  of  ftate; 
Before  her  riches  all  his  bags  unty'd. 
And  evei  and  anon  her  wants  fuppty'd. 
While  on  a  fmiling  plentilude  ol  face, 
Was  clearly  read,  "  Apenfion  and  a  place.'* 


A  FRAGMENT. 

The  world  was  all  before  me  where  to  choofff, 
I  ftorn'il  the  fhelter  of  a  vulgar  houfc. 
So  well  alTur'd  (affiir'd  I  was)  each  door 
Was  open  to  receive  the  learn'd  and  poor  ; 
But  none  (alas!   I  felt  it,  for  I  try'd); 
My  learning  valu'd,  or  my  want'-  fupply'd 
Here  ftar'd  grim  poverty,  pale  famine  there. 
When  love  and  Mira  fav'd  me  from  defpair. 
Clias'd  the  lean  phantoms  from  my  frighted  mbd, 
While  all  was  love  and  gratitude  behind, 
Extinguifli'd  hope  rekinklcd  in  rhy  bread, 
And  maudlin  reafon  rav'd  at  fancy's  feaft; 
Ages  before  it  dwindled  to  a  day. 
Anil  blifi's  barriers  felt  a  fwift  decay  ; 
Whatever's  dear  and  valuable  in  lite. 
The  lifping  infant  and  the  loving  wife, 
Were  all  contracfled  to  a  moment's  fpace. 
And  ev'ry  one,  that  precious  moment  was; 
To  perfect  happinefs,  ideal,  grew. 
And  vague  futuiity  was  chang'd  to  now. 

Then  faid  I,  in  the  fullnefs  of  my  foul, 
"  No  grief  Hiall  fway  me,  nor  diftrels  contYonl, 
"   Here,  will  my  forrows  find  etern.il  paufe  ; 
"   Here,  am  I  free  from  fortune  and  her  laws; 
"  A  fource  of  joy  within  niyfelf  I  find, 
"  And  furely  fortune  cannot  change  my  mind; 
"  This  blifs  fliall  comfort  me  when  ail  is  gone, 
"  So  intellectual,  fo  all  my  own." 

O,  loft  to  wifdom  I  to  experience  loft  I 
Fortune  fways  all,  but  fways  the  paffions  mofl; 
On  foreign  dainties  live  the  beggar  train. 
The  mean  deperdants  of  a  mobile  fcene  ; 
Now  triumphs  this,  now  that  again  prevails, 
As  fortune  fwells.or  does  nut  fwell  our  fails; 
And  who  would  make  them  fubjedl  to  the  mina, 
May  fetter  torrents,  or  may  rein  the  wind. 

"  What !"  cries  fome  Stoic  of  the  awful  brow. 
Who  dreams  he  conquers— when  he  never  knew^ 
"  Are  not  t!ie  palTions  fer\'ants  to  my  will  ? 
"  This,  I  m.iy  fpare,  and  that  I  too  may  kill;     ' 
"  May  raife  the  feeble,  and  may  curb  the  llronf." 
No  doubt  I   .ind  charm  the  deaf  man  with  a  fong. 

Vain,  foolifli  fage  '.  (a  fage  can  have  no  gall) ; 
Vaunt  not  your  vi,fl'ries,  apathy  does  all ; 
Born  without  feeling,  never  did  you  feel; 
Great  the  phyfician,  who  the  -whole  can  heal  ?■ 
«         •         •         •         • 

For  me,  I  alk  no  philofophic  face. 
Content  to  be  the  various  tniflg  I  was;' 
To  be  in  each  extreme,  and  each  excefs, 
Sometimes  of  mifcry.  fometimes  of  blifs: 
Now  calmuefs  all,  now  altogether  toft, 
Now  dielter'd  from,  now  driven  by  the  blafti 
Now  in  polfellion  of  my  Mira's  charms. 
Now  rudely  ravifli'd  from  her  longing  arms. 
Such  I  have  been,  bat  luch  no  more  will  be; 
At  length  faic  landed  liom  ibc  raging  fea, 
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^fy  days  in  one  unbroken  tenor  flow, 
Each  the  true  pifture  of  another's  woe  ; 
Sforoom  for  hope,  no  remedy  for  care, 
'^U,  all  is  Iwallow'd  up  in  deep  defpair  I 
L'et  not  from  me  the  mighty  change  did  fpring, 
'.  neither  impt  uor  cropt  his  eagle  wing ; 
Twas  fortime  firft  gave  hope  her  darlmg  flight, 
rhen  brought  her  headlong  from  the  giddy  height; 
iade  Iky-blue  hills  around  the  maid  afcend, 
\.nd  pride'4  ftrong  bulwarks  ev'ry  where  defend. 
*         «         *         *         « 

O,  heav'nly  goddefs  !  not  that  wanton  dame, 
Vho  blindlv  fcattcr?  beauty,  wealth,  and  fame  ; 
3ut  thou,  (whoe'er  thou  art),  whofe  eye  furveys, 
^nd  human  a(f|-ions  yet  in  embryo  weighs, 
A'hofe  bouiidlcfs  wifdom  ftill  the  bell  intends, 
5y  fitteft  means  effetfting  fitteft  ends; 
^evel  each  rock-built  barrier,  and  remove 
Vliatever  mars  the  fuccefs  of  my  love  : 
5ut  if  thou  feeft  it  good  to  ves  me  itill, 
),  grant  fubmiffion  to  thy  holy  will  I 
^o  human  wejiknefs  human  crimes  tranflate, 
^nd  nature  from  rebellion  feparate; 
o  fhall  my  hopes  frefli  vigour  yet  attain, 
Life  to  new  heights,  and  never  fink  again. 

RONA: 

IMITATED  FROM  OISIAM. 

The  noife  of  war  is  on  the  breeze, 
"  And  can  Hidallan  fiay  ? 
■  My  foul  is  in  the  ftrife  of  fhields — " 
He  fpoke,  and  buril  away. 

) !  where  fhall  Morna's  maid  repofc, 

Till  heroes  have  their  fame  ? 
)n  Morna's  filent  hill  of  hinds, 

Or  by  its  rufhy  ftrcam  ? 

Jut  what  if  in  the  hour  of  blood 

The  lovely  hero  fall  ? 
Vhile  fome  dark  warrior  hangs  his  fhicld 

A  trophy  in  his  hall ! 

jCavc,  flumber  !  leave  the  eye  of  tears, 

Forfake  my  limbs,  repofe  ! 
^ean,  love-born  maidens!  from  your  clouds, 

And  aid  ms  with  your  woes. 

'air  was  Hfdallan,  as  the  flow'r 

That  dyes  the  dulky  heath ; 
3ut  raife  not,  bards  !  the  mournful  fong 

Around  his  flonc  of  death. 

low  fell  the  hero  ?  In  his  might, 

Amid  iiis  growing  fame  ! 
;^ot  feeble  was  Hidaliairs  foe, 

His  fword  a  meteor's  flame. 

>Io  more  fliall  Morna's  hall  rejoice, 

The  feafl;  of  fhells  be  fpread  ; 
rhe  figh  of  Rona's  fecret  foul, 

In  death's  dark  houfe  is  laid. 

-.our  not  on  Rona  from  your  cloud, 

The  rolhng  of  your  reft 
>Jot  weak,  Hidallan  !  was  my  fire, 

No  fear  diilurb'd  his  breaft. 

In  aged  Cairbar's  lonely  hall, 
The  Urife  of  heroes  lofc ; 
Vot.  XI. 


His  was  Rivlne's  flolen  glance, 
And  many  were  his  foes. 

In  llrength  he  grafp'd  his  fword  of  fire, 

The  ftouteft  ftarted  back  : 
Not  weak,  Hidallan  !  was  my  fire, 

Nor  is  his  daughter  weak. 

Ah  !  whither  rolls  thy  airy  hall  ? 

The  fky  its  blue  relumes; 
Her  father's  fword  prepares  the  cloud, 
On  which  thy  Rona  conies. 

TO  ROBERT  ANDERSON,  M.  D. 

Whii.k  fame,  in  all  the  luxury  of  health. 

The  pride  of  pl-^afure,  and  the  pomp  of  wealth, 

Inglorious,  roiis'd  at  paffion's  frantic  call. 

Soak  o'er  the  bowr],  or  madden  at  the  ball, 

Triumph  illiberal  o'er  the  fimple  maid, 

By  love,  or  promife,  to  their  arms  betray'd; 

Somepainted  trifle  with  anxiety  chafe. 

Or  wallow  fulfome  in  the  lewd  embrace, 

By  foul  debauch  and  worthkfs  fi,  ats  fecure, 

Remorfe  vindidive  in  thefober  hour; 

The  grave  affcciate  of  the  good  and  fage, 

Or  nerv'd  with  youth,  or  filver'd  o'er  with  age; 

I'hrough  giddy  life  you  urge  your  fteady  way. 

While  conscience  cheers  the  night  and  glads  the 

day; 
In  vain  affail  the  vanities  of  youth, 
You  mark  their  pr-ogrefs,"  and  you   check  their 

growth, 
From  learning  all  its  formal  pride  remove, 
Guard  cheating  friendlhip,  fetter  ftubborn  love. 
O  !  could  I  thus  th'  impetuous  paflions  crufli. 
Stifle  the  figh,  and  curb  the  fecret  wifh; 
By  reafon's  fway  this  love  of  felf  controul, 
This  blaze  of  youth,  and  impotence  of  ioul ; 
Rcprefs  the  frothy  infolence  of  fame, 
The  figh  that  heaves  for  an  immortal  name  ; 
I  would  not  reftlefs,  midnight  vigils  keep. 
Nor  from  my  pillow  drive  encroaching  lleep ; 
To  the  tenth  ftanza  elegies  prolong. 
Nor  clothe  my  woe  in  all  the  pomp  of  fong  ; 
With  joylefs  ftep  an  airy  prize  purfae, 
Which  mocks  my  grafp,  yet  glitters  in  my  view; 
Admire  a  virgin  whom  I  fee  uo  more. 
Hills  rife  between  us,  and  deep  waters  roar, 
And,worfe  than  ftreams  and  mountains, flill  divide. 
The  daughter's  piety,  and  the  father's  pride. 

ON  ENVY. 

TO  ROBERT   ANBSRSON,  M    D. 

You're  right,  my  friend  ;— I'll  afk  no  longer. 
Whence  our  forrow,  whence  our  woe  ?  ^ 

'Tis  envy  : — yes,  you  do  not  wrong  her. 
All  our  ills  from  envy  flow. 

Young  ladies,  at  the  playhoufe  fhining, 

Seem  the  happieil:  beings  there. 
But  yet,  at  home,  they  fit  repining, 

At  one  fairer,  or  as  fair. 

The  hall  v.-hen  powdci  'd  chaplains  viCt, 

Ruffles  ftreaming  at  their  breaft;. 
Each  ftiabby  ftudcnt,  Oghing,  fees  it. 

And  conclude*  the  puppies  bleft. 
ft 
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But  mark  them  in  the  niirs'ry  moping; 

Frifciitations  fire  their  brain  ; 
Tlic  hale  incumbent'^  Innjj  a-drojijiing; 

Waiting-women  footh  in  vain. 

The  niodeft  bard,  whofc  num'rons  number?, 
Draw'rs  and  trunks  from  critics  llrccn  ; 

"What  can  break  his  midnij^ht  ilumbers  ? 
Writers  in  the  Magazine. 

Why,  let  him  be  the  man  he  envies, 

Weekly  fpread  his  oily  odes; 
Yea,  let  no  critic  ftridlly  canvafs. 

Zephyrs,  nieids,  or  groves,  or  gods. 

Say,  deeps  he  found.'  or  needs  he  poppy  ? 

Something  does  his  brow  cngloom; 
He  ftill  is  wretch'd, — and  who  is  happy  ? 

Bcattic,  Ogilvie,  or  Home  .' 

Away,  yc  whininp:  felf-formcnters  !— 

Come,  ye  fons  of  meek  content ! 
Whofcbofoms  envy  never  enters, 

Clown,  philofopher,  or  faint : 

And  lead  mc  to  her  hermit  dwelling. 

Lonely,  fure,  the  matron  dwells  ; 
Far  from  peevifh,  raving,  railing. 

Poets,  fludents,  beaux,  or  belles. 

From  the  happy  number  dafh  me ; 

Friend!  you  find  I'm  envious  too; 
.What  I — not  believe  I'm  envious! — blefs  me  ! 

Don't  you  fee  I  envy  you  ? 

SONG. 

A  GIRL  that  is  fenfible,  lovely,  and  rich, 
Might  ev'n  claim  a  poor  poet's  refpedl ; 

But  ugly,  the  ignorant,  pennylefs  b 

He  at  leall  may  defpife  and  negleifl. 

What  though  at  the  tabic  his  linen  be  foul, 
And  his  hair  briftle  up  like  a  brufh  ; 

In  his  rat-peopled  room  he's  a  relolute  foul, 
And  values  no  mifsling  a  rufh. 

What  though  he  fliould  be  but  an  afs  at  a  bow. 
And  what  though  he  bow  not  at  all ; 

l;uil  many,  1  wot,  that  can  bow  them  full  low, 
Are  neither  fo  wife  nor  fo  tall. 

Some  pert  little  monkey  may  laugh  at  his  looks, 
And  many  fneer  at  the  length  of  his  face  ; 

But  I'll  lay  yx)u  the  odds,  would  he  leave  but  his 
books, 
she  would  laugh  at  her  lover  in  lace. 

'Ihe  fober  grave  matron,  that  peeps  o'er  her  fpetfls, 
And  is  fhock'd  at  the  dull  on  Iiis  fhoes; 

Wouldflic  caft  Initnn  eye  on  her  own  yellow  cheeks, 
Never  more  would  flie  do  as  fhe  does. 

Fy,  for  fhame,  Mrs.  Harridan  '.  how  can  you  talk 

Of  a  minner  fo  fine,  fo  genteel ! 
Wlio  the  deuce  would  not  duft  aU  his  fliocs  in  a 
walkj 

To  avoid  the  damn'd  clack  of  a  mill  ! 

A  truce  with  your  merriment,  gentlefolks  all ! 

'I'hat  filly-like  lad  that  you  fee, 
lias  oft  rais'd  a  laugh  in  an  handfomer  hall, 

0'(jf  a  cup  of  far  better  than  tea. 


or   rtR^F.MF. 

Though  his  phiz  be  fo  formal,  fo  mute  be  hit  J 
tongue. 

He  ran  fpcak,  and,  nay  more,  he  can  bnile  J 
As  wife  as  your  wifcft  has  hung  on  his  fong, 

And  a  fairer  embrac'd  him  the  while. 
.Shorten  not  yntir  dear  nofes,  my  ladies!  infcora,' 

He  has  kifs'd  lips  as  ruddy  as  yours; 
Yes,  though  they  were  frefh  as  the  midfi 
morn. 

And  array 'd  in  the  glory  of  flow'rs. 

"  Some  juicy  young  milk-maid,  the  pride  of  the  fo'. 

The  toaft  of  fome  ale-drinking  ring:" 
Nay,  Oop  till  you  hear  all  her  merits  be  told; 

She  could  curt'fy,  could  dance,  and  could  fing. 
Forgive  me,  Eliza!  yes,  you  can  forgive. 

Though  1  praife  you  for  what  you  defpife; 
The  foft  gracesthat  breathe  in  yourbofom,andliv 

They  have  not,  and  how  can  they  prize  ? 

Was  it  not  for  Fliza,  the  rigour  of  fate 
Would  fdon  bow  me  down  to  the  grave; 

Alexis  is  loft,  if  Eliza  forget, 
He  is  lofl,  for  flie  only  can  fave. 


TO  MISS 

Thrice,  lovely  Sylvia!  faireft  of  the  fair  ; 
Fond  Damon's  favourite,  and  the  mufc's  care  J     j 
Propitious  hear;  nor, blooming  maid!  complain,  ij 
To  find  unequal  to  your  praife  my  ftrain.  ' 

With  eafe  I  paint  the  nnzy  prattUng  rill,  1 

T!ie  woods  ai;d  tow'rs  that  crown  the  craggy  hill , 
The  various  blofToms  that  adorn  the  fpring ;  * 
But  Sylvia's  charms  what  raptur'd  youth  canfii^| 
What  ftraining  bard  exalt  his  daring  aim,  j 

In  jufl  proportion  to  his  lovely  theme  ? 

Your  beauties  crowd—which  firft  fliall  graceiB'! 

f""g,  1 

Your  blufhing  cheeks,  or  pretty  lifping  tongue.'  i 
Ihofe  bluftiing  cheeks  where  modeft  charms  gan 

bol ; 
That  lif])ing  tongue,  which  deals  the  ravifli'd  fou 
Your  brnwfmooth  polifh'd.  or  your  bofom  fair, 
Or  flowing  trefTes  of  your  fitver  hair  ?  ■ 

Your  flripely  leg,  or  ftill  more  fhapely  thigh, 
Or  the  mild  radiance  of  your  luft'rous  eye  ?  _      , 

Shall  I  ranfack  the  grave  for  blooming  maidiij 
For  glow  ing  virgins  fearch  th'  Elyfian  Ihades?  | 
Roufe  from" dark  night  the  bright  Laconian  dno; 
Or  the  ch.aftc  objed  of  Apollo's  flame  .'  i 

Can  Sp;irtan  Helen,  Daphne,  bhiHiing  fair! 
With  thee  in  charms  or  modefty  compare  ? 
No;  let  them  rcfl;  conceal'd  from  mortal  view, 
In  ail  but  fame  inferior  to  you; 
Nor  long  in  that,  if  flowing  numbers  fave 
From  blue  oblivion,  snd  the  dufky  grave; 
If  wir  and  worth  diftinguifh'd  honours  claim, 
And  hei'.v'nly  fliape  entitle  maids  to  fame. 

Shall  1  bring  down  from  Atlas'  fliady  height,  j 
^\'here  bled  immortals  wanton  in  delight,  i 

Where  ncdar  circles  a>  the  thund'rer  nods; 
The  happy  fair  that  charm  the  happy  gods  ? 
Expofe  to  fight  the  ruddy  Cyprian  qiicen. 
With  graces  dancing  on  th'  cnamell'd  green; 
Bid  chafte  Diana  ftalk.  with  maiden  pride. 
Athwart  the  lawn,  with  quiver  by  her  fide, 
Her  virgin  treCfe.s  floating  loofe  behind, 
Kil«'d  by  each  gale,  jiad  rais'd  by  ev'ry  windj 
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5id  all  that's  grave,  majeJlic,  noble,  wife, 
5eam  forth  effulgent  from  Minerva's  eyes  ? 
tamp  female  grandeur  on  Queen  Juno's  brow  ? 
|)n  Hebe's  clieek  difplay  the  rofc's  hue  ? 
''ain  were  the  care — f«r  not  the  queen  of  love, 
)r  fifter-wife  of  all-controuling  Jove  ; 
)r  fhe  that  ftately  fcours  the  graffy  plain, 
ind  counts  her  days  by  fpotted  lynxes  flain ; 
i)r  fhe  that  pours  (when  gods  expand  their  foul) 
fhe  fparkling  nedtar  from  the  copious  bowl; 
Jir  Ihe  that  dares  paternal  thunder  wield, 
jind  urge  the  chariot  through  the  martial  field ; 
•r  equal  worth,  or  equal  beauty,  fliare 
/ith  thee  all-lovely,  all-accompIi(h'd  fair  ! 

But  why  in  vain  produce  my  tortur'd  rhyme, 
bnfe  your  patience,  and  confunie  your  time  ? 
fne  fingle  verfe  will  better  paint  your  charms, 
ou,  only  yqu,  are  worthy  Damon's  arms. 

1767. 


TO  MISS  E- 


B- 


AST  to  learn  the  flatt'rer's  artful  talc. 
Learn  the  foft  phrafe  that  fooths  the  fimple  ear  ; 
{'{  all  its  beauties  ftrip  the  fiow'ry  vale, 
!  In  honour  of  the  maid  we  hold  moft  dear : 
Uns  might  with  eafe  be  liken'd  to  your  eyes, 
j.nd  either  breall  a  marble  pillar  rife. 

jut  would  Eliza  Hften  to  the  lay. 
Read,  blullilcfs  read,  what  others  might   ad- 

[I  mire; 

wn  the  weak  folly,  walh  its  faults  away, 
Warm'd  with  the  wildnefs  of  a  lover'^s  fire; 
o,  rather  would  you  fcorn  the  varnilh'd  tale, 
Equal  to  moft,  you  want  not  to  excel." 

SONG. 

HAT   foftnefs  of  numbers,  v/hat  fweetnefs  of 
fong, 
,.  What  thoughts  that  are  handfome  and  pretty, 
an  juftly  defcribe  all  that's  lovely,  and  young, 

And  all  that  tranfports  me  in  Betty, 
he  leaft  of  her  beauties  what  figure  can  fit ; 
I  What  compare  with  her  ringlets  fo  jetty  ! 
|/hat  then  can  be  fald  of  the  goodnefs,  the  wit, 
j  Of  the  graces  and  virtues  of  Betty  ? 

look'd  on  the  virgin,  and  wander'd  no  more 
j  Through  the  delicate  dames  of  the  city  ; 
lecaufe,  all  I  fought  for,  and  valu'd  before, 
'  Was  entire  and  complete  in  my  Betty. 

ever  I  ferv'd  you  in  purenefs  of  heart. 
Ye  fupreme  and  fubordinate  deities  1 
ealth,  pleafure,  and  peace,  to  the  maid  flill  im- 
part; 
For  my  life  is  bound  up  in  my  Betty's. 


TO  MISS  M- 


M- 


BY  ROBERT  ANDLRSON,   Si.  D. 

OETic  art,  with  mimic  tints,  may  trace 
act  brighter  beauty  blooming  on  thy  face  ; 
Ive  to  the  dazzling  verfe,  or  glowing  lay, 
races  that  warm  us  with  a  fainter  ray. 
let,  what  prefumptuous  imitative  art 
|Iay  tra(;8  one  beauty  breathing  in  fhy  heart  j 


Awake  thefe  graqes,  that>  in  modeft  guife. 
Charm  ev'n  unknovvn,  and  ravi(h  by  furprife. 
Give  all  their  fweetnefs,  all  their  tender  eafe, 
In  equal  numbers  equal  pew'r  to  plcafe  ? 
Boldly  they  dare  defcription's  foftell  lay. 
Borne  on  the  wins^s  of  wonder  far  away  ; 
O'er  all  the  bounds  that  mark  the  mules'  reign^ 
Nourirti  their  rapture,  or  infpire  their  ftrain. 

SONG. 

BY  ROBERT  ANDERSON,  M.  D. 

The  tongue  of  the  witty,  the  eyes  of  the  fair. 
And  the  pride  of  high  damfels  may  plague  you  t 

Nor  pert,  nor  affedled,  nor  prudilh  her  air, 
But  modeft  and  free  ii  my  Peggy. 

Relin'd  fenfibility  brightens  her  looks, 
Srriiles  dwell  on  each-delicate  feature  ; 

Her  language  is  plain,  not  the  language  of  books. 
But  the  language  of  truth  and  good-nature. 

Ye  frowning  pretenders  to  virtue  fevere, 
Ye  fubduers  of  paiTions  that  drag  you  ; 

Away  with  your  rigour,  ye  never  need  fear 
To  love  and  to  feel  like  my  Peggy. 

When  flow'rs  fpring  apace  in  the  late-loofen'ij 
field,  ^ 

And  the  fragrance  ofrheadows  invite  us; 
Why  celifure  the  favours  my  Peggy  may  yieldj 

Since  hallow'd  the  ties  that  unite  us  ? 

Envy  may  lurk  in  our  woodland  retreat, 
And  malice  may  blacken  conjetfture ; 

But  nothing  our  raptures,  our  blifs  fhall  abate, 
For  innocence  is  our  protedlof. 

O  ye  1  by  ^vjidfe  bounty  and  goodnefs  we  live. 
By  your  goodnefs  and  bounty  I  beg  you, 

Health,  ftrength,  independence,  and  honefty  give  S 
And  make  me  a  match  for  ray  Peggy, 

THE  CONTRAST, 

What  now  avails  to  gain  a  woman's  heart, 
The  fage's  wrfdorn,  or  the  poet's  art  I 
Pox  on  the  times  1  the  genius  of  old 
Would  whip  you  off  a  girl  in  fpite  of  gold  j 
In  fpite  of  liv'ries,  equipage,  and  lace. 
And  all  tRe  Gothic  grandeur  of  a  race. 
But  now  the  mili'ner's  'prentice,  with  a  fne6r, '^ 
Bleffing    herfelf,    cries,  Heav'us  1    what  have  f 
we  here  ?  €" 

A  rrian  of  ihime,  worth — fifty  lines  a-year.       Jf 

Our  ait  itill  pleases;  but  'tisdev'lifli  hard. 
What  laves  the  elegy  fhouid  damn  the  bard  ; 
Tiiat  gains  accefsto  drelTing,  drawing-rooms, 
A  wilb'd-for,  welcome  gueft  where'er  it  comes  ; 
But  me,  the  hicklels  author,  fcorn'd  and  poor, 
Each  Uirly  porter  drives  from  ev'r-y  door. 

Confcious  of  fecret  worth,  I  hurry  home. 
And  now  the  mafter  damn,  and  now  the  dome~ 
Firmly  refolv'd,  whatever  fliall  betide, 
No  more  to  afk  what  has  been  once  deny'd  j 
Refolv'd,  indeed  I  but  ev'ry  pow'r  above 
J:.augh5  at  j'our  weak  refolves,  and  chiefly  lovi^ 
f  f  ij 
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"  Bru/h  the  brown  hit,  tnd  darn  the  breeches 

"  knee : 
*•   The  wealthy,  priHe  may  fuit,  but  fnifi  rot  thee  : 
"   Papa,  I  own,  lool.'d  miijhty  lour  ami  Rrim ; 
"    l^it  if  the  ilaiij;hter  I'milc,  a  fi;j  for  him  '. 
"   Maik'il  vou  the  ft-cret  motion>  ot  her  eye  ? 
"  How  kind  yon  glance  had  been,  had  none  been 

-  by  : 
"  Yon  proud  refcrvc,  yon  fliynefs,  I  could  fwear, 
*'  1$  prudTce  all.  and  pure  oretence  with  her  : 
•     ' Tis  richt — old  fellows  that  ca"  thoufandi  give, 
*'  May  claim,  at  lead,  fomc  rev'rente  while  they 

'■  live  ; 
"  A  few,  few  years  lays  Fufcus  in  his  grave, 
«'   And  Mira's  yours,  perhnps,  and  -ill  he  gave!" 

Intent  on  futu'-e  harm,  thus  faid  the  god 
•\Vho  bends  the  ftubborn  parpofe  with  a  nod; 
Conftrains  the  ftifT-ft  gladiv  to  obey. 
Makes  the  pay  glooMV,  and  the  gloomv  gay. 
Rr'M  who  will,  too  well  I  knew  his  povtr'r. 
In  vain  refilled,  to  refift  it  more  ! 
My  hands  ii.fti-ctive,  at  the  forceful  call, 
At  nnce  feize  gloves  and  hat,  and  (taft,  and  ail; 
Then  iorth  I   I'alk,  and  ever,  as  I  go. 
Con  o'er  ray  manners  and  pradlife  a  bow ; 
Spr.  ad.  (.areful  fpread,  the  cravat  on  my  breaft, 
As  prim  and  formal  as  a  pariHi  prieft. 

The  knocker   clacks.— '>  Who's  there?"—''  Is 
"   Mifs  within  ?'* 
"  Confound  the  booby,  what  a  monllrous  din  ! 
*'  She  has  no  time,  fhe  fays,  to  Ipeak  with  you ; 
*'  For  Mr.  Florimel  came  here  juft  now." 
IMv  heartbeat  thick,  and  ev'ry  word  he  f.iid 
Di'ftain'd  ray  hollou  cheeks  with  forf  ign  red  ; 
O,  brutifh  time-  '.   and  is  that  thing  of  filk, 
That  fiplefs  fipper  of    n  afs's  milk  ; 
That     tea-n'irs'd    grinner,    whofe  ^  confumptive 

cou'.;h. 
Should  he  but  mint  a  laugh,  would  take  him  off, 
Prefevr'd  to  me  !  in  whofe  ahlctic  grafp 
Ten  thoufand  buzzing  beaux  were  but  a  walp. 
Sure  wit  and  learning  greater  honour  claim  ; 
>ro  wit,  no  learning,  ever  fmil'd  on  him  : 
I'll  lay  my  Lf  xicon.  for  all  his  airs, 
Thar  fellow  cannot  read  the  arms  he  bears ; 
Kor,  kneeling,  Mira  '.  on  his  trembling  knee. 
Explain  one  half  of  all  he  fays  to  thee. 
«'  Xo  matter,  he  has  gold  ;  whofe  precious  hue 
"  Is  beauty,  virtue,  wit,  and  learning  too: 
*•  O.  blind  to  worth  !  what  lovelier  than  a  chaifc, 
*'    Two  bowing  footmen,  and  a  ])air  of  bays  ? 
*•   What  virtue  like  an  handfonie  country -leat, 
*•   A  eood  per  annum,  and  a  courfe  of  plate  ? 
•'  And  then  fiJT  wit — a  clever  library  ; 
"  He  cannot  read  a  book  ;  but  he  can  buy : 
"   A  hg  for  learning  !   Learning  does  he  lack, 
«'   Whofe  facflor  both  can  write  and  fign — a  tack*  > 
"  Bcfides.  you  know,  for  ten  or  lefs  per  ann. 
'*  Even  you  or  anv  fcholar,  is  his  man." 

Bear   mc,    ye  gods '.    O,    bear  me  where  you 
pleafe  '. 
To  unknown  regions,  over  unknown  feas; 
Place  me  where  dews  refreflung  never  drop, 
On  Niger's  bank«,  a  fwarthy  /Ethiop ; 

*^  A  Scottijl  laiu-tcrm,  for  a  Uafc. 
■S. 


Or  melt  me  to  the  fafhionable  Cze, 
Below  the  fcorchmg  heat  of  Indian  (kies: 
No;  there,  cv'n  there,  the  luft  of  gold  prevaili, 
Each  river   groans  with  fliips,  each  breeze  wit 

fails : 
The  land  abounds,  nay  ocean's  fartheft  creeks, 
With  dirt  that's  fought  for,  or  with  dirt  that  ieefc 
Fix  me  an  icen  ftatue  at  the  pole. 
Where  winds  can't  carry,  and  where  waves  CMi 

roll; 
To  man,  to  greedy  man,  your  bard  prefen. 
White  foxes,  fables,  ermines,  cats,  and  bears,      | 
And  all  the  furry  monftcrs  Greenland  can  cili- 

hers. 
Or,  is  the  boon  too  great  for  gods  to  give  ? 
Recal  the  mighty  vord  that  bade  me  live: 
So.  in  the  dult  forever  fliall  I  rtiun 
That  worft  of  evils  that  affronts  the  fun, 
A  fool  whufe  crimes,  or  father's  have  madegter 
Spurning  true  genius  proflrate  at  hii  feet. 

ANACREON,  ODE  II.    IMITATED. 

TO  DAVIUS. 

Kind  indulgent  nature  gives 

Her  favours  to  each  thing  that  lives  ; 

Her  hand  impartial  envies  none, 

Each  fon  of  her's  an  only  fon. 

"   Her  gifts  are  various." — True,  indeed; 

But  various  is  each  creature's  need  ; 

Pride  and  tatters,  fcholars  claim; 

Blackhead's,  family  and  fame  ; 

City  coxcombs,  impudence ; 

l^loddiug  j>eafants,  common  fenfe  ; 

Statefmen,  promifes  ant',  lies; 

Sages,  cockle  fl)t;l!s  and  flies; 

Parfons,  gravity  of  lace. 

And  avarice,  that  laving  grace  ; 

Wit.s,  apd  bucks,  and  b'.ood«,  and  fmartr, 

Rags,  and  oaiht,  and  rtiffled  llnrts; 

And  all  Apollo's  flying  fellows, 

Laurel  crowns  and  em;)ty  bellies. 

In  (hort,  what  mortal  does  not  ibare 

Of  nature's  fond  maternal  care  .' 

Ev'n,  Bavins,  you,  whom  hardly  we 

Admit  her  offspring,  liardiy  fhe  ; 

(No  wouder,  certcs,  for  you  were 

Beholden  more  to  chaw.e  than  her)  : 

Yet  from  the  tender  matron  got 

W;tnt  of  car  and  llrength  oi  tliroat, 

Staring,  filly  ignorance. 

Nor  common,  nor  uncommon  fenfe. 
Go  on,  indu(*rious  chief  1  go  on; 

Firft  merit,  ai.d  then  wear  the  crown'. 

Another  itab  for  ay  fecures 

The  fpoils  of  murder'd  mules  yours. 

TO  MARTIN  WHITE,  ESQ^. 

Umtimely  death  too  oft  attends  the  brave; 
"  The  path  of  glory  leads  unto  the  grave," 
Too  oft,  when  war's  alarming  din  is  o'er, 
Want  waits  the  hero  on  his  natal  fliore ; 
And  what's  more  dreadful  to  a  gen'rous  miod 
Scorn,  from  the  bal'eft.  nae.tneft  of  matikind^ 


*  Of  Irlilton,  Lnnarkfliirc- 
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lut  kinder  fates  (and  kinder  fates  are  due), 
>,  cver-honour'd  White  1   diftinguiili  you  ; 
I'he  laurels  reap'd  by  Ganijes'  lacred  flow, 
n  all  their  verdure  ftill  adorn  your  brow  ; 
ieCpeffl  and  plenty  former  labours  crown, 
\nd  envy  mutters — They  are  fairly  won. 

ELEGIAC  BALLAD. 

The  fun  was  haft'ning  to  the  main  ; 
I    His  beamy  r<\diance  play'd 
[jpon  the  mountain's  tdge  ,  the  plain 
li   Confefs'd  a  deeper  Ihade. 

rhe  chant  of  birds,  from  vocal  groves, 
I    Harmonious  fwell'd  the  breeze  ; 
rhe  fhepherds  lung  their  rural  loves, 
And  all  around  was  peace. 

LVhen  on  a  bank,  where  purple  flow'rs 
[    With  bludiing  lultre  iTione  ; 
biflblv'd  in  woe,  thus  Sylvia  pours 
I    In  air  her  plaintive  moan. 

I'  Once,  downy-wing'd,  the  moments  ftolc 
I    Away,  with  headlels  flight , 
lA.nd  I'uns  would  warm  the  weftern  goal, 
1    Before  I  dream'd  of  night. 

Fo  range  the  mountain's  bloomy  fide, 
i    And  mark  whire  dailies  grew, 
jDrrull  with  art  the  meadow's  pride, 
!    Was  all  the  care  I  knew. 

pr  if  another  fliar'd  my  breafl:, 

It  was  by  Damon  led. 
To  leaich  ar  eve  the  linnet's  neft^ 

And  fee  t'ne  bow'rs  he  made. 

But,  fad  reverfe  1  I  now  forlorn 
I    Weep  out  the  live- long  day  ; 
leejoyieis  gleam  the  ruddy  morn, 
I    Joylefs  the  ev'ning  ray. 

iSTo  op'ning  bloffoms  braid  my  hair, 
i    Or  on  my  bofom  ihine  , 
STo  JJamon  deigns  t'we  name  of  fair, 
'    Prefling  his  lips  to  mine. 

iror.  ah  '.  by  cruel  guile-  milled, 
i    In  goardlc-fi  hour  I  f  11 ; 
ffhe  joys  oi  love  and  youth  are  fled, 
With  innocence  to  dwell. 

[Mo  beam  of  hope  illume^  my  foul. 

No  ray  or  (uture  blifs ; 
But  ev'ry  fun  muft  cheerlefs  roll, 

''    In  loi  row  black  as  this. 

I 

IDaiion  1   a  maid  whofe  beauties  bloorn 

U'.iUillied  by  a  crime. 
Shall  wipe  voiir  tears  for  Sylvia's  doom  ; 

And  tears  her  fate  may  claim  I 

i'et,  lovely  youth  1  when  in  the  grave, 

V\'here  foon  I'll  feek  for    .11. 
0,  bid  the  mournful  cyprefs  wave. 

To  (hade  my  ci ay-cold  brcaft  ! 

And,  mindful  ot  our  yiung  amours. 

Come  each  revolving  ye^r 
And  t\ro"   m)  ii!va-  rr,ipb  •  "h  dow'rs, 

Kpr  check  the  pitying  tec^r." 


TO  ARCHIBALD  HAMILTON,  ESC^» 

ON   Hit  MARRiACe  WITH   MIJS  DINWIDDJE  j". 

I  YIELD,  I  yield, 'twere  madneft  to  contend. 
When  moft  admire  you,  and  when  all  commend  I 
I  yield,  and  own,  whatever  fages  write, 
A  mulf.tude  for  once  have  judged  right. 

The  feeds  of  genius  nature  did  fupply, 
Their  growth  \vas  guided  by  a  parent's  eye; 
Nice  to  difccrn  and  lludious  to  improve, 
Each  aiodefl  wifh  he  rais'd  to  gen'ral  love; 
To  virtue  pointed  each  luxuriant  Ipray, 
Nor  coldly  fliow'd,  but  ardent  led  the  way. 
The  lire,  the  fon,  the  world  with  wonder  view, 
And  all  the  father  they  forefaw  in  you  : 
horclaw  that  generous  expanfe  of  foul. 
That  warm  benevolence,  which  gralps  the  whole  ; 
O'erlooks  d  itindlions  of  belief  or  race, 
.^nd  clofes  lyfl..ms  in  its  wide  embrace  ; 
Forel'aw  that  namelels  virtue,  little  known, 
Which  hears  another's  praife,  nor  feeks  its  own ; 
Confirms,  th'  applaulcs  grdteiul  hearts  bcftow, 
Grieves  at  no  joy,  nor  joys  at  any  woe  ; 
Forefaw,  in  embryo,  all  that  ever  can 
Give  grace  to  youth,  and  dignity  to  man ; 
The  godlike  truits  religion's  garden  yields, 
VV'hen  confcience  guides  the  knife  which  reafon 

wields. 
With  wonder  they  forefaw,  and  wond'ring  fee 
Each  worth  (if  worth  lb  p^rcat  can  greater  be) 
improv'd  in  kind,  and  heighten'd  in  degree. 

Such  virtue,  fpite  of  trial,  ilill  unquell'd. 
Benignant  Heav'n  with  gracious  eye  beheld; 
"  Shall  he  at  once  our  happy  manlions  tread, 
"  From  life's  low  cates  and  flelh's  fctteis  freed? 
"  Or  rather,  vc^ith  fome  kindred  fpirit  know 
"  All  that  can  be  conceiv'd  of  heav'n  below  ? 
"  'I'is  fix'd;   (and  who  fhall  queftioii  Heav'n's 

"  award}? 
"  Be  Alifs  Dinwiddic  his  divine  reward," 

Sure  virtue  fomehow  mixes  with  the  blood. 
Runs  in  a  line,  and  marks  whole  kindreds  good; 
Elfe,  whence  is  none  among  your  num'rous  fricndt 
But  to  hisanceftors  new  lultre  lends  ? 
Eife,  whence  were  yoti  and  your  accomplifh'd bride 
At  once  by  virtue  and  by  blood  ally'd  i" 

May  ev'ry  biefling,  each  domeltic  fweet, 
Concur  :o  crown  an  union  fo  complete ; 
May  ev'ry  moment,  as  it  pafTes  by, 
Difelofe  new  r;;ptures  t«  the  ardent  eye  ; 
May  years  revolving  ever  find  yoa  bleft. 
Your  profpecls  blooming,  and  your  joys  increas'd; 
fill  bounteous  Ficav'n  exhauft  its  ample  llore. 
And  mortal   >eaknefs  can  receive  no  more. 

Forgive  the  freedom  of  a  bard  unknown, 
Nor  chrck  hi-,  mounting  i'pirits  with  a  frown; 
Fain  would  he  faihion  his  unfutor'd  lays, 
'1  o  honour  virtue  with  deferved  praife  : 
But  fruitleis  prove  all  efforts  to  aroufe 
The  llfelefs  languor  o:  a  mourning  mufe ; 
His  genius  fcanty.,  and  but  fmall  his  Ikd], 
The  iall  m  merit,  but  the  firll;  in  will. 
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ON  MISS  ACNKS  SMITH  -. 


As  fome  fnir  flow'rct  on  a  lonely  vale, 
f  Jrows  falc'ly,  ftiadid  frum  racli  rougher  gale  ; 
l>Io  vagrant  hct  is  on  its  bofom  found  ;  ") 

Enamour'J  fairies  haunt  the  hallo^v'd  ground,    f 
Smelling  the  breeze  that  fprcads  its  virgni  IweetsT 
around.  J 

So  pure,  fo  Iwoct,  fo  lonely,  and  fo  fair, 
iMclinda  grows,  beneath  a  parent's  care; 
)  ;ilk  but  in  her  prtfciirc  thus  to  be,  T 

To  breathe  her  air,  and  all  her  charms  to  fee  :      > 
Had  angels  envy,  they  would  envy  mc.  3 

LINES  f 

By  WRITTEN   AT  EAMBURGH   CASTLX,T789. 
BY  ROBERT  ANDERSON,    M.  P. 

As  in  fome  vale,  remote  from  human  eye, 

Nurs'd  by  the  vernal  {howcr  and  genial  fky, 

Apriiiirolc  rears  its  unregarded  head, 

Beneath  the  fh'iker  of  fome  hawthorn  fhade, 

Unfcen,  its  unpolluted  bloom  dif])lays. 

And  wuflcs,  unheeded,  its  ambrofial  days; 

No  vagrant  wing  is  on  its  bcfoni  found  ; 

No  vagraat  foot  invades  the  lonely  ground; 

Tht  breeze,  cnamour'd  of  its  virgin  bloom, 

1-ans  its  fcquefter'd  brcalt,  and  breathes  its  fwcet 

pertlimc. 
So  pure,  fo  fweet,  fo  lonely,  and  fo  fair, 
Sophia  grows  beneath  fome  angel's  care  ! 
Sooth'd  by  the  balm  that  fea-boni  breezes  bring, 
When  zephyrs  fpoit  on  aromatic  wing; 
And,fafe!y  fbelter'd  from  the  wict'ry  blaff. 
That  fweep-,  I'-fiftlefs,  o'er  the  wat'ry  wafle, 
Grows  unregarded  on  this  rocky  fleep, 
That  (iverh.angs  th'  inhofpitable  deep, 
Echoing  the  muimur  of  the  furging  vavc. 
And  howling  \viiid3  that  o'er  the  world  of  vvatcrs 

rave  ! 

TO  MARTIN  WHITE,  ESQ^ 

Fond  the  attempt — in  mcafurc  meet  todrefs 

'J'he  various  features  of  your  various  biifs  ! 

To  m;ike  you  now  the  gard'ner's  garments  wear ; 

Now  follow  flowly  t!ic  laborious  fleer  ; 

Now  in  llcfperian  groves  tranfported  flray  ; 

Now  to  the  upland  wind  your  weary  way  : 

An  irkfonic  talk;  yet  tafleJefs were  the  wiglit 

Who  would  refufe  it  for  fo  fine  a  Cght ; 

Around  in  various  perfpeflive  arife 

Woods,  liver?;,  mountaifts,  cottages,  and  ikies. 

Her  choiceft  gilts  to  you  Pomona  yields. 
And  Indian  harvells  whiten  o'er  your  fields; 
Not  richer  crops  by  (janges'  lacred  tide 
.Reap  Brama's  fons,  than  grace  the  banks  of  Clyde. 

Nor  be  the  labour  of  the  ax  forgot, 
Nor  the  Icaft  fhriib  that  Ihades  the  charming  fpot; 
'J'rees  pil'.d  on  trees  defend  the  haj-py  feat, 
"  It-,  fummcr's  fbndow,  and  its  winter's  heat." 

What  yet  remains  to  make  you  fully  blefl., 
To  flill  the  cravings  of  a  feeling  breull  ? 


*   Daiiphtfr   r/"  ilT;-.    Hugh    Smith    of  CarnivatL. 
Sl.i  d\td  of  J  ccnfiini^tioii  in  1771. 
■}■  Imitated  from  th^  foieg^ing  veifci^ 


The  lovely  confort,  fecial  nnd  fercn?. 
Deep  read  in  books,  nor  of  her  reading  vain: 
Yet  not  from  books  is  choiceft  knowledge  dravr 
llntutor'd  thought  oft  more  than  learning  can- 
Nor  yet  on  learning's  tow'ring  branches  grow, 
The  fittefl  garland  for  a  female  brow ; 
Minerva's  art^  all  (<thcr  arts  excel, 
'I  o  net  with  grace,  and  ply  the  needle  well ; 
With  niceft  care  the  filmy  thread  to  dfiw ; 
Diredl  the  maids,  and  give  the  dairy  law  ; 
See  that  clean  hands  tlie  curdling  liquid  prefs, 
And  mould  to  various  forms  the  churn's  incrcaf 
Yet  cv'n  thefe  houfcwife  arts,  though  great,  wcr- 

vain, 
Did  not  good-nature  follow  in  the  train;       [car 
It  follows! — Mark  that   brow  unwreaih'd  wi:. 
None  but  the  gcntleft  paflions  harbour  there  I 
So  kind  hrr  look,  fo  temper'd  with  rcferve. 
We  hope  her  love,  yet  wifti  moft  to  dcfervc ; 
Ever  the  fame,  no  forms  can  difcompofc, 
The  chaife's  rattle,  nor  tlie  brufh  of  clothes; 
With  the  lame  cafe  fhc  welcomes  ev'ry  guefl. 
But  lliU  the  wortiiieft  is  receiv'd  the  bcfc. 

Lucklefs  the  wight,  however  great  her  chanr.'^ 
Who  takes  a  b4rrcn  niiftrefs  to  hi«  arms ! 
Cold  are  the  pleafures  of  the  nuptial  bed, 
That  never  afk  I^ucina's  friendly  aid  ; 
Though  fortune  fliould  all  other  gifts  beflow, 
Thefe  very  gifts  would  but  incrcafe  hi?  woe  ; 
"  What,  fhail  a  ftranger  reap  thefe  fertile  fields.* 
"  An  alien  gather  wiiat  nay  garden  yields  .' 
"  S«me  Ihabby  coufin,fcarcely  known  by  name, 
"   Flaunt  in  my  clothes,  and  propagate  my  fliame !" 
Eut  h.appy  he,  who  in  his  warm  embrace 
Clafps  the  fair  mother  of  a  lovely  race; 
His  joys  are  ever  growing,  ever  new— 
And  glad  am  I  that  happy  man  arc  you  ! 

See,  fondly  playful,  hanging  by  her  fide. 
The  f^ither's  darling,  and  the  mother's  pride, 
Kind-hearted  Hany,  forni'd  for  calmer  life 
Than  the  bar's  buflle,  or  the  foldier's  Arife  ; 
For  private  friendfliips  form 'd,  and  virtuous  love. 
And  all  the  native  pafTions  of  the  grove. 
But  yet  perhaps  revolving  years  may  trace 
On  eacii  loft  fearure  a  more  panly  grace, 
And  then  his  father's  footflcps  he  may  fill, 
And  Milton's  owner  be  a  hero  flill. 

See  Betfey,  carelefs  of  her  growing  charms, 
Hug  puffy,  purring  peaceful  in  her  arms; 
Arms  that,  when  foaie  important  years  are  run, 
Shall  blefs  fo:r.e  hero,  or  fome  hero's  fon. 

Afide,  in  filent  mufe,  fee  Tommy  ftands, 
Dooni'd  from  his  birth  to  vifit  foreign  land? : 
A  flurdy  boy,  undaunted,  void  of  fear, 
Dreading  alike  a  faggot  and  a  fpcar; 
Frank  as  a  foldier,  hdneft  as  a  tar, 
Equally  fitted  for  the  lea  or  war. 

What,  little  Martin  !  can  be  faid  of  thee  ? 
A  ftranger  1  to  thee,  and  thou  to  mc  ! 
May  Harry's  virtues  animate  thy  breaft, 
And  then  thy  father  niuft  be  fully  bleft. 

Thus  I,  cnamour'd  of  my  theme,  purfue 
A  talk  my  gratitude  prcfciib'd — not  you-.— 
Should  any,  too  fcvere,  deride  my  ftra'ins, 
And  think  yod  poorly  paid  lot  all  your  pains, 
Tell  them  (perhaps  they'll  mind  it  while  they  liveV 
"Fwas  all 'a  grateful  dying  bard  could  give.  •' 

AfrillT]!.  -        . 
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DAMON;  OR,  THE  COMPLAINT. 

I  BY  ROBERT  ANDERSON,  M.  D. 

5rey  twilight  had  hegun  her  dufky  reign, 
/eiling  the  glories  of  the  vernal  year, 
When  from  the  village,  his  frequented  walk, 
r'enfive  and  flow,  the  youthful  Damon  ftray'd, 
Along  the  windings  of  his  native  flream. 

His  downcafl  vilage,  clouded,  pale,  and  wan, 
ronfefs'd  a  bofom  pierc'd  with  phiing  woe  ; 
rhe  jocund  look,  the  joyous  fmile,  were  fled. 
Fled  the  rapt  eye  that  fpoke  the  ibcial  foul : 
Silence  he  fought — and  his  woe-deafen'd  ear, 
Long  unaccullom'd  to  the  melting  voice 
Qf  mirth  and  gay  feftivity,  was  wont 
I'o  court  the  murmur  of  the  falling  flream, 
And  liil  attentive  to  the  breeze  of  eve  ; 
While  many  a  figh  Ibbb'd  from  his  penfive  brcaft. 
And  many  a  murmur  mutter'd  from  his  tongue. 
And  ever  and  anon  the  big  round  drop, 
Unconfcious,  trickled  from  his  tearful  eye. 

Onward  his  fbep  had  negligently  fliay'd. 
To  where  the  flream  with  deeptr  murmur  flow'd, 
Incellant  rufhing  o'er  a  pebbly  bed. 
There  the  pale  gloom,  the  lonely  rolling  flream, 
The  awful  horrors  of  the  waving  wood, 
Infpir'd  his  foul  with  a  congenial  dread. 
And  rous'd  the  fecret  forrows  of  his  mind  : 
lie  flop'd — he  gaz'd — Jie  tore  his  floiving  hair, 
He  bar'd  his  bofom  to  the  dewy  breeze. 
And  wildly  heaving  his  diflemper'd  breafl. 
In  wc>:ful  accents  brcath'd  this  mournful  tale. 

"  Forlorn,  dejedled,  haplefs,  here  I  roam  ! 
No  friendly  hand  to  guide  my  wand'ring  ilep. 
No  kindly  gleam  to  ligKt  my  onward  way, 
No  feeling  heart  to  fhare  my  piercing  grief, 
Or  fhed  the  balm  of  confolation  mild ! 
O,  filent  night !  extend  thy  peaceful  gloom  ; 
Enwrap  my  mufnig  melanclioly  head; 
Shade  all  the  horrors  of  my  painful  heart, 
And  take,  O  !  kindly  take,  my  riftng  fighs. 

"  Propitious  fortune  fmil'd  not  on  my  birth. 
No  lineal  honours  grac'd  my  lov.'ly  name; 
Remote  from  greatnefs  and  luxurious  eafe. 
The  pomp  of  grandeur,  and  the  pride  of  wealth, 
My  youth  was  rear'd  in  folirude  obfcurc. 
And  partial  nature  crowii'dmy  humble  lot 
With  love  alone  ! — In  vacancy  of  mind. 
For  ever  then  my  lightfome  Ijiirits  flow'd, 
Obfequious  dancing  to  the  plcafing  call 
Of  laughing  hope,  tranquillity,  and  eafe  : 
The  morn  \mclouded  fled  ferene  away, 
In  friendly,  focial,  heart-exulting  joy  ; 
The  blooming,  modeft,  rofy-fmiiing  look ; 
The  eafy,  arclefs,  imafletfted  grace 
Of  fpotlefs  beauty  ;  the  enchanting  glance 
Of  iimple  virtue,  innocence,  and  love. 
Shone  ever  radiant  on  the  evening  hour  ! 

"  Say  then,  when  proflrate  on  the  humble  earth 
Was  e'er,  O  heav'u  !  my  voice  imploring  rais'd 
To  thee  for  honour,  wealth,  or  gaudy  fame  ? 
From  my  warm  heart  did  e'er  one  murmur  flow, 
'Gainfl  the  fair  form  of  that  unerring  law 
Which  fways  my  being  with  myfterious  rule  ? 
No ;  rather,  did  not  calm  contentment  lull 
Each  riring  wifh  ?  or  if  one  wifh  efcap'd, 
Its  frail  ambition  fought  no  higher  boun. 
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Than,  fafely  fhelter'd  in  rny  native  vftle, 
Remote,  obfcure,  inglorious,  and  unknown. 
That  Jailing  love  might  crown  my  peaceful  night. 
And  Sylvia  gladden  all  my  days  with  joy. 

Burlt,    burft,    my    heart  ! — rcgardlefs  Heav'n 
averfe, 
Defpis'd  my  humble  pray'r  !--The  modctl  rofe 
That  early  blolTom'd  on  her  vermile  chtek. 
And,  op'nins;,  promifed  a  future  (lovv'r. 
To  fmile  delightful  many  a  fummer  fun. 
At  guilt's  fell  touch,  all  withered  and  wan, 
Droops  its  pale  head,  and  fades  away  forlorn  ! 

But  let  me  not  impiety  to  gui't 
Prefumptuous  add,  and  caufelefs  charge  on  Heav'n 
The  wicked  purpofe  and  the  perverfe  deed  1 
Why  (liould   a  worm,  with  daring  breath,  pre-: 

fume 
To  blame  the  courfe  of  ever-myftic  pow'rs  ? 
And  ])rideful  fwelling  on  the  feeble  jjlume 
Of  reptile  reafon,  fcreen  with  cobweb  veil 
This  facred  truth, — that  Providence  ii  juft  ? 
No — It  was  pride,  that  tow'ring  foar'd  aloft, 
ArousM  misfortune — who  with  frigid  touch 
Bcnumb'd  its  wings,  and  roU'd  it  in  the  duft  1 

But  why — ah,  whither  roves  licentious  thought? 
Still  rebel  pafhons  rule  my  madding  ibul  '. 
Still  ftrays  my  heart  1 — though  ever  on  my  ear,  . 
Soft-breathing  from  the  l.ps  of  hallowed  Truth 
And  heav'n-defcendtd  Reafon,  fweetly  low, 
Thele  lage  dilfuafive  accents  feem  to  fay  :  — 
"  Go,  take  a  manly  courage  to  your  bread, 
"  Nor  Itray,  fad  forrowing,  by  the  lonely  flream  j 
"  See,  art  and  fcience  fpread  their  graieful  (lore, 
"  And  all  the  mules  ail  their  fweets  difjilny, 
"   And  court  you,  lieck'ning  to  their  tuneful  cell: 
"  Forego  the  dear  delights  of  early  love, 
"  Unhallow'd  by  the  fair  efteem  of  virtue  ; 
"  And  learn  that  lore  divine,  the  bounteous  poTr'rs, 
"  Beftow,  to  blefs  the  fav'rite  fons  of  earth." 

I  come,  ye  gentle  monitors  !  I  come  1 
But,  ere  I  go,  permit  this  tender  figh, 
This  fwelling  tribute  of  a  parting  tear  : 
The  hour  will  come,  when,  funk  in  filent  reft, 
My  heart  will  ceafe  to  beat,  m,y  eyes  to  weep. 
And  claim  the  pious  drop  I  now  bellow. 

*'  I  rave,  I  rave  1   the  doleful  hour  draws  nigh' 
Already  dire  afRidlion  faps  my  frame  ; 
IVIy  vitals  languifli,  all  my  pow'rs  decay  : 

''  I  leave  you,  Sylvia  '.  ne'er  remember  me  ; 
Forget,  when  I  lie  mould'ring  in  the  grave. 
How  much  1  lov'd  you,  or  how  much  I  mourn 'd. 
In  rural  eafe  and  calm  retirement  bleii'd, 
Haply  fome  wealthier,  happier  youth  may  'njoy. 
In  after-time,  what  fate  denies  to  me  : 
But  ceafe  the  figh  to  heave,  the  wifli  to  breathe, 
Again  to  wander  through  the  guileful  rounds 
Of  falliion,  folly,  vanity,  and  vice  '. 
May  love,  eileem,  fair  truth,  and  focial  joy, 
Attend  you  peaceful  through  the  vale  of  life  ; 
iVIay  Heav'n,  benignant,  fmile  on  all  your  ways. 
And  virtue  light  you  blamelefs  to  your  grave  1 
"  'Tis  there  we'll  meet : — 'Tis  there  one  com-= 
men  fate 
Will  mix  our  alhes  in  one  common  duft  '. 
I  go  before  '.—-I  wafte— -I  die  apace  I 
Farewell,  ye  wilds  !  and  thou  fequefter'd  ftream 
The  fecret  witnefs  of  my  vs.:oe,  farewell  I 
F  i  iiij 
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And  thou,  for  whom  I  liv'd.  for  whom  I  die, 
Sylvia,  fiircwell:  and  all  the  world,  adieu  I"' 

ALEXIS  : 

OR,  THE  CONSTANT  LOVER.  A  TALE. 

Is  there  who  fcorns  a  ronflant  lovir?  here 
1  claim  his  cemurc,  :ind  demand  hisfnetr; 
'J  hat  thing  am  I,  and  bold  cnoni^h  to  own, 
AMiere  once  I  hx  my  love.  I  ftill  love  on; 
Svvay'd  by  no  .iccidentb  of  coy,  or  kind, 
WitJi   all  my  llrength,    my' heart,  my   foul,  my 
mind 

In  anno  fixty (Four  years  a^o), 

My  li:it.  ods  mo  '.   wa-i  th'n  a  very  bem  ; 
No  llif;ai5  ha.l  yH  ciirtailM  its  Cv.piousbnm, 
Nor  gray. -^roat  drcU'er  fpoil'd  its  wehed  trim  ; 
My  face  iHure  (my  face  it  then  could  hide), 
JBencath  its  fliadow  fun  and  wind  defy'd  : 
My  lij's  no  paly  fr iirfs,  no  blitleri  knew. 
Anil  each  plump  cheek  prefcrv'd  its  native  hue. 

In  fixty (about  this  very  time, 

The  meadows  and  my  iiatwere  in  their  prime), 

I  faw  my  Betfcy  tirfl,  a  rrrappip-T  laCs, 

Nor  quite  a  beauty,  ind  not  quiie  an  afs; 

Her  feet,  though  rlumfy,  and  her  ancles  more, 

Silk  nioes  itton'd  fur,  for  filk  flioes  (lie  woie  }  ' 

J'erhi'.ps  above  fome  fanlts  might  too  be  fpy'd. 

If  aught  can  be  a  fault  that  fringes  hide  ;' 

The  napkin  floating  white,  like  morning  fnow, 

Madf  large  amends  for  what  was  dun  below  • 

And  the  fair  pendants  glitt'ring  in  her  tar, 

Conceal'd  the  diit,  if  dirt  indeed  was  therg  : 

If  mufic's  fweetnefs  flow  'd  not  from  her  tongue, 

Nor  Philomela  warblfd  as  flie  funs;; 

Yet  was,  I  ween,  her  voice  both  flirill  and  loud, 

And  well  could  quell  a  kitchen's  ev'ning  crowd; 

'•'he  laughter's  giggle,  and  the  lauj^h'd  at's  pout, 

Struck  with  the  ibund  fublime,  alike  were  mute: 

Ev'n  pots  and  gridirons,  if  a  word  (he  \\y^.\-x^ 

Felt  thrilling  tremors  to  their  centre  (Iiake. 

I  faw,  I  blufli'd,  and  (mark,  my  h;;t  wawicw'i, 

To  a  kind  i  urt'fy  made  as  kind  a  bow  ; 

Some  diftant  words,  then  complinaentb  enfu'd  ■ 

I  wrote  divinely,  flie  divinely  few'd  : 

Then  whip,  ere  either  minded  where  we  were, 

J  grew  a  lad  of  parts,  and  flie  grew  fair, 

"  I  never  fpent  fo  pleafantly  an  hour;'' 

And,  "  Ma'am  \  I  ne'er  was  proud  of  praife  be- 

"  fore." 
"  Sir,  was  it  really  you  the  ft  nnet  wrote  ? 
"  Such   beauty.   Ma'am,     can    rail'e    the   flatteft 

•'  thought." 
"  A  coijy.  Sir  :"— "  'Tis  at  your  fervice,  JTa'am." 
"  And  i(  you  pie.afc.  Sir,  let  it  have  your  name." 
Such  was  our  firft,  our  fecret  interview 
Such  virtue  has  a  welted  hat,  when  new  '. 

Though  dark  and  gfoomy  was  my  lonely  hall; 
Though  rotten  was  the  roof,  and  rent  the  wall  ; 
Thou|'h  nothing  it  contain'd  of  human  ufe, 
But  bilk  and  feeble  was  each  hungry  moufe  • 
So  Uni:.  fo  feeble,  they  had  fiirely  died, 
Had  not  pay  hooks  life's  ebbing  ftieam  fupply'd  : 
Yet  ever  after,  inorniiig,  eve,  and  noon. 
Its  humble  floor  was  fweep'd  with  Mira's  gown. 
May,  fcarce  an  hour  but  from  the  fpider's  haunt 
She  wanted foinething,  or  v.oiUd  fccm  to  waut 


(The  fp'dor's  haunt  my  hail,  nor  n.imcd  v.-rorg, 
And  vulgar  Bcfs  was  .Mira  ftjll  in  fong). 
In  eafy  Lpfc  ourmonunti  onward  roU'd, 
She  j^nw  more  yielding,  and  I  grew  more  bold  ; 
The  check,  the  hand  fuhdu'J,  but  fan  my  fire, 
Still  !iij:hcr  feats  I  niedit.dc,  an<l  higher : 
The  lip.,  capitulate,  I  ftoiin  ththicaft; 
But  Honour's  manly  counfel  fav'd  the  rcA  : 
Vet  what  by  day  he  impudence  had  dctm'd. 
With  fame  unhlcmifli'd  wc  in  darknefs  drcam'd. 

Think  not,  licentious  profligates  profane! 
F  mean  to  warm  you  with  a  wanton  ftrain; 
Pure  as  Clyde's  cryftal  fliall  my  numbers  flow, 
in  all  the  native  innocence  of  woe! 
Hail,  vrgin  goddefs  of  the  flreaming  eye  ! 
\\  iio  thetr  my  foliinde  v  iih  manV  a  ligh  ; 
M'ho  flicd  your  foftcft  influence  on  my  head. 
And  drive  foul  pafllion  from  thy  cyprtfs  fltadc; 
My  friend,  my  folc  companion,  and  my  queen! 
l.ift  of  my  fong!  whicli  elfe  had  lifckfs  been; 
Hail  to  your  dark  domain  :  your  kingdom  come, 
And  wrap  all  nations  in  one  friendly  gloom: 
.So  ftiall  rude  riot  wholly  difappear. 
Nor  fotil-moiith'd  J(»lly  wound  themodcfl  car; 
T  he  ralce  with  wonder  feci  each  wiiT.  refine, 
And  cv'i  y  breaft  be  innocent  as  mhie. 
Vcs,  it  is  innocent;  dejecting  woe 
So  found  it,  and  I  trufl  will  leave  it  fo  : 
Ev'n  Mira,  cruel,  fuithlefs  as  flit  is, 
Will  do  me  juilice,  and  acknowledge  tJiis. 
Mira  !  that  word  reculs  my  wand 'ring  fong. 
Arid  points  to  days  when  my  old  hat  was  young; 
Wiieii  ail  was  rapture,  and  the  bcaidlefs  baid 
To  city  fops  and  country  fquircs  prefcn'd. 

But  nothing  under  heav'n  i.s  conftant  found; 
For  ceafclels  rolls  the  wheel  of  fortune  round  : 
Now  (land  we  trembling  on  tlie  top,  and  now 
The  Ipw  is  lofty,  and  the  lofty  low! 
This  uftful  IcfTon  v.hat  I  tell  will  teach, 
.A.  truth  old  hats,  as  well  as  Plato,  jireach. 

O,  luft  of  wealth !  what  evils  fpring  from  tjiec! 
A  ciirfe  to  all,  a  double  curfe  to  r.ie  ; 
The  term  drew  nigh,  and  frugal  w'as  thefqaire, 
I  would  have  rais'd,  he  would  not  raife  my  hire  • 
V^th  hcurt-fcit  grief  I  faw  my  coat  decay,  * 

My  only  coat  grew  barer  ev'ry  day; 
My  breeches  too  the  taylor's  art  fuipafl, 
I'afl:  as  he  fcw'd,  they  ran  to  rags  as  fafl : 
Autumn's  bleak  luin.s  defccnd— where'er  J  ^q 
Water  and  dirt  at  once  pervade  my  flioe  :      *"  ' 
A  father's  fears  I  for  my  ftockings  feel, 
i\r\A  hang  in  forrow  o'er  ea-h  hjplefs  heel; 
Diftant,  far  diJlant,  from  a  fifter's  care, 
Aly  flockiiigs,  n<w  a  iolitary  pair  ! 
ATy  hzt  and  vcfl,  though  decent,  full,  I  faid, 
Mufl  too  decay,  as  others  lave  decav'd  \ 
Terrefirial  is  thtir  birth,  and,  loon  or  late, 
T.rreftrial  hats  and  vefts  mufl  yidd  to  fate  ! 
Tune,  ever  hurrying,  brings  the  period  on,  " 
V  hen  this  fliall  tuin  to  nigs,  and  that  be  brown. 

Cotifider,  .Sir  (I  faid  with  de/ereiice  due), 
T!-.e  fum  of  all  my  fervices  to  you  ; 
The  tedious  days  in  clofe  confinement  fpent : 
With  all  the  humble  patience  of  a  faint ; 
The  boys  were  reftlefs,  and  the  nurfery  near, 
But  did  their  roarings  ever  reach  your  ear  ." 
Or  did  the  fwollen  eye  and  blubbcr'd  chctlj 
Ever  iJie  ri^'our  cf  my  tribe  bcfpcuk .' 
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>fo,Heaven  can  witncfs,  gentle  was  my  rule ; 

jrhat  of  a  drawing-room,  and  not  a  fchool. 

jConfidcr  then,  nor  blame  me  if  I'm  free, 

|How  coarfe  my  fare  has  been,  liow  fmall  my  fee  ! 

!l  never  drank  what  for  your  ufc  was  brew'd, 

|Nor  was  one  offal  from  your  plate  my  food  ; 

irhe  barky  of  your  fields  fupplied  my  bread ; 

The  water  of  your  well  my  thiril  allay'd ; 

lAnd  then  my  wages— fo  exceeding  poor, 

j'i'he  meanell  fcullion  in  your  houlc  has  more: 

rrii    'Virnle--  I  might  bear,  tlie  latter  too, 

ijf  all  my  clothes  would  lafl  forever  new  : 

;if  hta  ..a  with  hoofs  would  harden  either  foot, 

And  fhag  me  o'er  witli  an  immortal  fuit. 

13ut  Sir,  you  fee  (with  that  I  turn'd  me  round) 

This  body  can't  be  cover'd  with 

For  other — it  will  not  do  for  lefs — 

i  might  afford  a  pretty  decent  drefs; 

Might  yet  a  ftudent  among  Undents  fhine. 

Nor  with  my  rags  affront  the  favouring  Nine : 

I'hink  not  my  fhabbincfs  of  mean  concern, 

If  I  be  Ihabby,  will  the  children  learn  ? 

No ;  be  affur'd  Sir,  every  grewing  rent 

jGrows  certain  ruin  to  my  government : 

I'he  hour  will  come, — nay  'tis  already  here, 

;When  they  will  fcorn  the  man  they  fhould  revere, 

jVVill  flily  draw  each  beggar-patch  afide, 

lAnd  moll  expofc  what  moft  I  wifh  to  hide. 

Thus  1  lubmifs — 'Squire  Fufcus  anfwer'd  fierce, 

i'  You  and  your  favouring  Nine  may , 

I"  Take  the  old ,  and  welcome  ;  but  if  not, 

'  Go  and  be i  wont  advance  a  grt^at." 

i    Rous'd  into  rage,  I  dropp'd  the  deference  due, 

|And  all  the  fcholar  open'd  to  my  view; 

Below  my  notice,  Sir,  I  fcorn  debate. 

Though  made  ray  malfer  by  the  frown  of  fate. 

Gods !  let  my  poverty  for  ever  laft; 

Each  coming  day  add  forrow  to  the  pafl : 

Let  labour  bend  me  o'er  his  heavy  fpade  ; 

[Woe's  cup  be  mine,  and  mine  affliftion's  bread  ; 

jBut  never  riches  to  my  pray'rs  impart. 

And  in  your  wrath  deny  a  gcn'rous  heart. 

I    This  faid,  I  fcornful  from  the  fquire  withdrew. 

Nor  fear'd  the  furly  terrors  of  his  brow ; 

'My  books  1  bundled  up  without  delay, 

iNor  could  ev'n  Mira's  tears  command  my  flay  : 

''  Dear,  lovely  maid  !  my  race  of  blifs  is  run  ; 

I'  Heav'n  bids  us  part;  tlie  will  of  Heav'n  be  done: 

"  Though  joy  Ihall  never  light  my  mornings  more, 

'  Norfooth  my  flumbers  in  the  filent  hour; 

'  Yet  fliall  feme   gleams  of  comfort  touch  my 

"  mind, 
'  To  thiiik  you  once  were  faithful,  once  were 

"  kind. 
i'  Farewell !  and,  oh  !  may  ev'ry  pow'r  above 
I'  That  hnil'd  propitious  on  our  riling  love, 
'  With  ev'ry  blefTmg,  ev'ry  good  reward, 
'  Your  gen'rousfriendfhip  for  a  fricndlefs  bard." 
I  weeping  faid,  and  grafp'd  her  to  my  breaft, 
While  broken  fobs  and  kifles  fpoke  the  rcll. 
"  Fare^rell,  Alexis!— mull  I  fay  farewell 
'  To  him  I've  ever  lov'd,  and  lov'd  fo  well ! 
'  Farewell !  fince  thus  my  cruel  flars  ordain  ; 
*  Stars  ftill  tcgardlcfg  of  a  lover's  pain  : 
'  But  by  the  mem'ry  of  this  lafl  embrace, 
'  Our  nights  of  rapture,  and  our  days  of  blifs; 
'  By  the  immortal  fervour  of  your  lays, 
'  And  ev'ry  monument  of  Mira's  praife ; 
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"  When  ravilh'd  from  thefc  arms,  I  know  not"J 
"  where,  I 

"  Beware,  thy  weeping  R/Iira  bids  beware  !  r 

"  Of  wit's  enchantment,  and  of  beauty's  fnare  ;  j 
"  Bethink  thee  of  thy  vows  of  cndlefs  love, 
"  Thefe  vows  now  regiller'd  in  heav'n  above  ; 
"  And  ere  the  fubtlc  fyrens  lay  their  lure, 
"  Prevent  its  malice,  and  apply  the  cure  : 
"  Thus  fhalt  thou,  after  various  fortunes  pall, 
"  Come  undcbauchcd  to  my  bed  at  lafl : 
"  Thine  is  my  heart,  and  thine  my  hand  fhall  be, 
"  IVIy  life,  my  happinefs,  depends  on  thee !" 
Such  were  her  words. — Philofopher  fevcre  ! 
Thou  hard  of  credit,  and  of  captious  ear ! 
.■siay,  would'fl  thou,  in  the  wifdom  of  thy  youth, 
Have  fought  a  Sorites  to  prove  their  truth? 
If  fo,  indeed  a  very  fage  thou  art. 
And  triple  adamant  environs  thy  heart ; 
With  praifes  due  thy  prudence  I  commciui ; 
Hut  may'fl  thou,  Zcno  !  never  be  my  friend. 
For  me,  with  all  my  weaknefles  content, 
.Soon  as  I  heard,  as  loon  I  gave  alTent ; 
The  fighs  and  tears  that  with  each  word  increas'd 
Were  demonflration  to  a  feeling  breaft. 

M^hat  pity,  Heav'n!  the   morn  of  all  thoa'll 
miidc, 
The  radiant  image  of  thy  Harry  head  ; 
V\  hat  pity  woman,  woman  lb  divine  ! 
Should  want  a  will  immutable  as  thine  ; 
Then  through  our  groves  vi'ould  plaints  of  falfe- 

hood  ceafe, 
And  rills,  unfwell'd  with  forrow,  feek  the  feas  ; 
Each  gale  on  lighter  pinions  fcour  the  Ikies, 
Norfv.'eat  beneath  a  load  of  groans  and  f:ghs. 
Paflion  their  counfcilor,  and  whim  their  guide. 
Their  friends  and  fav'rites,  vanity  and  pride  ; 
No  wonder  women,  angels  as  they  feem. 
This  jull  now  fit,  unfit  next  mom.ent  deem  • 
No  wonder  Mira,  with  each  grace  adorn'd, 
A  day,  one  tedious  day  my  abfence  raourn'd  ; 
A  day,  one  tedious  day,  refolv'd  to  keeo 
Her  vows  ;  but  lofi:  thtm  with  htr  morning's  flees. 

Spruce  from  the  city  came  a  gaudy  wight, 
Kis  hat  was  finer,  and  his  hands  more  white  ; 
A  fofter  tinge  each  lickly  feature  Ipread, 
Crifp'd  were  the  hoary  honours  of  his  head; 
A  gilt  fluff  trembled  in  his  feeble  hand. 
To  .him  a  fluff,  to  me  it  were  a  wand  ; 
He  came,  he  bow'd  ;  than  me  he  better  bow'd; 
Nay,  bent  the  knee  ;  and  bend  it  well  he  cou'd ' 
She  fmil'd,  Ihe  curtfy'd;  and,  (alas,  alas! 
That  I  fhould  live  to  fmg  lb  fad  a  cafe  !) 
She  granted  ev'ry  favour  in  an  hour, 
That  coll  me  many  months  to  gain  before  ! 

A  woman  once  inconllant's  always  fo  ; 
One  bounvl'ry  broke,  no  other  bounds  thev  know: 
Thus  Iheep,  if  once  they  break  the  turf-built  fold. 
No  whins  can  fcare  them,  and  no  dikes  can  hold.' 

The  coxcomb  Florio,  fo  prim,  io  neat. 
Soon  Ihar'd  his  clumfy  ragged  rival's  fate  ; 
Out-bov.'d,  out-kneel'd,^by  one  of  ru[lic  garb. 
Who  fnapt  to  feize  the  bait,  but  feiz'd  the  bar'n  ; 
Long  pin'd  in  thinner  air  the  foolifii  filh, 
To  gain  hi.^  Ihelt'ring  mud  was  all  his  widi ; 
Once  more  below  his  lunlefs  bank  to  lie. 
In  lifllcfs,  lazy,  loitering  apathy. 
In  vain  !  when  Mira  ev'd'the  ufelefs  prey, 
i'AX  on  the  fliore  ihe  flung  the  thing  away. 
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Irkfomc  the  taflc,  and  tedious  were  the  talc, 
Words  would  grow  fcarcc,  and  pen  and  ink  would 

fail ; 
Nay,  life's  fhort  period  hardly  would  fuffice. 
To  give  the  fiim  of  her  inconftiincii  s. 
Yet  iliil  1  love  her ;  do  I  what  1  will, 
.Some  magic  infliunce  attrads  inc  ftill  ; 
Attraifls  nic  Ibil,  and  with  a  force  as  flrong 
As  when  my  hat,  my  welted  hat  was  young : 
Elfe,  why  ihti'c  fij^hs  that  lahour  in  my  bread, 
That  fci:k  for  VL-nt,  and  wilh  to  be  exprcfl  ? 
Soon  as  1  reach  my  t'olitary  hall, 
Yc  lighs  hurll  forth  !   ye  ttary  torrents  fall ! 
There  no  rude  Iwain  fiiall  mork  your  tenHir  moan; 
Your  lovely  forrow  fuits  with  love  alone. 
Sijii.  6.  1771. 

SONNET. 

FAREWELt.,  diflurher  of  my  reft, 

Succelj  lei',  love  !  adieu  ; 
With  hopes,  and  jfjaloufies,  and  fears. 

And  all  your  happy  crew. 

Farewell,  the  mournful  midnight  lay. 

The  elegy  of  woe  ! 
And  all  the  difmal  ditties,  fung 

By  Medwan's  mazy  flow. 

Hail,  fcher  dulnefs  !  ever  hail. 

My  only,  lalt  relief! 
Thy  ferious  Ions  in  peace  repofe, 

InfenCble  of  grief ! 

No  fludied  harmony  of  found 

Their  pafiions  e'er  refin'd  ; 
Kor  melting  melody  of  v/oe 

E'er  touch'd  their  callous  mind. 

Alike  to  thzm,  when  nature's  call 

Ferments  their  boiling  blood, 
Whether  Belinda  fmile  or  not ; 

Another  is  as  good. 

The  various  ills  of  love  and  life. 

The  thinking  only  know; 
And  fenfibility  is  join'd 

Eternally  with  woe. 

At  f.rft,  the  little  ills  of  love 

]\Ty  bofom  hardly  wrung  ; 
But  lo  !  they  gather'd  fcrength,  and  grew 

Important  as  1  fung. 

Thus,  under  a  pliyfician's  care. 

Intent  on  fune  and  fees. 
The  titubation  of  a  pulfe 

Incrcafes  to  diieafe. 

He  talks  in  all  the  terms  of  ar^. 

And  wags  his  mydic  head  ; 
While  patients  tremble  for  their  life. 

And  think  they're  really  bad. 


TO  MISS 


BY    ROBERT    ANDERSON,    M.  D. 

I.KT  gentle  youths  diffolve  in  am'rous  fires, 
And  breathe  in  melting  lays  their  foft  dcfires; 
With  fonjsof  wit,  and  fonncts  void  of  care. 
Clay  as  their  hopes,  and  as  their  hearts  finccrc ; 
To  fpotlefs  charms  unfailing  trophies  raife, 
Of  real  love  and  undilTemblcd  j  raifc . 
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Be  theirs  the  blefhngs  ihry  deferve  lo  prove. 

The  garland  gather'd  from  the  myrtle  grove ; 

The  gracious  glance  of  condefcending  maids; 

Love  long  to  Lll,  and  fame  that  never  fadea  . 

lor  thtm  may  Venus  light  the  genial  bed, 

By  hallow'd  Hymen  honourable  made; 

And  crown  th'  embrace  of  many  wedded  years 

With  gen'rous  fons,  to  emulate  their  fires; 

Like  them  be  bled  with  all  their  wiflics  crave,         1 

A  parent's  joy,  and  age's  honour'd  grave.  | 

lar  other  hopes  my  haplcls  bread  mlpire; 
Far  other  themes  demand  the  mufe's  fire  !  I 

With  me  the  dear  rewards  of  love  are  o'tr;  t 

For  me  the  myrtle  garlands  bloom  no  more  !  | 

In  chcerlefs  darknels  finks  the  diining  fccne,  ' 

Where. (oft  affttflion  held  htr  early  reign  ;  j 

And  chade  enjoyment  died  her  condant  ray,  j 

To  light,  with  radiance  mild,  my  years  away  !        j 

Oft,  as  unfcen,  I  feek  the  diady  grove,  < 

Scenes  of  young  joy,  and  haunts  of  early  love ; 
The  painted  meadow,  or  the  purling  dream. 
Where  fancy  feeds,  and  where  the  niufcs  dream; 
Where  laughing  loves  and  naked  graces  play 
In  fportive  gambols  all  the  live-long  day: 
Sudden  I  fee  your  fancy'd  form  arife; 
See  blooming  beauties  fiim  before  my  eyes ; 
See  ev'ry  love,  and  ev'ry  charming  grace,  , 

Smile  in  your-eye,  or  languifli  on  your  face.  | 

I  clofer  gaze — when,  lo  !  a  mournful  train  I 

Of  weeping  virtues  cloud  the  radiant  fccne ! 
Kor  love,  nor  blooming  beauty  draight  appears, 
Ihit  ev'ry  look  a  difmal  horror  wears; 
Oblcur'd  by  guilt,  the  dimpling  fmiks  decay, 
And  all  your  glowing  graces  iade  away  ! 
Sad,  then,  1  fu  me  down  ; — or  wand'ring  rove 
Through  ev'ry  walk,  and  weep  onr  ruin'd  love: 
While  confcioiisbow'rs,andlovc-frequenttdlliade8,  i 
Long-winding  walks,  and  intermingled  glades,       ! 
In  tond  remembrance  op'ning  to  my  viev/, 
Refredi  my  foirows,  and  my  fighs  renew  ; 
Deep  plaintive  murmurs  p<.rilh  on  my  tongue, 
Or  flow  away  in  melancholy  fong ; 
U'hilt  all  around  the  jieiilive  groves  complain. 
Sigh  ev'ry  figh,  and  murmur  ev'ry  drain  ! 

But,  Sylvia,  what  avails  the  murm'ring  glade. 
The  dghing  grove,  or  fympathizing  fhade  .' 
Their  feeming  forrows  unlucccfsful  prove. 
To  footh  the  woes  of  difajrpointcd  love  ; 
To  bid  the  black-wing'd  leaions  backward  roll, 
Clear  the  foul  dain,  or  walh  the  guilty  foul ; 
To  beauty's  form  fair  inuocence  redore, 
Hufli  the  falfe  tongue,  bid  dander  wound  no  more  : 
Your  crimes,  your  follies,  rife  in  endlefs  view, 
And  my  heart  fwclls,  my  tears  flow  forth  for  you! 

For  you  ! — but  why  invite  you  forth  to  rove 
Through  fcenes  of  forrow  and  defponding  love? 
Scenes  that  (for  fo  the  ruling  pow'is  decree) 
Mud  dill  be  view'd,  and  dill  bewail'd  by  me  ! 
Enough  for  you — with  folitary  care 
To  view  your  fall,  and  died  a  fecret  tear  ; 
Carclcfs  of  what  the  mourning  mufe  may  fay. 
When  wild  with  forrow  burlh  the  love-lorn  lay! 
Enough  for  you — whene'er  my  thoughts  1  call 
On  all  the  joys  of  youth  and  virtue  pall ; 
When  I  refiedf  (forgive  thisfwelling  figh. 
And  this  big  tear  juft  trickling  from  my  eye). 
When  peaceful  innocence  anil  pleafure  play'd, 
.  With  gentle  love  beneath  our  native  fliadc ; 


MISCELLANIES. 


An^  bade  our  hearts,  to  grief  or  care  unknown, 
Confefs  their  charming  influence  alone  1 
Enough  for  you — to  grant  the  meed  I  crave, 
For  me  the  willow's  paly  wreath  to  weave  ; 
And  foftly  bind  it  on  my  youthful  brow, 
jMark  of  my  jiain,  and  merit  of  my  woe  '. 
:Ti«is  fad  indulgence  will  reward  my  lays, 
[Approve  my  grief,  and  gives  me  all  my  praife  ; 
[So,  when  your  forrows  ceafe,  for  ceafe  they  muft, 
|And  your  fair  form  fliall  moulder  into  dull ; 
May  fome  fad  youth,  by  pity's  lore  improv'd, 
jBy  virtue  honour'd,  and  the  mule  belov'd, 
IDue  to  your  fate,  devote  the  mournful  line, 
[Aud  join  your  mem'ry  as  your  love  to  mine. 

To  mine  I-— ah,  no  I  withdrav;  the  wilhlul  eye, 
[Check  the  foft  tear,  and  ftill  the  rifsng  figh  ; 
iScatter  the  willow  wreath  you  weave  for  me, 
\Vho,  idly  raving,  pour  my  plaint  to  thee  I 
To  thee  I   who  doated  on  my  flrams  before; 
To  thee  !   who  never  Iliall  behold  me  more  ; 
,Praife  all  your  virtues,  number  all  your  charms 
[And  fold,  untainted,  fold  them  in  my  arms '. 

*Tis  o'er,  alas !— -the  dear  delufion's  o'er  ; 
Returning  reafon  reaffumes  her  pow'r  ; 
Before  her  fwift  the  magic  fcenes  decay, 
That  fancy  gilded  with  deluiive  ray; 
Your  guilt,  your  fliame,  arifing  to  her  view. 
She  tears  the  veil,  and  paints  their  real  hue  ; 
Unmantled  follies  ftand  around  confeft, 
And  wounded  honour  bares  the  bleeding  bread  • 
"While  none  remains  of  all  the  tender  train. 
But  foft-ey'd  pity's  idly  ling'ring  ftrain  '. 

Farewell,  weak  maid:  unmercifully  long, 
1  pain  your  ear  with  nn  ungentle  fong ; 
But,  ere  I  leave  you,  liftcn  to  the  lay 
That  wears  no  woe,  and  weeps  no  worth  away  ; 
FriendOup  refin'd  infpiresthe  ferious  theme. 
And  reafon  lights  it  with  her  radiant  beam  ; 
"While  the  big  thought  is  lab'riiig  in  my  breaft, 
That  foon  the  poet,  foon  the  fong  wlli  reft. 
Soon  will  my  forrows,  my  reflections,  end  ; 
You  lofe  a  lover,  and  lament  a  friend  ! 

Where  meek-rob'd  penitence,  of  placid  mien, 
tier  eye  miid-beammg,  and  her  brow  ferene, 
Sedately  fits,  uplift  a  figh  lincere  ; 
Her  Imile  alone  will  rum'J  love  repair; 
Smooth  the   rough   path   that  leads    to  virtue's 

god. 
And  urge  you  ling'ring  on  the  arduous  road  ; 
Tour  wav'ring  foul  with  confidence  confirm, 
Jnlpire  with  caution,  and  with  courage  arm; 
Bid  it  at  vice  with  indignation  rife. 
Scorn  all  below,  and  hope  its  native  flcies, 
Contemn  the  pleafures  that  arife  from  fenfe. 
Dare  to  be  good,  and  aim  at  excellence. 
And  though  condemn'd  by  dooming  pow'rs  above 
To  live  far  difl:ant  from  the  man  you  love  j 
The  irkfome  path  of  life  alone  to  tread, 
J^o  friend  to  counfel,  and  no  hand  to  lead  ; 
Regarding  Heav'n  will  glad  your  weary  way, 
Ar,d  blaze  around  a  reconciling  ray  ; 
Winning  and  kind,  the  wand'ring  wifli  reprove, 
And  grant  in  grace  what  is  deny'd  in  love  ; 
Wild  to  forgive,  and  piteous  of  the  pafl, 
Keleafe  from  life,  and  crown  with  joy  at  laft ; 
Command  the  blow  that  turns  vour  frame  to  duft, 
Bids  grief  fiibfide,  and  ev'ry  figh  be  hufli'd  j 
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Bids  fure  oblivion  o'er  your  follie*  creep, 
And  lull  you  peaceful  in  eternal  fleep. 
Sept.  5.  1769. 

TO  ROBERT  ANDERSON,  M.  D. 

Whiie  youth  yet  fcampers  in  Its  wild  career. 
And  litc's  mad  bullle  vibrates  on  our  ear- 
While  frolic's  loofer  merriments  delight,  ' 
And  delicacy  yields  to  appetite  j 
Why  ftrives  my  friend  by  fludies  too  fevere. 
To  antedate  the  tyranny  of  care  ? 
To  weaken  principles  already  weak, 
The  very  principles  by  which  v.e  acl  ? 
Thefe  bug-bear  palfions-  that  affright  you  fo, 
Procure  us  all  the  happinefs  we  know ; 
From  their  repofe  relults  the  calm  of  iife. 
But  greater  biifs  accompanies  their  ftrife  ; 
And  when  their  gen'rous  eftbrts  you  fubd'ue 
You  only  do  what  fager  time  would  do  ;       ' 
If  war  was  defliin'd  tor  each  living  wighr, 
Why  has  not  nature  arm'd  us  for  the  fight  ? 
Challij'd  the  flowing  current  of  our  blood, 
And  difengag'd  us  from  the  fair  and  good  ? 
-t-ach  human  heart  in  Stygian  armour  drelt 
And  lin'd  with  triple  brafs  each  ruff^.an  brelft  ? 

How  happy  youth  I   if  youth  its  bills  but  knew- 
Thcirs  is  the  prefent,  theirs  the  future  too  •  ' 

Where'er  they  turn,  enjoyment  courts  their  eye. 
Enjoyment  not  toi  bidden  by  the  fky  : 
Here,  walk  the  fairy  fantunis  of  the  grove, 
Young  friendfliip  leaning  on  the  arms  of  love  • 
There,  fame  in  air  difplays  the  gaudy  crown,' 
By  lages,  heroes,  poets,  patriots,  won. 

Come,  let  us  now  each  pleal'ant  fcene  enioy. 
Ere  age's  jvilher'd  iiands  their  fweets  delf  roV  ■ 
Sweep  all  away,  and  nothing  leave  behind  '  ' 
But  philofophic  apathy  of  mmd. 


ELEGIAC  BALLAD. 

All  on  the  grafs-green  margin  of  Clyde, 

A  fair  maiden  difconfolate  lay ; 
Red-fwoln  was  her  eye  with  the  lalt  trickling  tear 

And  her  cheek  was  as  pale  as  the  clay.  ' 

Wither'd  and  wan  was  her  rofe-red  lip, 

And  the  charms  of  her  youth  were  all  flown  • 

Like  a  flow'r  that  is  fcorch'd  by  the  mid-fumi^er 
heat, 
Or  is  plucked  before  it  be  blown. 

Loofe  on  her  neck  hung  her  long  long  hair, 
No  green  garland  the  ringlets  combin'd  ;' 

Of  Damon's  falfe  vows,  and  his  late  pled o-ed troth, 
And  of  mis'ry,  flie  fung  to  the  wind.    ° 

"  Clyde,  Clyde  !  roll  on  yowr  clear  crvftal  waves 
(It  was  thus  with  a  figh  Ihc  began)  ;  * 

But  roll  where  you  will,  you  never  will  find 
Such  a  lovely  and  faithlefs  young  man. 

Beware,  O  !  beware,  ye  fond,  fond  maids  1 
O  ;  beware,  and  take  warning  by  me  '. 

Nay,  trult  not  a  fwain  though  he  fwears  to  be 
true, 
They  are  falfe,  but  not  lovely  as  he. 
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It  was  in  yon  ofier  leaf-linM  bow'r 

O  1  too  well  I  remember  the  plnci- :         [twigs, 
For  my    own    fingerk    wove    th'    green    bending 

And  he  cover'd  the  benches  with  grafs : 

That  he  took  me  in  his  (ot't  circling  arms. 
And  did  (ondiingly  kih  nie  the  whih-  ; 

But    beware,    O :    beware    ol   the  htaii-ftcaling 
kits, 
For  men  kifs  where  they  mean  to  beguile — 

Sylvia  I   to  hang  on  thy  lily-wlu'e  netk, 
And  to  prffs  thv  fair  loiom  to  nunc, 

Isenou;;h      yes,  away  with  bale  dirty  pelf, 
'lis  eiiougli,  'tib  eiiougli  to  be  thine. 

Proxid  damfels  may  de»k  them  in  fi;  t  rich  array. 

And  ev'ry  rudt  feature  ^dorn  ; 
But  can   riches,    or  pride,    t-'er  attire   them   hki 
thte, 

In  the  purple  and  fi^flmefs  of  morn  ? 

*  Away,  foolifli  grandeur  1  I'll  ne'er  change  my 

love, 
*  Or  this  kifs,  this  Iweit  kifs,  be  my  laft:  — 

*  Yes    thi-  g'  ds  who  do  look  through  this  leaf- 

Ini'd  bo  ^  'r 
'  Can  bear  witnefs  how  truly  I'm  bled.' 

Such,  fuch  were  his  words,  then   more  clofe  to 
his  i)rcart, 

Wiih  full  nmny  a  figh  he  me  drew  ; 
So  kird,  fo  fiiiccre,  and  iw  hearty  they  fjcm'd. 

That  I  could  not  but  think  they  were  true. 

Afk  not,  O  1  &(k  not,  ye  four  four  maids, 

If  riiKie  than  a  kil's  he  did  won  ; 
Think,    but    thu.k  on  the  place,   and    the  dear, 
dear  yo-atii, 

And  then  tell  me,  what  would  you  have  done  ? 

How  frail  ind  how  fe-'bie  a  fond  maul's  blifs, 
Overturn'd  by  all  breezes  that  bhnv  I 

How  weak  is  the  barrier,  how  narrow  the  line, 
That  does  icp'rate  our  love  from  our  wi>e  1 

"Where  a'-c  ye  now,  ye  falfe  fiatt'ring  joji! 

Ye  profpetfls  OJ  pieaiure'^  unknown  ? 
Like  n..mon,  ye  faithleis  havi  icft  me  to  weep, 

And  ye  with  him  to  Clara  are  flown. 

O  '   do  not  receive  th^m,  thou  rafii,  raih  maid  ! 

Or,  farewell  thy  qaict  of  mind  ; 
They   mav   charm  lor  a  little,   but  yet,  yet  be- 
ware 

Of  a  poifon  that  fellers  behind. 

Look  but  on  me  ;  nay,  nay,  never  fear, 

I'm  »  rival  you  fcarrelr  can  dread  ; 
Ko  rofps  now  bloom  on  thi?  pale  lily  check* 

Nor  is  mine  the  fair  flock  that  I  feed. 

Look  yet  again,  and  tell  unto  me, 

And,  O  !   fee  it  be  truth  that  you  tell ; 

Can  your  fondnefs  fecure  you  the  falfe  wand'ring 
fwam, 
When  I'm  thus  but  for  loving  ton  well  ? 

Away,  hafte  away,  ye  flow,  llow  hours  I 
And  be  dipt    O  you  fun  1   in  the  iVa  : 

Ah  me  I   1  but  rave  ;  for  the  tare  is  no  more 
When  the  cv'ning  brought  comfort  to  me. 
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Sad,  ever  fad  ! — is  there  no  kind  cure  ? 


Not  a  balfam  provided  for  woe  ? 
O,  ttll  me,  fome  angel  I  in  what  happy  clime 
Does  the  precious  remedy  grow  ? 

K-iiidly  remember'd,  thou  fire-clad  fprite  I 

It  15  there,  it  is  certainly  there  ; 
.\iui  foon  will  I  leek  in  the  cold  darkfomc  grav* 

For  a  balfam  to  love  anddefpair.'' 

HYMN 

TO  THE    ETIRNAL  MIND. 

Hajl,  fource  of  happinefs  I  whate'cr  thy  name, 
i  hroiijjh  ages  valt  fucceflion  ftill  the  fame  ; 
For  ever  blefl,  in  giving  others  bifs 
\o  ooon  thou  alkelt  of  thy  reptile  raoe  ; 
Ihi-ir  V  rturs  pleafe  thee,  and  thrir  crimes  offen^, 
Nor  a3  a  governor,  but  as  a  friend: 
>\  hat  call  our  gooilnels  pro;it  thee  ?  and  fay. 
Can  guilt's  black  dyt  ihy  hajipincfs  allay? 
K-^iie  veni;etul  paiLoDS  in  tity  heav'nly  mind, 
I'alfions  that  ev'n  difgrace  the  human  kind  ? 
No  :   arc  we  witc  ?  the  wildom  is  our  own  ; 
■Vnd  folly's  rois'ric'i  wait  on  fools  alone  : 
»Vc  liv-  and  breatlie  by  thy  divine  command. 
Our  life,  our  breath,  are  in  thy  holy  hand  ; 
But  fomethiiig  flill  is  ours,  and  only  ours, 
A  moral  na'ure,  urac'd  with  moral  pow'rs, 
I'hy  perfect  gift,  unlimited  and  free. 
Without  refi  rve  ol  fervice,  or  of  fee. 
H'oor  were  the  gift,  if  given  but  to  bind 
In  everlalting  fetters  all  mankind  ! 
To  binil  us  o'er  to  debts  we  ne  er  could  pay, 
And  for  our  torment  cheat  us  into  day  ! 
Not  thus  thou  dealclt,  fr.re  it  i--  not  thu{, 
Faih.r  benilicmtl   with  all,  with  us! 
rhou  torm'd'it  our  louis  fufcpiible  of  blif*, 
in  Ipite  of  circumftance,  of  time  and  place  ; 
A  bbls  internal,  cv'ry  way  our  own, 
vVhich  none  cm  forfeit,  i'^  ticny'd  to  none ; 
For  ever  forfeit ;  for  our  freedom's  fuch, 
'  rfs  iVorn'dor  courted.  Hill  within  our  reach  ; 
And  if  ue  link  to  mifery  and  woe, 
Thou  neither  made  us,  nor  decreed  us  fo  ; 
i'crfcdlion  in  a  creature  canntt  dwell. 
Some  men  have  fallen,  and  fome  yet  may  fall; 
Many  the  baits  that  tcmjit  our  ftep*^  f.l'.ray. 
From  real'on's  dirtatci.  and  from  wifdom's  way. 
rtut,  hail,  Eternal  Effcncc  !  ever  hail  1 
Though  vice  now  triumph,  pallion  now  prevail  j 
Though  all  fliouUl  err,  yet  all  are  lure  to  find 
In  thcc  a  father  1  and  in  thee  a  friend  1 
A  friend,  to  overlook  the  mortal  part. 
The  crimes,  the  follies  foreign  to  the  heart. 

A  HT  OF  THE  SPLEEN. 

What  is  thi"^  creature  man,  who  ftruts  the  worli 
W  :ii  .11  much  niajclly  .'—A  frightful  dream  '. 
A  tni.inighi  j;oblin,  and  a  reftlefs  ghoft. 
Leaving  the  difmal  leginns  of  the  tomb. 
To  walk  in  darkiiefs,  and  aftonifli  night. 
With  hidrons  yelling<:,  and  with  piteous  groa'i«  I 
The  railiant  orbs  that  glitter  o'er  your  hea  ;  , 
What  arc  they  more  than  lamps  m  fepulchr' 
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That  fiiinc  on  'dead  men  bones,  and  point  oat 

death. 
Misfortune,  forrow,  mifery,  and  woe, 
And  all  the  fad  innumerable  ills 
That  blazon  the  efcutlieon  of  mortality  1 
A  horror  vifiblc  !  than  which  the  fhades, 
The  thJckeft  midnight  fliades,  Cimmerian  glooms, 
Were  clearer  funlliine,  and  more  wiftiful  day  I 

The  mountain's  fragrance,  and  the  meadow's 
growth. 
The  vernal  bloflbm,  and  the  fummer's  flow'r, 
Are  but  funereal  garlands,  nature  ftrows 
Munificent  on  this  ftupendous  herfe. 
This  decorated  prelude  to  the  grave  ; 
Infatiable  monfter  !  yawning  ftill, 
Unfathomably  deep  1 — A  little  while, 
And  lo  :  he  clofes  on  the  painted  fcene. 
And,  furfeited  with  carnage,  yawns  no  more  1 

Say,  what  is  life  ? — this  privilege  to  breathe  ? 
But  a  continued  figh — a  lengthen'd  groan — 
A  felt  mortality — a  fenfe  of  pain— 
A  prcfent  evil,  ftill  for«boding  worfe — 
A  church-yard  epitaph — a  plaintive  fong — 
A  mournful  univerfal  elegy. 
We  ever  read,  and  ever  read  with  tears  1 

HERO  AND  LEANDER. 

IN  TWO  BOOKS. 

From  the  Greek  of  Micfteus. 

9>ivyi  livfi(p-/i  (ffjyi  '■ Naum.  Gkom. 

BOOK  I. 

Stng,  heav'nly  maid  1  the  memorable  lamp 
Confcious  of  fecret  loves,  and  rhf-  bold  youth 
Who  nightly  brav'd  the  horrors  of  the  deep, 
Courting  a  dark  embrace,  and  filent  joys, 
On  which  the  morn  immortal  never  dawn'd  ; 
That  famous  lam]),  by  whole  aulpicious  ray 
The  amorous  Leander  fafely  fwam 
To  ancient  Seftus,  and  the  l,;n;;ing  arms 
Ot  his  fond  miftrefs  who  with  wUvhful  care 
Tended  it-  nightly  rartiance,  and  'enew'd 
Its  :ailin?:  flame;  til'  one  maiig;.  ant  hour 
Saw  it  cxtinguifli'd,  and  Leander  dead. 

Faft  by  the  margin  of  the  founding  deep, 
In  a  fequelter'd  tow'r,  a  rev'rend  pile, 
Tlie  wurk  of  other  days,  beiov'd  of  all. 
The  modeft  prieftefs  of  the  Cyprian  queen, 
Fair  Hero  dwelt;  unfpotted  wa<  the  maid, 
And  unexperienc'd  in  the  dangerous  fweets 
Of  mutUiil  love.  Sh''  Ihunn'd  tlie  iecret  haunts 
Or  guileful  pleafure.   where  her  w.inton  peers, 
To  youthful  dalliance,  and  illicit  joys, 
Gave  up  their  v;inquirt)'d  fouls      But  in  the  fane 
With  duteous  hand  ou  Venus'  altar  burnt 
The  fragrant  produce  of  Sabaj.n  Troves, 
Propitiating  the  goddefs,  and  her  fon 
AU-conqu'ring  love — Kelptitlefs,  favage  pow'r  1 
Could  not  the  piety  ot  the  lovely  maid 
Unbend  thy  Ihibborn  bow  ?  hi  r  ^leading  tears 
Avert  fhy  fatal  arrows  ' — ^'o     Ine  fell 
The  haplefs  vidtim  ot  tliy  cruel  art. 


Now  came  the  day  through  Afia's  wide  domains 
To  Venus  facred,  and  the  purple  wounds 
Of  beautiful  Adonis. — All  the  youth 
Of  fea-girt  Cyprus  and  Hsmenia  come 
To  hold  the  feilival. — Each  virgin  leaves 
Her  dance  unfiniih'd  on  thy  flagrant  top 
Libanus  !  and  thy  foft  luxurious  fons 
On  the  tall  cedars  hang  their  ufelefs  harps 
And  thiong  to  Seftus.— All  whofe  tender  breaft 
Exults  impafhon'd  at  the  pow'rful  glance 
Of  female  beauty  on  tlie  Phrygian  plains, 
And  thine  Arcadia  !  but  chiefly  thine     - 
Delicious  Daphne!  Syria's  blisful  grove 
Crowd  thither  alfo ;  and  along  with  thefc 
The  youth  of  Abydos,  I'carce  uisjoin'd 
Bv  Hellefpontic  llralts  from  Europe's  fliores. 
And  ancient  Seftus  *. — Hero  through  the  fane 
In  all  the  niajefly  of  beauty  walk'd- 
Perforraing  ^v'ry  rite;  her  biulhing  cheek 
Shed  a  foft  lull  re  round ;  us  when  the  fun 
Gilds  with  his  early  beams  a  vernal  mead, 
Where,  dropt  with  dew,  the  rofe  and  lily  blend 
In  fvveet  aflemblage.— Loofely  thrown  behind, 
A  fnowy  garment  brufli'd  her  (lately  fteps. 
With  filver  fringes  dcck'd. — The  graces  fmii'd 
In  ev'ry  feature,  ev'rv  look  ; — eafe  fat 
On  ev'ry  limb; — each  attitude  confefs'd 
A  prieftefs  worthy  of  the  queen  of  love. 
Each  youth  isfiU'd  with  raviflinient,  each  breaft 

Heaves  with  deiire. Where'er  the  virgin  goes. 

She  quickly  fpreads  the  foft  contagion  round  ; 
And  pray 'rs  like  thefe  are  heard  through  all  the 

fane. 
"  Cytherean  Venus,  or  if  Ida's  grove, 
•'  Or  Carian  Cnidus,  pleafe  thee  more  !  attend 
"  My  carneft  ur.t. — Be  this!  be  this  the  maid     ' 
"  Ddlin'd  for  me  when  in  the  fated  hour 
"  I  kindle  up  the  Hymeneal  torch, 
"  And  leave  thy  altars  ;  if,  like  one  of  us, 
"    The  earth's  increafe  fuffices  for  her  food, 
"  And  nourifhes  her  lovely  frame  : — But  if 
"   (As  is  more  liiscly)  an  imniortalihe 
"  Of  thy  celellial  tiain,  be  fuch  the  fair, 
"  Th'  immortal  fair,  the  fates  have  mark'd  my 
"  wife." 

Such  was  the  univerfal  pray'r. — But  thou, 
Leander  !  nr'd  with  a  fublimer  flame, 
And  inextinguifhable  ardour,  didft 
Greatly  refoive  to  gain  the  beauteous  maid. 
Or  fall  the  viiSim  of  a  fruitlefs  love. 

Th'-  uncorrup-ed  torch  of  pure  defire 
Hlalh'd  in  his  eager  ear;  his  bofom  glow'd 
With  an  unufual  warmth ; — a  confcious  blufli 
Suff"us'd  ills  burning  cheek,  and  trembling  feiz'i 
His  loofen'd  knees,  and  fliook  his  manly  frame, 
rhrice  he  attempted  to  accoft  her,  thrice 
Amaenient,  fear,  and  reverence  reprcfs'd 
His  medic  ted  words. — At  laft  his  love, 
Impatient  of  controul,  o'ercanie  his  fears. 

Veiling  his  real  intent  in  artful  guifc 
Of  curious  inquiry,  with  filent  tread 
He  fteals  to  where  the  maiden  flood,  amid 
A  menial  crain. — He  joins  himfelf  to  thefc. 
Feigning  fome  matter  of  difcourfe. — Meanwhile 

*  The  firait  is  oiify  half  a  mile  over,  about  three 
miles  fro  71  'he  Dardanelles,  luhete  the  ruins  of  theje  titles 
are  to  bcfeen. 
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The  dccp-drawii  figh,  tFi^  languifliing  regard. 

The  downcaft  jjcnlivc  look,  and  f'requtiu  blufh, 

Solioitiii;^  attention,  did  attract 

Her  Icrious  notice  ; — then,  lefs  fearful  grown. 

He  rais'd  his  eye,  while  ev'ry  wifliful  glance 

Betray'd  his  iniiioll  ibul. — She,  not  unpleas'd, 

Beheld  his  infant-love,  and  nought  averlc 

To  the  foft  intercourfe,  with  a  regard 

Of  infinite  complacency  rcceiv'd 

Each  token  of  his  paflion  ; — Oft  (he  veil'd 

In  virghi  modcfly  her  blufhing  cheek; 

In  vain  fhc  veil'd  !  her  boi'otn's  tell-tale  heave 

Kail  not  unnoted  ;  ev'n  the  very  blulh. 

But  ill  conceal'd  ;  each  favourable  fign 

Did  not  efcape  a  lover's  watchful  eye. 

Now  night  in  filent  niajelly  advanc'd. 
Wrapt  in  her  flarry  maritle  :— Hefperus, 
Propitious  to  love,  with  grateful  bhize 
Flani'd  on  heav'n's  azure  front. — The  menial  train 
Forfook  the  miRiefs; — ev'ry  tiling  confpir'd 
To  further  his  dcfign. — He  boldly  feiz"d 
Her  lily  hand,  and  prcfs'd  it  to  his  lips 
V.'ith  many  a  gentle  fqueeze,  and  fighing  foft, 
Whifper'd  his  tt-nder  paflion  in  her  ear. 
She,  fullenly  indignnit,  did  withdraw 
Her  lovely  lily  hand -. — He,  nought  difmay'd, 
Still  pcrfever'd,  and  by  the  filver  fringe 
Of  her  white  garment,  dragg'd  the  balhful  fair, 
Apparently  reluctant,  from  the  crowd 
To  the  dread  pcnctral'ia  of  the  fane  ; 
Where  fhe  at  length  gave  loofc  to  her  complaints, 
And  chid  Leander  thus: — Rude  ftranger,  fay, 
"  Whence   this  picfumptioii  ?  Think   you  nic  fo 

"  light, 
"  So  cheap  a  thing,  fo  impotent  of  foul, 
•'  As  to  be  won  by  ev'ry  breath  of  praile  ? 
"  To  fboop  and  liftcn  to  the  tedious  tale 
*'  Of  ev'ry  fulfomc  flatterer  }  away  ! 
"  And  dread  the  vengeance  of  a  pow'rful  fire." 

Thus  fhe  in  maiden  dignity;  nor  wifh'd 
Her  threats  fuccefsful.   While  in  foothing  mood 
Leander  thus  began  ;  and,  fpeaking,  kiis'd 
Her  fragrant  neck.  "  O  fair  above  the  fex  ! 
*'  Upon  my  heaving  bread,  immortal  blifs 
♦'  And  real  rapture  let  me  ever  drink 
"  Delighted; — ever  dwell  upon  thy  lips 
"  In  facred  tranfport: — Thus  to  clafp  thee — thus 
"  Embrace  thy  charms,  is  happinefs  beyond 
"  The  narrow  limits  and  invidious  bourne 
"  Of  weak  mortality. — I  feel  my  foul 
"  Glow  with  diviner  fire,  and  foar  above 
"  This  humble  fccne  of  things. — Dcpriv'd  of  this, 
"  Not  all  the  trcafur'd  ore,  nor  num'rous  Iicrds 
"  That  graze  a  thoufand  hills,  nor  gilded  llatc 
"  Of  piirpl'd  tyrants,  nor  the  olive  crown 
"  Galn'd  with  th'  applaufes  of  aiTembled  Greece 
"  On  the  El'jan  plains,  could  ever  draw 
«'  One  wilh  of  life,  to  tread  its  irkfome  rounds  ! 
"  To  crawl  the  reptile  prey  of  ev'ry  care, 
«  So  fall'n  from  what  1  am  !  fo  ahjeCl ! — Yes, 
"  I'd  rulh  on  non-cxiftence,  and  defy 
"  The  filent  regions  of  the  dead,  to  fliovir 
"  In  all  their  bounds  a  mifery  like  this. 
«'  If  I  mull  lofe  thee,  call  thy  father  in 
"  While  yet  1  hang  upon  tliy  neck  and  quaff 
««  Immortal  plcafures;  let  him  flab  me  here  ; 
"  I'll  th^jnk  him  for  his  p.iins,  my  latcft  breath 
♦'  bhftii  bkh  :hj  hand  th^t  gave  the  timelj-  blow.— 


"  But  why  this  dilnial  apparatus.'  wi^y 
"  'I'liis  melancholy  profped — this  cxpcnce 
"  Of  dreadful  images  .'   V\'hat  hinders  now 
"  The  fwcct  indulgence  of  a  lawful  flame  ? 
"    The  time,  the  place,  but  molt  of  all  the  voice, 
"  The  filent  pow'rful  voice  of  nature  calls 
"  Sweetly  perfuafivc  on  us,  to  obey 
"   Her  pleai'ant  facred  mandates,  and  fulfil 
"   Her  fovereign  decree. — Black  darknefs  round 
"  P-xtcnds  a  lugro-covering,  and  fecurcs 
"  Our  mutual  tranfports  from  the  impious  eye 
"  Ot  envious  cens'ring  man; — and  hov'ring  near 
"  I'he  fmiling  goddefs  from  her  dove-drawn  car 
"  Looks  down  complacent,  and  approves  each  joy, 
"  Ea?h  heart-felt  rapture  of  her  youthful  guefts." 
'J'hus  he  impaflion'dfpokc. — While  ev'ry  word, 
Each  glowing  kifs,  and  ev'ry  mournful  figh, 
jVIore  prevalent  than  words,  the  winning  fpecch! 
'J"he  foft  pathetic  eloquence  of  love  ! 
found  but  too  eafy  credit. — On  the  earth 
yhe  lix'd  her  azure  eye,  and  paffive  flood 
In  balhful  filence ;— filence,  the  confent 
Of  yielding  maids  unpraClis'd.  Oft  fhe  drew 
Around  her  fnowy  breafl  the  loofe  hung  robe; 
As  oft  th'  invidious  garment  was  remov'd 
By  vagrant  hands  licentious.  Then  at  length. 
Though  too,  too  late  !  collecting  the  remains 
Tiic  laft  weak  efforts  of  a  virgin  fhame. 
She  pulh'd  him  gently  from  her,  and  befpokc 
The  lovely  ftranger  thus  : — "  In  vain  you  know 
"  Each  paffage  to  the  heart !   in  vain  poffefs 
"  The  various  eloquence  of  words!  perhaps 
"  The  next  propitious  gale  may  waft  you  hence 
"  A  faithlefs  wand'rer,  leaving  me  to  mourn 
"  Your  broken  vows,  and  ev'ry  holy  bond 
"  Tranfgrefs'd  ;  each  holy  bond,  and  ev'ry  vow, 
"  In  fecret  darknefs  fworn: — For  open  rites, 
"  And  Hymen's  outward  pomp,  my  waywaid 

"  fate 
"  And  an  inexorable  fire  deny  ! 
"  Say,  it  an  exile  from  your  natal  fliore; 
"  A  lojourner  in  Seilus,  could  your  tongue 
"  Conceal  the  lavours  of  a  loving  maid, 
"  •'^nd  give  to  dcepefl  night  each  fond  excefs 
''  Of  her  affeiftion  .'  ^Vli  I  the  tongue  of  man 
"  I s  prone  to  fcandal : — Could  you  hear  me  piais'd 
"  For  modeft  charms  and  chaftity,  nor  yet 
"   In  youthful  pride  betray  me  to  the  world  ? 
"  Perhaps  I  ev'n  might  truft  you. — But  declare 
"   Your  name,  your  country,   and  your  father's 

"  houfc ; 
"  For  mine  you  know  : — Illuftrious  Hero  I, 
"  The  prieflefs  of  this  fane,  condemn'd  tO  dwell 
"  By  cruel  parents  in  a  lonely  tow'r 
"  By  the  rough  Hellcfpont ;  far,  far  remov'd 
"  From  the  focicty  of  man,  and  all 
"   My  maiden  equals !   Nightly  in  my  cars 
"  The  hollow  winds  fing  mournful,  and  the  wave 
"  Beats  on  the  rock  below  with  horrid  clafti, 
"  And  fliakes  the  aged   dome  ; — while   on  my 

"  couch, 
"  My  folitary  couch,  I  trembling  lie, 
"  And  mourn  my  lucklefs  fate  with  many  a  tear." 
Thuiblufliingfhe. — And  thus  the  amorousyouth 
Incontinent  returns: — "  Down,  coward  fear  ! 
"  Let  angry  tempefls  rage,  and  ev'ry  wind 
"  'I'ur.moil  the  furgy  deep,  I'll  boldly  cleave 
"  The  founding  wdt:rs.— What  is  danger?  wha| 
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^'  Death,  in  his  form  moft  frightful,  when  com- 

"  par'd 
"  With  the  fweet  hope  of  lofing  all  my  cares 
"  In  piirefl  ecftafy  and  chafte  delight 
*'  On  my  fair  Hero's  bofoni  ?  Yes,  dear  maid  ! 
"  I'll  nisfhtly  fvvim  the  Hellefpont  to  thee, 
"  And  hlefs  his  boill'rous  billows,  and  his  fhores 
"  Rocky  and  deep,  that  gracioufly  afford 
"  An  opportunity  to  try  my  love. 
"  In  ftrong  Abydos,  the  confpicuous  dome 
"  Of  my  old  fire  Euryalus  the  fage, 
«  An  honour'd  name,  who  haply  now  laments 
"  In  cheerlefs  folitndc  Leander's  flay, 
"  His  lov'd,  his  only  foil,  Hands  eminent 
"  Juft  oppofite  to  this,  and  clearly  mark'd 
"  By  day  ;  now  buried  in  impervious  fhade. 
"  Doubt  not  my  pledo-ed  faith; — do  only  thou 
"  Let  a  pale  lamp  extend  a  glimm'ring  ray 
*'  Athwart  the  minnie;ht  gloom,  to  point  the  path 
"  And  guide  my  doubtful  courfe . — I  alk  no  more, 
«  But  leave  the  reft  to  providence  and  heav'n.'' 

Struck  with  amazement  at  fo  bold  a  thought. 
So  daring  a  rf.folve,  flie  grafp'd  the  youth 
Clofe  to  her  panting  brcafl,  and  kindly  wifh'd 
The  gods  would  profper  the  attempt. — She  fear'd 
There  might  be  danger  in  it ; — yet  fhe  hop'd 
The  fea-born  Venus  would  confirm  his  nerves, 
And  fmooth  the  deep  before  his  adlive  arm. 

The  night  was  far  advanc'd.     Leander's  mates, 
Impatient  to  be  gone,  in  noify  hafte 
Call'd  loudly  on  him  :  The  ungrateful  found 
Reach'd  his  unwilljng  ears ;  he  fudden  fnatch'd 
A  parting  kifs,  and  join'd  the  ckm'rous  crew. 
While  fad  and  penfive  Hero  left  the  fane, 
Revolving  in  her  mind  the  midnight  lamp, 
The  dangers  of  the  deep,  its  rocky  fhores, 
And  all  that  might  obftrudl  Leander's  love. 

BOOK  IT. 

Now  rifing  ruddy  fiom  Tithoniis'  bed. 
The  young  Aurora  iirg'd  her  dappl'd  fleeds 
Along  the  broad  celeftial  way,  and  chas'd 
Relu<Sl:ant  darknefs  to  the  wefl-ern  world; 
Each  fragrant  flow'ret  of  the  humble  vale 
With  pearly  dew-drops  hung,  a  deeper  blufli, 
A  freiner  glow  affum'd,  and  fun-burnt  hills 
A  greener  mantic  wore. — The  fons  of  Greece 
Forfook  the  downy  couch,  and  rang'd  the  wood 
Profufe  of  m.elody  ;  or  arduous  fcal'd 
The  verdant  fummit,  or  more  gently  trac'd 
The  ilow'ry  mazes  of  fome  murm'ring  brook, 
As  chance  or  fancy  led.     But  by  the  fhore, 
Aparr  from  all,  I.cander  thoughtful  fat, 
And  on  fair  Hero's  lonely  manfion  fix'd 
His  eye  unwearied,  wilhing  for  the  dark, 
The  favourable  hour,  the  hour  of  love  : 
His  unbent  bow  and  harmlel"s  quiver  lay 
Nc!o!''(Sled  on  the  rock,  whil;  round  his  head 
Uniiurt,  the  fea-nicw  and  the  fcreaming  hern 
Skim'd  with  inceffant  clang. — No  more  his  foul 
, Pants  for  th-  bloody  ceftus,  or  exults 
iTo  hurl  the  jav'iin,  or  the  weighty  difk. 
Beyond  his  peers  : — Tn  vain  his  mettl'd  fteeds 
'Demand  their  wonted  courfe,  and  neighing  paw 
Their  Oalls  indignant;  he  regards  them  not: 
I  His  iccret  nuptials,  and  his  fpoufe's  charms, 
I  Yet  uneMJoy'd,  engage  his  ev'ry  care, 
I  And  vindicate  each  thought.— At  laft  arriv'd 


The  long-e5:pc(fted  hour. — Solemn  and  flow 
Night  reaffum'd  her  ebon  throne  ;  the  breeze 
Blew  keener  from  the  fhore,  and  onward  roll'd 
More    lengthen'd   billows ;    while   the   wither'd 

grafs 
Long-rankhng  on  the  fea-beat  cliff,  in  ftrains 
More  fadly-pleafmg  footh'd  the  penfive  ear. 
Athwart  the  filent  face  of  night,  now  gleam'd 
The  red-blue  taper,  with  a  fickly  ray 
Diffus'd  around;  not  much  unlike  the  fad. 
The  dreary  glare  of  bearded  comets,  feen 
By  the  obfervant  fage  to  fhoot  alonf 
Their  lengthen'd  orbits  of  an  hundred  years ; 
Immenfely  rapid! — Straight  Eeander  hail'd 
The  glad  appearance,  and  his  filken  robe. 
Of  thinneft  texture  from  the  Tyrian  loom. 
Buoyant  and  light,  colle<51:ed  on  his  head. 
He  careful  bound  ;  in  aft  to  plunge  he  ftood, 
Recklcfs  of  danger,  when  a  threat'ning  wave. 
Of  more  than  ufual  bulk,  enormous,  dafh'd 
The  murm'ring  fhore,  and  cover'd  all  his  limbs 
With  floating  fca-weed  ;  then  a  fudden  fear 
CoQgeal'd  him  to  the  rock ;  with  both  his  hands 
Immoveable  he  clung.     But  foon  his  love 
Refi^or'd  his  wonted  warmth  : — The  ridgy  waves 
Forfaken  by  the  gale  fubfiding  funk 
To  fweet  repofe,  on  the  unrufHed  bread 
Of  their  cerulean  fire  ;  with  aftive  bound. 
And  arms  extended,  from  the  craggy  fhore 
He  leapt  impetuous,  while  the  doling  muia 
Rcfounded  to  his  fall;  the  gathering  foam 
In  fhining  circles  girt  his  manly  neck 
Emerging  from  the  water. — But  the  maid 
By  the  pale  lamp  Hood  watchful,  and  would  oft 
Oppofe  her  mantle  to  the  eddy  breeze 
Threat'ning  its  friendly  radiance;  or  would flcai 
With  fiJent  fl:eps  to  where  the  aged  nurfe 
In  peaceful  {lumbers  clos'd  her  rheumy  eyes; 
Leil  haply  fome  returning  flow  of  phlegm, 
Some  periodic  gout,  or  racking  ach. 
Should  roufe  the  tefly  matron,  and  betray 
Their  fecret  corrcfpondence. — Thus,  employ 'd,' 
Breathlefs  and  fpent  with  toil,  Leander  reach'd 
The  wifhful  harbour:  To  the  nuptial  couch 
She  led  him,  leaning  on  her  bread,  and  wip'd 
The  brine  offenfive  from  his  ftiiv'ring  limbs. 
And  wrung  his  lovely  locks;  a  pleafant  taflc  ! 
A  grateful  labour !  interrupted  oft 
With  mute  embraces :  then  fhe  on  his  head 
Pour'd  precious  ointment,  and  the  foft'ning  balm, 
Of  Syrian  groves,  moft  favoury,  and  cheer'd 
His  drooping  fpirits  thus  : — "  My  charming  youth 
"  Much  haft  thou  fuffer'd,  well  approv'd  thy  faith, 
"  But  now  'tis  paft,  the  mighty  danger's  o'er ! 
"  The  couch  is  ready,  and  thy  fpoufe's  arms 
"  Are  open  to  receive  thee  ;  here  enjoy 
"  The  happy  fruits  of  all  thy  hardv  toils. 
"  Here,  Lcander !  let  me  lull  thy  foul 
"  In  bleft  oblivion  of  the  wind  and  wave.'' 
Reftor'd  to  wonted  vigour,  and  improv'd 
In  manly  graces,  lie  no  longer  fhunn'd 
The  fond,  the  am'rous  conteft  ;  but  unloos'd 
The  maiden  girdle. — Silent  were  their  joys ! 
No  chofen  youth  with  melody  and  fong 
Led  up  the  mazy  dance ;  no  facred  bard, 
Infpir'd  of  heav'n,  attun'd  the  melting  lyre 
To  hallow'd  numbers,  and  the  hidden  fweer? 
Of  Hymen's  mySic  kingdom,  the  domuiji 
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Of  lawful  pleafures! — With  the  frag^rant  growth 
Of  hhifhirj-  meadows,  and  the  verdant  boughs 
Of  fpivaaing-  palms,  no  virgin  train  adorn'd 
The  nuptial  couch  ; — no  ventrablc  lire. 
No  rev'rcnd  mother,  funj;^  with  quav'ringlips 
'1  he  wifhfui  Hyinencals;  and  no  toich 
Illuni'd  the  bridal  chamber: — Darkncf^  veii"d 
The  happy  jniir,  and  conRious  night  dif}"ii-'d 
Her  ftjadows  round  them;    while,    unleen,   un- 
heard. 
The  fylvan  deities,  to  ccleftial  airs, 
I-ight  fwcpt  tlie  floor  in  an  immortal  dance. 
But  drowfv  Somnus  by  xAlmona's  couch, 
Fair  Hero's  guardian,  took  his  filent  fland. 
And  bath'd  her  temples  in  the  povv'rful  jnice 
Of  midnight  herbs,  inducing  fweet  rcfpite 
From  all  the  dread  infirmities  of  age. 
The  panting  allhma,  and  the  piercing  pain 
Of  joint  contracting  aches ;  where'er  it  flicds 
Its  balmy  influence,  no  fcalding  rheum 
The  deep  funk  eye-balls  ftrcaks  with  fiery  red, 
Averting  pe?.ceful  llumbers. — Soft  flie  lay 
While  not  a  ilgh  or  mournful  groan  difturb'd 
The  blifsful  vigils  of  ecftatic  love. 

Such  were  I>eander's  nigh.tiy  toil?,  and  fuch 
Thcirgloriaus  recompenfe. — But  righteous Heav'n 
Oft  moft  fevercly  punllhes  the  crimes 
It  feems  to  profper:  lawlefs  were  their  joys. 
From  fclfifh  paflion  fprung  ;  the  fage  advice 
Of  parents  was  not  afk'd  :  The  marriage  rites, 
Of  more  than  human  origin,  the  bond, 
The  facred  bond,  connecting  isan  and  wife 
In  holy  union,  and  the  fruitful  fource 
Of  all  fociety,  the  fole  defence 
'Gainfl;  an  uncertain  progeny,  untrained 
And  fatherlel's,  the  burden  of  a  flate  ; 
The  marriage  rites,  that  point  the  nearcft  road 
To  real  rapture  and  unblended  blifs. 
To  perfedt  friendfliip  and  parental  love. 
The  noblefl:  paflions  of  the  human  heart, 
Ref^n'd  from  all  the  dregs  of  grofs  defire. 

Were  difreganUd Now  the  winter  hour. 

Cold  anrl  unconifortable,  came,  o'ercaft 

With  low-hung  vapqurs,  roufnig  fron-i  their  caves 

Where  they  had  flept  the  fummer  funs  away 

In  inoffenfive  peace  ;  the  raging  dorms 

Confub'dly  hurrying  through  the  murky  void 

Clouds  loU'd  on  clouds. —  i  he  troubled  ocean  felt 

1  he  univerfal  violence  defccnd 

To  his  profoundeft  depths,  and  furious  pil'd 

High  tow'ring  waves  on  tow'ring  waves  high- 

heap'd, 
A  wat'ry  Caucafus  I  defornrd  with  mud 
And  ooze  unfightly  ;  threat'ning  loud  to  pour 
The  blacken'd" deluge  on  the  frighted  fliore, 
Aiding  the  wild  commotion. — On  the  rock 
The  lliip  is  daih'd  impetuous :   from  the  fliore 
The  pcniive  I'ailor  fees  the  floating  wreck 
Wide-lcatter'd  round,  and  Ihuns  the  faithlefs  main. 
Not  fo  Leander:  the  accuftom'd  lamp 
Beam'd  through   the   horrid  gloom ; — he  fearlefs 

plung'd 
Into  the  Hellefpont,  impell'd  by  fate. 
And  love,  as  ftrong  as  fate. —  trom  wave  to  wave 
He  bounding  flie:,  before  the  howling  winds. 
Now  here,  now  there,  as  this  or  that  prevails; 
Undaunted  flill,  he  put  forth  ev'ry  nerve, 
Exerted  ev'ry  ilucw,  fixing  ftill 


His  fteady  eyes  upon  the  trembling  ray. 
Oft  intercepted  by  the  heapy  furge.  . 

l-oud  and  more  loud  the  bellowing  tempefl  rag'J  I 
Whilft,  eorrefponding  with  each  difmal  blad,  i 
The  bulky  billows  heav'd  in  dreadful  dance.  ' 

Wcary'd  and  faint  with  bootkls  toil,  his  limbs  ' 
Rcfus'd  their  office,  and  his  feeble  arms  j 

Cleave  to  his  panting  fide*.— Thi-n  fuppliant  thw  I 
yis  pray'r  to  Neptune,  and  to  ev'ry  nymph 
Ftihabiting  the  diep,  and  ev'ry  wind,  | 

But  chiefly  blufl'ring  Boreas,  he  addrefs'd:  j 

"  Once  more,  ye  pow'rful  deities !  once  more  j 
'■   Indulge  a  lover's  wifnes;  yet  again  ' 

"  l.et  me  embrace  my  Hero,  let  me  give  1 

"  One  parting  lafi;  embrace  ;  and  fince  this  life  ' 
"  Is  due  to  deiliny,  in  my  return  ] 

"  Let  Ocean  link  me  to  his  lowefl  bed."  | 

Thus  he,  alas !   in  vain  ;  unhappy  youth  ! 
Nor  god,  nor  nymph,  nor  blufl'ring  Boreas  heard  , 
The  modcft  pray'r. — Unable  to  elude 
Their  fwcepy  force,  each  raging  billow-  drove 
Refifllefs  o'er  his  head,  emerging  fcarcc 
After  long  intervals  — while  the  rough  winds 
Extinguilhed  the  lamp,  and  with  it  all 
His  hopes  of  fafety. — "  Heav'n  !  (he  faid),  1  yidd,.' 
"  Nor  ftruggle  longer  with  my  fate — Adieu,  ; 

"  My  lovely  Hero  ! — but,  ye  ftormy  winds,  i 

"  O  bear  me,  bear  me  from  the  Sefcian  fliore!        I 

"  Suffice  one  lover's  death" The  greedy  ware 

Clos'd  on  the  reft ! — Already  morning  dawn'd, ' 
Joylefs  and  fad,  when  lonely  in  the  tow'r,  t 

Feigning  Leander's  tiead  in  ev'ry  blafl, 
Hero  fat  penfive,  vvhilft  foreboding  fighs 
Did  fhake  her  tender  frame;  impatient  grown,. 
She  from  the  window  view'd  the  frightful  deep^    . 
High-fv.'ell'd  and  boift'rous.—Who  can  defcribe 
Her  foul's  diflrefs.'  But  what  mufl:  flie  have  fekj 
What  fuffer'd  !  when  flie  faw  his  mangled  corfe 
Dafli'd  on  the  rock  below  1 — She  from  her  breaft 
The  various  garment  tore,  and  headlong  leapt 
The  height  prodigious! — Side  by  fide  they  lay; 
A  loving  pair,  united  ev'ii  in  death. 

THE  HAPPINESS  OF  A  COUNTRY  LIFE, 

How  happy,  O  how  happy,  if  he  knew 
The  ills  of  higher  life,  the  hufbandman  ; 
Whofe  yellow  harvells,  by  his  labour  rais'd, 
Supply  his  frugal  board, — whofe  cryflal  flrcam* 
At  once  enrich  his  lands,  and  heaven's  bed  boon, 
Health's  rofy  baUam,  to  their  mafler  give; 
Beyond  the  frown  of  greatncfs — aught  beyond 
That  wealth  can  furnifli,  or  that  power  can  give, 
But  fefters  in  the  bofom,  and  but  feeds 
The  gluttony  of  appetite,  or  ftruts 
The  dropfied  belly  of  impure  defire. 

ON  VISITING  CARNWATH  3CH00U 
1769. 

Dullness  avaunt ! — Cimmerian  fpedlres  hence. 
The  furgy  furface  of  the  miry  lake 
Sibfides,  horrendous,  to  receive  your  fall. 
And  mirky  hell,  unfathomably  deep. 
Yawns  lor  her  fable  fons,  with  parent  rare  I 
Already,  hunger-pin'd,  with  horrid  yell 
Rc-echo'd  by  the  adamantine  roof 
Of  ancient  Lrebus,  the  iiifernal  hound 
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{&cpa.iids  his  jaws  to  welcome  your  return — 
JAnd  ah  !  return  ye  niufl — if  enter  here— 
;Confcious  of  former  worth,  this  agjed  houfe 
, Contemptuous  totters  on  its  mould'ring  bafe, 
'Threat'ning  de(l:rud:ion  to  the  ideot  crew 
jThat  with  pedantic  orgies  fli.ill  profane 
Its  hallow'd  bourne — where  infant  genius  blcom'd. 

j     Here  grave  Philander*,  elegantly  good, 
lAnd  even  in  boyifh  years,  maturely  wife, 
IFek  kindling  in  his  breaft  th'  ethereal  flame 
iPrompting  to  genereu*  deeds 
lAnd  with  the  balm  of  mediation  heal'd 
[Phe  petty  difcord  of  his  quarrelling  mates, 
pr  refcu'd  with  the  manly  hand  of  power 
jDefencelefs  childhood  from  the  fcourge  of  age. 

I    Here  TnYRsisf   ravifli'd  with  the  fweets  of 

found, 
Po  indigefted  numbers  tun'd  the  lyre; 
Gaily  melodious  while  with  patient  chatms 
'His  light  Belinda  flutter'd  in  the  lay. 

!    Here  gay  Fi.orkllo  t,  of  more  open  front, 
(And  fweeter  manners,  cheer'd  his  crowding  mates, 
'With  tale  facetious,  or  with  equal  care, 
Bet  Umits  to  the  race,  while  rival  maids 
j'^dmir'd  the  beauty  of  the  gallant  boy. 

j    Here  O  !  illuftrious  and  lamented  youth  ! 
jA.sPASio  §  !  all  thefe  lovely  virtues  dawn'd, 
ilVhich  gain'd  thee  friendfhips  in  a  foreign  clime, 
And  drew  compnfTion's  tears  from  flranger  eyes, 
Po  lee  thee,  all  amid  thy  blooming  hopes, 
Struck  immature!  y  from  the  ranks  of  men  ! 

Here  Damon  |]  flemm'd  the  eftuating  tide 
Df  boyifh  follies,  and  induflrious  fcann'd 
,Phe  feats  of  clafTic  chieftains ;  early  warm'd 
With.  RoniaH  liberty,  and  Grecian  arts; 
br,  varioufly  chara<fter'd  his  brow   ' 
i'talk'd,  indolently  thoughtful,  dreaming  much 
!)f  H.Tmus's  Pindus,  and  the  holy  hill 
pf  Phocis,  water'd  with  CaRalian  fprings. 

i  And  here  Alkxis^  trifled  hiany  an  hour, 
ilecklefs  of  fcience  and  the  laurell'd  maids, 
j['ill  late  reclaim'd  by  Damon's  friendly  care, 
lie  turn'd  the  volumes  fraught  with  ancient  lore ; 
l^nd  not  unfavour'd  by  the  god  of  fong, 
iro  artlefs  numbers  tun'd  the  doric  reed. 

I  *  The  liei/.  "JuTJies  SomeriiUle,  nozu  fcnior  minijler  cf 
ftii/i/t^. 

f  J\<fr.  John  I'iglis,  majier  of  the  ^ramrr.ar-fchool  nf 
latinongafe,  EJ/nbin^f/,  and  author  of  "  Thi!  Patriot.^* 
poem,  printed  in  I777.     He  died  in  I786. 

\  Mr.  Waller  SoKeriil/e,  bookfeUer  in  Lanark. 
'■J:  died  in  17^3. 

§  Mr.  John  Melrofi.  He  ivas  bred  a  fur^eitn  at 
ouih-ShielJs,  attended  the  medical  clajfes  of  Edinburgh, 
nJ  afterivards  fettled  in  "Jamaica,  -where  he  died  in 
yCb.  He  luas  eminently  filled  in  polite  literature, 
icdicine,  botany,  and  natural  tiifjor-^.  Some  time  before 
is  death  he  ivas  employed  ir.  colltSiinit  matcri.ils  for  a 
atural  hifiory  of  "Jamaica.  He  cunirihatcd,  net  a  little 
1  lead  the  author,  and  Dr.  Anderfon  (his  couftn-^erman ) 
>  toe  love  cf  reading.,  and  the  fudy  of  Hilary  arJ 
etry. 

II    Dr.  Anderfon, 

*!   The  Author. 
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INVOCATION  TO  THE  ELEgUC  MUSE. 

BT    ROBERT  ANDERSON,    M.  D. 

Hail!  foft-ey'd,  tender,  melancholy  maid  ! 

The  poor  man's  comfort,  and  the  lover's  friend! 
Give  me  thy  facred  folitudes  to  tread, 
•  And  on  thy  wildly  wandVing  fteps  attend. 

Say,  if  thou  choofeft  in  the  Cean  grove 

With  mufing  Aep  to  weave  thy  winding  way? 

Or  rather,  through  the  labyrinths  of  love, 
Penfive  with  thy  Callimachus  dofl  ftray  ? 

Hark !    hark !    from   Pontus   came    that    doleful 
found  ? 

Was't  thou,  or  Ovid  that  infpir'd  the  firing  ? 
The  folenm  mlific  faddens  a.11  around — 

Not  thus  the  wanton  mifcreant  us'd  to  fmg  1 

Say,  fhall  I  feek  thee  in  the  breezy  glade. 
Where  thy  'Pibullus  figh'd  his  fimple  fong  * 

It  fuits  thee  well  to  footh  fo  fweet  a  Ihade, 
And  guard  the  relics  of  the  fair  and  young ! 

Or,  ric'fl  thou  mufing  in  the  defert  dome, 

Where  learn'd  Prupertius  fill'd  the  labour'd  lay? 

Or,  with  Catullas,  o'er  a  brother's  tomb, 

Sigh'ft  thou  fad  dirges  to  the  Crumbling  clay  ? 

Lo  !  the  laft  glimmVings  of  departing  day, 

Streak  the  fmooth  furface  of  the  fliadowy  (Iream ; 

The  weary  hedger  homeward  plods  his  way. 
And  down  the  rough  flope  nods  the  tinkling 
team. 

Now  doft  thou  loiter  o'er  the  hallow'd  bourne^ 
Where  heaves  the  turf  in  many  a  mould'ring 
heap, 

And  hear  thy  Gray,  in  moral  mufings  mourn 
The  peaceful  peafants  in  their  cells  that  fleep  ? 

Or  fay,  fecnefter'd  from  jhe  dinfome  roar, 
Which  taftelefs  crowds  unmterriipted  fend, 

Meet'ft  thou  thy  Shenrtone  in  the  rural  bow'r. 
Which    oaks   embofom,    and    which   hills   de- 
fend ? 

Or,  deejjly  flielter'd  in  the  folemn  fhade, 
By  noble  Temple's  gen'rous  friendfhip  wove, 

Hear'If  thou  thy  Hammond  tune  his  tender  reed. 
As  through  the   gloom  his  love-lorn  footfteps 
rove  ? 

Or,  all  attentive  to  the  lonefome  note 

That  burfts  obfcure  from  Medwan's  mazy  vale, 

Hear'ft  thou    thy  Grame,  in    many   a   love-tick 
thought, 
Pour  penfive  forth  hisfweetly-vary'd  tale? 

Ah  I  does  thy  foot  his  favour'd  haunt  forego. 
Led  where  loud  wailings  pierce  the  midnight- 
gloom-— 

Hear'ft  thou  the  knell  of  death,  the  (hriek  of  woe, 
Tell  to  the  hollow  gale  his  titTielefs  doom  ! 

That  tear  becomes  thee — gentle  was  thy  Grreme  ! 
Soft  were  his  woes,    and   fweet  his  warbled 
lays ! 
Yet  lafts  his  lore,  and  lafts  his  noble  flame, 
Eleft  in  the  flrain  that  lives  to  lateft  days, 
Gg 
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Me  unrimbitious,  fl!i  I  breathe  mv  moan. 

Nor  laurellM  name,  nor  honoiir'il  meed  infpires: 
Me  it  dflights  to  murnur  all  Al(jne, 

True  to  my  love,  and  faithful  to  its  fires. 

Deep  in  the  hofom  of  this  mofi-lin'd  ^rot, 

Whoff  verdant  fide  uiih.iiioivd  waters  lave, 
Whpre  never  poet  pnur'd  the  !)lamtiv>'  n.te, 
-      Nor  ling'ring  lover  luU'd  the  loni-fumc  wave — 

If  e'er,  outftretch'd  beneath  the  midnight  (ky., 
Mufing,  erowhile,  I  Tiark'd  thyvifmns  d'-ar; 

If  e'er,  when  wayward  '>eauty  drew  -^ly  eye. 
According  murmurs  met  thy  foothcd  ear  '. 

13cign,  meek-ey'd   maid  '.    with    mufiiig   footftep 
flow. 
Pale  face  demure,  and  mien  folemnly  fweet  1 
D<*ign,  now  invek'd,  to  harmonize  my  woe. 
Sooth  my  fad  fighs,  and  guide  my  wandering 
feet ! 

1773- 

THE  VISION, 

TO  MR.  JOHN  GR^ME, 
BY  ROBERT  ANDERSON,  M.  D. 

Thou  frirnd  '.    for   whom   the   languid   mufe    a- 

wak'-s 
Her  buried  fire,  and  ftrikes  the  jarring  ftring, 
propitious  liften  to  the  feeble  lay. 
The  backward  virgin  tnlis  at  your  command; 
She.  penfive  ftretch'd  on  floth's  inglorious  couch, 
In  fecret  fighs  bewaiTd  Alexis'  fate, 
And  Nancy's  abfence  inefte(ftual  mourn'd  ; 
Till  you,  invidious  of  her  fad  repofe, 
To  wonted  toils  impeil'd  the  liftlefs  maid, 
Reliii"l:ant  roufing  at  the  friendly  call. 

When  fliady  night  her  dewy  pinion?  fpread, 
Involvine  deep  the  fummer-painted  vale. 
And  verdant  mountain  in  her  formlefs  gloom  ; 
D^inon.  a  youth  of  melancholy  mien, 
"Who  erft,  ambitious  of  the  myrtle  wreathe, 
Tun'd   his  weak   reed  where    Medvvan's  waters 

lave, 
!Bow'rs  built  by  fays,  and  fields  renown'd  in  foog  j 
Hard  by,  where  Alne  de-olves  her  mazy  courfe 
Jrricruous,  through  romantic  vales,  of  eld 
By  fiTet  nations  tillM  wjthfojnding  war, — 
Lonely  and  fad,  forl'ouk  his  (leeplefs  couch, 
Revolving  ferinus  in  h's  aii'xioiis  mind 
The  lucklefs  love  that  wrung  his  tor'ux'd  bread  ; 
And  evtT,.as   n  luring  fmiles  jrray'd, 
His  i^nrle  Nancy's  abfent  forna  arofe. 
And  drew  th'  impaflion'd  glance  from  tnoiden'd 

rye  ; 
Oold-potent  rivals,  pageantry  and  birth, 
S.iccclTive  rofe,  and  dulk'd  the  1  nv'  ing  fcene  1 

Nor  was  the  fwelling  figh  a'.onc  confin'd 
To  proper  woes — for  Strepbon's  tender  grief 
I'itcous  be-pin'd  ;  while,  from  his  profT-r'd  hand. 
Grieving  he-law  each  lovely  grace  fbst blooms 
/l.)n  lellVy's  Aamalk  cheek,  unequal  flirink, 
'As  wealth,  exulting,  fpreads  bcr  giittcnog  Hores, 
In  gaj  profufion  on  tbe  dazzled  eye. 
5 


Thus,  wrapt  in  thought,  liC  reach'd  a  m«fs.Iin*|  ( 

cave.  ' 

O'crwhich  'wo  oaks  their  verdant  branches  fpread,  ; 
Co'iimixing  thick  their  ragiy-fringed  leave*.  , 

.^'hlle    through    and   through    the   (hooting    ivy  , 

ftr.y-d.  I 

There,   mufing  ftretch'd,   the  river's  murmuring  j 

chime,  j 

That  broad  below  o'erfwept  a  pebbly  channel, 
Clos'd  his  moid  lids,  and  funk  his  foul  to  reft, 
VVhi  e  Morpheus  thus,  to  fancy's  wakeful  ey«         ! 
Call'd  u')  hi»  airy  unfubftan'ial  forms 
\nd  trac'd  the  fcene  th-  faithful  virgin  fings. 

Plac'd  on  the  arid  margin  of  a  ftream,  , 

Th:'t  down  a  rugged  bed  tumultuous  hurl'd  '  I 
Its  difmal  wave,  he  markd  with  deep  regard  . 
I  he  vernal  flow'rs  that  flufh'd  the  further  ftiore.  j 
High  on  a  mound  fupcricr  to  the  reft,  } 

Two  blulliing  rofes  odorific  wav'd 
Their  crimfon  fold«.  difpread  to  Titan's  beam  : 
On  thefp  infat'ate  hung  his  raptur'd  eye. 
And  widiful  m.uk'd  the  vermik  glow,  diffus'i 
On  either  flow'r,  by  fpring's  rcfrelliful  hand. 
In  wild  amaze,  and  fancy'd  vifion  loft  ! 
\  more  than  human  foim,  ferenely  fair. 
Thus  gentle  fpoke — while  penetration  flione 
From  either  eye,  and  Reafon  loud  proclaim'd  : 
"   Why,    frantic   youth  '.   purfue   with   fateleft 

"  gaze 
"  The  florid  phantoms,  that  deceitful  (kim 
"  In  fplendid  drefs  before  the  curlain'd  eye  ? 
"   'Tis  vain  illulion  all  1  — the  vermeil  blufli, 
"  That  veils  yon  painted  flow'rs,  is  but  the  work' 
"  Of  fancy's  mimic  hand — Fair  Nancy's  charms,^  i 
"  If  rightly  view'd,  and  Jefley's,  are  no  more  !"     ] 
She  ceas'd — and   ftraight  the  flumb'ring  youtkj 
awoke , 
And,  fbiv'ring,  quick  uprear'd  his  dewy  limbs, 
With  nightly  vapours  chill'd,  and  lefs  perplex'd, 
With  heedful  eye  esplor'd  the  homeward  path. 

1774-  j 

INVOCATION  TO  HEALTH, 

BY  MR.  JOHN  GR.a:ME*. 

Hail  '.  gentle  goddefs  of  the  fprightly  look. 
On  whofe  plump  cheek  the  rofes  ever  bloom, 

Hi)w  long  fliall  youth --fliall  innocence  invol-e — 
And  wilt  thou  pouit  me  to  the  gloomy  tomb  ! 

O  tliink  how  ill  the  youthful  heart  can  bear 
The  difmal   thought  of  numb'ring   with  th" 
dead  I 

Hvr  hard  to  part  with  all  I  hold  m>'ft  dear, 
Ere  half  the  fummcr  of  my  life  is  fled  ! 

What  is  my  crime  that  thus  thou  hid'd  thy  fact 
Did  e'tr  thefe  feel  the  paths  of  vice  puriuc  i 

Did  e'er  I  walljiv  in  the    ■  wi'  tmbrace, 

Oi  bid  thr  paths  of  fober  life  adieu  ?  | 

Did  e'er  thi«  v^u'hful  he^irt  ungrateful  prove? 
Have  I  not  wor'''i  v.-.'f   •*  » '-.v  holy  ihrine.' 


*  j\fr.  Gneme  died        >  confu:nptian,  in  17  S 
faon  after  •wrilint;  this  ode. 
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I 

Been  true  to  frlencinnp  and  been  true  to  love, 
And  lliall  I  urge  my^jnnocence  in  vain  ? 

That  thefe  pale  cheeks  their  wonted  bloom  might 
wear, 
Have  I  not  ufed  ev'ry  various  mean  ? 
►lounted  the  fteed — brufli'd   through  the  balmy 

air, 
;  And  tript  it  frequent  o'er  yon  daifi'd  green  ? 

jVTiat  time  in  weftern  wind  I  heard  thee  rove, 
j  Did  e'er  I  loiter  at  the  pleafing  found  ? 
lave  I  not  left  the  maiden  of  my  love, 
And  woo'd  thee  on  each  filent  hill  around  ? 

_*         *         *         #.*         «         • 
fail :  gentle  goddefsofthe  fprightly  look, 
i  On  whofe  plump  cheek  the  rofes  ever  bloom, 
fo-vv  long  fliall  youth— (hall  innocence  invoke  ?— 
O  come,  and  fnatch  me  from  the  gloomy  tomb : 

NANCY. 

A  PASTORAL  BALLAD. 
j  BY  ROBERT  ANDERSON,    M.  D. 

Ipu  a(k  why  I  mufingly  dray 
[Where  rivers  run  (lowly  along  ! 
I'hy  I  teach  ev'ry  bird  of  the  fpray 
ITo  fin?  my  difconfolate  fong  ? 
Ilo'ter  d,  a  firaple  young  fwain, 
iAmid  nymphs  of  an  higher  degree  ; 
hd  it  is  rot  for  me  to  explain 
[How  fair  and  how  fickle  they  be. 

.Tenfibly  Nancy  obtain'd 

My  heart,  inexperienc'd  in  love  ; 
'|hen  I  left  her,  (he  fondly  coinplain'4, 
|Or  foUow'd  my  (teps  to  the  grove. 
■jhen  walking,  (lie  lean'd  on  my  arm, 
jAnd  would  play  with  my  fingers  the  while  ; 
•jid,  as  oft  as  I  nrais'd  ev'ry  charm. 

She  would  anfwer  each  word  with  a  fraile. 

H  fpoke  of  a  field-flon-'r  I  found. 

How  her  face  it  but  faintly  difplay'd, 
'i;  would  dart  a  foTt  glance  on  the  ground, 
|A.nd  bliifi  a  more  ravifliing  red. 
lind  in  hand,  as  the  path  we  purfn'd 
;ifce  would  (lop,  and  with  tranfport  behold 
Iw  my  bowers  bended  bright  o'er  the  flood, 

\nd  my  feats  were  fpread  over  with  gold. 

7  reed  when  I  labour'd  to  found, 
she  would  fay  was  the  fweeteft  to  hear, 
'  d  if  ever  a  fault  could  be  found, 
,.t  was,  "  Ah,  were  the  fong  but  fincere  I 
Tor  I've  heard  ((lie  would  add  with  a  fi?h) 
How  the  (hepherds  do  pipe  on  the  plain, 
iJVith  the  notes  of  the  nighcingale  vie, 
'  While  their  bofoms  unmoved  remain  I" 

■w  bright  was  the  fun's  golden  beam, 

»Vhen  my  Nancy  fn  fmilingly  flu-ne  I 

jd  how  fweet  was  the  found  of  the  ftream, 

■Vhea  we  trac'd  its  wild  windings  alane  1 
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Each  bird  that  faluted  our  ear 

From  the  grove  where  we  fought  to  retire,    • 
Warbl'd  Hill  more  melodious  and  clear 

As  we  drove  its  foft  drains  to  admire  : 

And  the  primrofe,  befprinkl'd  with  dew, 

And  t'le  violet  of"  various  dye. 
Still  afiuro'd  a  more  delicate  hue, 

As  oin  Iteps  itule  Icvin^^ly  by  ! 
And  each  tree  that  extended  its  (liade 

'Mid  the  thicket  of  willows  I  wove. 
Spread  its  blofloms  more  bright  o'er  our  head 

As  we  fat  and  repeated  our  love. 

But  now  with  fond  footftcp  no  more 

Through  the  groves  and  the  valleys  we  ftray, 
Recline  in  the  bfolTom.ing  bower, 

And  talk  about  love  the  long  day  ! 
Forfaking  the  fweets  of  the  vale, 

Tht  flower,  and  the  itream,  and  the  tree 
She  roves  on  foine  lar  di(tant  dale 

With  a  fwain  more  difiinguifli'd  than  me  ! 

Yet,  forc'd  each  fond  hope  to  forego. 

Of  ev'ry  fweet  folace  forlorn  ; 
Should  one  murmur  upbraid.ngiy  flow 

While  I  drive  with  my  fate  and  her  fcorn ! 
The  proud  diephc-rds  who  fte  my  defpair, 

Rebuke  me,  nor  dare  I  complain 
That  a  nymph  fo  exceedingly  fair 

Should  prefer  fo  engaging  a  fwain. 

For  his  manners,  they  fay,  are  more  fmooth, 

And  the  tint  of  his  features  more  fine, 
And  the  language  that  flows  trom  h:s  mouth 

Has  a  foftnefs  fuperior  to  mine  : 
Then  my  raiment,  be  lure,  it  mult  yield 

To  the  luftre  his  garments  difplay, 
And  my  love-labour'd  notes  be  exceil'd 

By  the  eafe  of  his  elegant  lay  I 

Thus  glide  their  gay  triumphs  along  ; 

Nor  ought  1  to  utter  a  fn^b. 
Since  Nancy  defpifts  my  fong, 

And'the  Ibepherds  reprove  my  reply. 
Yet  ray  foot,  dill  averfe  to  forget 

The  foft  fccnes  that  engajr'd  me  before. 
Frequents  the  fweet  fliade  where  wf  met} 

And  delights  in  the  defolate  bower. 

And  oft-times  a  refledinn  will  rife — 

(But  T  dudy  the  thought  to  ret^g^n). 
How  a  nymph  fy  fincere  could  defpife 

A  bofom  fo  gentle  as  mine  I 
Then  ruiting  my  reed  tci  my  lay, 

I  loiter  the  dreamlet  along. 
And  teach  the  blithe  birJs  of  the  fpraj* 

To  Cng  my  difccniolate  fong. 

A  FAMILIAR  EPISTLE, 

TO  JOHN  GRIEVE,  M.  D. 
BY  ROBERT  ANDERSON,    M.  Di 

While  you,  my  deared  Hrieve,  admire 
The  auguft  fane,  and  g'lJod  f;)ire. 
The  courtly  mien,  and  meafur'd  dride, 
Which  mark  the  fons  of  civic  pridr; 
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J  war.Jer  in  the  rural  fcene. 

O'er  fields,  with  rifing  plenty  green, 

O'er  verdant  lawns,  and  fragrant  meads, 

3y  (loping  banks  and  fylvan  fhades, — 

Where  hiil-born  Alne,  with  confcious  pride, 

Devolves  her  filvcr-winding  tide, 

3y  Alnwick's  green-inwoven  bowers. 

Gay-gilt  alcoves,  and  trophied  tower's — 

Pleas'd  if  the  cottage  of  a  friend 

Receive  me,  at  my  ramble's  end  ; — 

Which  neither  mean,  nor  elegant, 

Befpeaks  nor  luxury,  nor  want, — 

To  liften  to  the  homely  joke. 

And  raillery,  of  country  folk  ; 

To  tales  repeated  o'er  and  o°er. 

Of  thisturn'd  rogue,  ani  that  turn'd  whore; 

Of  matches,  politic  and  civil. 

Or  made  by  nature,  or  the  devil; 

Of  jocky-feats  at  fairs  and  races. 

And  hair-breadth  'fcapes  in  critic  cafes. 

And  births,  and  deaths,  and  funday  fuits. 

And  dinners,  dreams,  and  dfinking-bouts^ 

And  genealogies;  as  long 

As  epic  Blackmore's  ejidlefs  fong. 

The  world  its  diftant  din  may  keep, 
Tred'rick  may  frown,  the  Pole  may  weep, 
■Bourbon  the  work  of  war  renew, 
Cath'rine  the  flying  Turk  purfue, 
And  George,  a  gracious  gueft  '.  repair 
To  Portfmouth,  when  he  will— or  where — 
To  Alne's  green  marge  I  ftill  retire. 
While  ev'ning  trims  her  fading  frre. 
And  ftill — while  morning's  meekell  beam, 
Juft  filvers  o'er  tlie  fhadowy  ftream, 
■Reflefting  every  grace  of  day — 
To  Alne's  green  marge  I  halte  away, 
And,  all  along  the  winding  (hore, 
1  mufe — and  build  my  birchen  bow'r — 
Pleas'd  (if  perchance  my  mufings  meet 
One  fpark  of  that  poetic  heat, 
Which  erft  infpir'd  my  youthful  dreams 
On  other  banks,  and  other  rtreams)i 
To  tune  my  feeble  voice  to  raiie 
Another  ftrain  to  Nancy's  praile. 
And  bid  another  figh  fincere  ' 
Purine  my  Grjeme's  unhonoiir'd  bier  '. 

•'  Well,  Cob'. — but  fure  'tis  fometimes  fit, 
•<  You  mind  the  lab'ring  world  of  wit; 
"  Inquire  if  fubtile  fceptics  Hill 
"  Staia  their  o'.vn  morals,  and  their  quill; 
I 


Obferve  the  ftory-telling  tribe 
Trim  old-new  fads  in  Ityle  full  glib  ; 
And  eke  obferve  the  rant-retailers 
Of  rambles,  pranks,  and  female  failures  ; 
And  (weirdifting-.iifli'd  from  the  reft: 
Bv  the  rapt  eye  ana  tarrer'd  veft) 
Obferve  th'  eiithufiaftic  choir, 
Whofe  rival  fingers  ftrike  the  lyre." 
Mind  wit  '.—dear  Grieve  i  you  don't  reflc<3-, 
My  lot  how  low,  my  voice  how  weak ! 
Incurious,  indolent,  and  dull, 

I  little  care  to  go  to  fchool,  ^ 

Or  wafte  the  morning  of  my  days 

In  pilf'ring  fprigs  from  other's  bays. 
Let  Mafon's  laurels  ftill  entwine 

His  claflic  brow,  and  Goldfmith  ftiine, 

In  fpite  of  fortune's  blinded  fway, 

A  Pope  in  rhyme,  in  manners  Gay  '. 

What  is't  to  me  r--I  may  admire. 

But  never  match  their  heav'nly  fire; 

Impell'd  by  that  perfuafive  power 

That  plans  the  whim  from  hour  to  hoar,- 

To  woo  a  wayward  mufe  in  vain. 

And  force  from  unimproved  brain 

Some  forry  couplets,  void  of  merit. 

Or  as  to  drdion,  or  to  fpirit  ; 

For  fuch  a  poet,  pafiing  well, 

As  juft  can  write,  but  ne'er  excel, 
i'his  draws  from  vanity  its  fource. 

And  with  its  author,  Grieve  '.  is  yours. 

^774- 

A  WISH. 

BY  ROBERT  ANDERSON,    M.   D. 


I  ASR  not  Heav'n  !  the  cumbrous  (kill  to  know 
The  tribes  and  hift'ries  of  the  human  race  ; 

In  foreign  climes  what  herbs  fanefcent  grow,        j 
What  unknown  lyltems  crowd  untravel'd  fpac*/ 

I  alk  not  to  triumph  in  glory's  car. 

With  lionour's  wreath  to  twine  my  lordly  broWi 
To  fwell  my  cof)"ers  with  refplendent  ore,  . 

Nor  tame  unnumber'd  valleys  with  my  ploMgll 

But  gracious  grant  me  in  fome  lonely  cot  | 

To  fpend  the  remnant  of  a  joylefs  life  ;  i 

From  learning,  pride,  and  pageantry  remote. 
Naticy  my  friend,  my  miftrefs,  and  my  wki. 
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Glover',  thy  mind  in  various  viit-ae  wife, 
Each  fcience  claims,  and  makes  each  art  thy  prize; 
With  Newton,  I'oars  familiar  to  the  fky. 
Looks  natare  throug-h,  io  keen  thy  mental  eye ; 
Or  down  defcending  on  the  globe  below. 
Through  humble  realms  of  knowledge  loves  to  flow  j 
Promifcuous  beauties  dignify  thy  breaft. 
By  na*«re  happy,  as  bylludy  bleft. 
Thou  wi^'s Columbus!  from  the  epic  throne, 
New  worlds  defcry'd,  and  made  them  all  our  owa. 
Thou  firft  through  .real  nature  4ar'd  explore. 
And  waft  her  facred  treafures  to  our  Ihore, 
Nor  Ariofto's  fables  fill  thy  page. 
Nor  Taflb's  points,  but  Virgil's  fober  rage. 
How  foft,  how  ftrong  thy  varied  numbers  move. 
Or  fwell'd  to  glory,  or  diflblv'd  to  love. 
-Corredl  with  eafe,  where  all  the  graces  meet, 
Nervoufly  plain,  majeftically  fweet  j 
The  Mufes  will  thy  facrifice  repay. 
Attendant  warbling  in  each  heavenly  lay. 

Thompson's  Epistle  to  Glove*. 
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K.ICHARD  Glover  was  born  in  St.  Martin's  Lane,  Cannon  Street,  London,  in  1712.  He  was  the 
fon  of  Richard  C  lover,  Lfq.  an  etnmeit  Ha  rburg'.i  merchant  in  the  city. 

He  received  the  whole  of  his  education  under  the  Rev.  Daniel  Sanxay,  at  Cheam  fchool,  a 
place  which  he  afterwaids  I'clighted  to  vi  ^t,  and  fometimes  attended  the  anniverfary,  held  of  late 
years  in  London,  w  e-e  he  1  e  1  ed  ■  appv  in  relatin.  hs  juvenile  adventures. 

At  this  feminary  he  diftinguiflied  himfelf  by  the  quicknefs  of  his  progrefs,  and  early  began  to 
exhibit  fpecimens  of    is  poetical  powers. 

At  the  age  of  fixt  en,  he  wr  te  -a  poem  to  the  memory  of  Sir  Ifaac  Newton,  prefixed  to  the 
**  View  of  Sir  I,  ac  Newton's  P  .i.t.fophy,'"  publifhed  in  4to,  1728,  by  hi?  intimate  friend  Dr. 
Pemberton.  "  i  have  prefeated  my  readers,  •'  fays  Dr.  Pemberton  in  the  preface  to  this  work, 
"  with  a  copy  of  ver'es  on  S;r  Ifaac  Newton,  which  I  have  jult  received  from  a  young  gentleman, 
•whom  i  am  ..roud  to  reckon  a.ii  ng  the  number  of  my  deareft  friends.  If  I  had  any  apprehenfion 
th,  t  this  piece  of  j)oetry  ftood  iii  need  ot  an  apology,  I  fliould  be  defirous  the  reader  might  know 
tbt  the  author  is  but  fixteen  yeais  old,  and  was  obliged  to  finifli  the  com^jofition  in  a  very  fhort 
time,  but  i  Ihall  only  take  the  liberty  to  obferve,  that  the  boldnefs  of  the  digreffions  will  be  belt 
judged  of  by  thufe  who  are  acquainted- with  Pindar.'' 

Confidering  this  poem  as  the  compofition  of  a  fchool-boy,  it  will  excite  no  fmall  degree  of  fur- 
prife,  as  it  poUelTes  more  claim  to  ai.plaufe,  and  requires  fewer  allowances  for  faults,  than  uro- 
ducflions  of  lu  h  an  age  are  always  allowed.  To  Glover  may  be  applied  what  the  preient  Earl  of 
Orford  faid  of  his  friend  Gray,   "  that  he  never  was  a  boy." 

Though  poflelTed  of  talents  which  were  calculated  to  excel  in  literature,  he  was  content  to  de- 
vote his  attention  to  commerce,  and  at  a  proper  period  commenced  a  Hamburgh  merchant ;  as  ap- 
pears from  the  following  lines,  with  which  he  begins  his  poem  called  London.. 

Ye  northern  blafts,  and  Eurus,  wont  to  fweep 
With  rudelf  pinions  o'er  the  furrowed  waves ; 
A  while  fufpend  your  viulence,  and  waft 
From  fandy  Wtfer,  and  the  broad-mouth'd  Elbe, 
My  freiguted  vefiels  to  the  deftin'd  ihore. 
Safe  o'er  th'  unruffled  main 

As  a  merchant  he  foon  made  a  confpicuous  figure  ;  but  his  commercial  affairs  did  not  occupy  his 
whole  attention.  He  (till  found  leifure  to  cultivate  the  ftudy  of  poetry  ;  and  continued  to  affbciate 
with  thole  who  were  eminent  in  literature  and  fcience  ;  efpecially  among  the  party  in  oppoiition  to 
the  admmiltration  of  Walpole. 

One  of  his  earliell  friends  was  Green,  the  ingenious  but  obfcure  author  of  that  truly  original 
poem,  intituled  "  The  Spleen,"  which,  in  1737,  foon  after  his  death,  was  pubhflied  by  Glover. 
This  excellent  performance  contains  the  following  prefageof  his  literary  eminence,  with  an  evident 
alhifion  to  his  Leonidas,  which  he  had  begun  when  very  young. 

Eut  there's  a  youth  that  you  can  name, 

Who  needs  no  leading  ftrings  to  fame. 

Whole  quick  maturity  of  brain 

The  birth  ot  Pallas  may  explain  j 

Dreaming  of  whofe  depending  fate, 

I  heard  Melpomene  debate. 

This,  this  is  he  that  was  foretold. 

Should  emulate  our  Greeks  of  old  : 

Infpir'd  by  me  with  facred  art,  ; 

.    ..     .  He  lings  and  rules  the  varied  heart ; 

If  Jove's  dread  anger  he  rehearfe, 
f   ■'•  ^Ye  bear  the  thunder  in  his, Tierfe;  .   - 
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If  he  dcfcribc  love  turnM  to  rage, 

Tlie  furies  riot  on  his  page  ; 

If  he  fair  liberty  and  law, 

J3y  ruffian  power  expiring  draw, 

The  keener  pailions  then  enj^age 

Aright,  and  iiini^tify  their  rage  ; 

If  he  attempt  ilihUhoiis  love, 

\\f  liear  thofe  jjlaint^  that  \\'Oiind  the  grove; 

With  him  the  l;ir.der  patriuiis  glow. 

And  tears  dilliU'd  fioai  pity  flow. 

On  the  2ift  of  May  T737,  he  rwarried  Mils  Nuiin,  with  whom  he  received  a  fortune  of  li.coof. 
and  in  the  fame  month  he  piihliflscd  his  Lec/iiutu,  an  epic  poem  m  nine  books,  410,  which  com- 
pktely  cftabliihcd  liis  poetiral  reputation. 

Leoftidas  was  infcribed  to  Lord  Cobham,  and  on  its  firfl  appearance,  was  received  by  the  public 
U'ith  great  approbation  ;  though  it  has  fmce  been  unaccountably  negk-ifled. 

But  its  favourable  reception  was  not  entirely  owing  to  its  intrinlic  merits.  At  the  time  of  its 
publication,  a  zeni,  or  rather  rage  for  liberty,  prevailed  in  England  ;  a  conftellation  of  great  men, 
diftinguiflicd  by  their  virtues  as  well  as  their  talents,  fet  tlemfeives  in  oppolition  to  the  Court ; 
every  fpecies  of  compofition  that  bore  the  facred  name  of  freedom,  recommended  itfelf  to  their 
proteclion,  and  foon  obtained  polTefllon  of  the  public  favour.  Hence  a  poem  founded  on  the 
nobleit  prii:ciples  of  liberty,  and  dilplaying  the  moft  brilliant  examples  of  patriotil'ra,  loon  found 
its  way  into  tlie  wcrld. 

Lyttlcton,  then  high  in  the  ranks  of  oppofition,  in  a  popular  publication  called  Common  Senfe, 
under  the  fignature  cf  Philo  Miif.vus,  No.  ic.  April  9.  1737,  praiftd  it  in  the  warmelt  terms.  Dr. 
Pemberton  publiQied  '*  Obfervations  on  Poetry,  elpecially  epic,  occafiuned  by  the  late  poem  upon 
Lconidas,"  iimo,  173S,  merely  with  a  view  to  point  out  its  beauties;  and  it  was  praifed  by 
Thompion,  of  (;hieen's  College,  and  other  poets.  It  pafled  through  three  editions  in  1737,  and  f73S  ; 
but  it  afterwards  experienced  the  fate  of  thofe  literary  produilions,  which  owe  a  te:npor.iry  celebrity 
to  the  influence  of  party-principles,  without  <!el"erving  it. 

The  imprudent  zeal  of  his  friends  had  encouraged  fuch  extravagant  ideas  of  it,  that  though  it 
was  found  to  have  very  great  beauties,  yet  the  ardour  of  the  lovers  of  poetry  foon  funl;  into  a  kind 
of  cold  forgetfulf.cfs  with  regard  to  it;  becaufe  it  did  not  poflefs  more  than  the  narrow  limits  of 
the  defign  would  admit  of,  or  indeed  than  it  was  in  the  power  of  human  genius  to  execute.  It 
was  feverely  animadverted  upon,  in  a  feries  of  letters  addrefled  "  to  the  author  of  Leonidas,"  in 
the  "  Weekly  Mifcellany,"  for  May  1738,  under  the  llgiiature  of  Mifo-Mufxus. 

In  1739,  he  publiflied  his  London,  or  the  Frogrcfs  of  Commerce,  410  ;  and  foon  after  his  ballad 
intitided  Hoyif/'j  Ghtjl ;  both  thefe  pieces  feem  to  hare  been  written  with  a  view  to  incite  the 
nation  to  relent  the  depredations  of  the  Spaniards  ;   and  the  latter  had  a  very  confiderable  efTedl-. 

His  conneaion  with  Cobham,  Lyttieton,  Pitt,  and  other  leaders  of  the  oppoGtion,  introduced  him 
to  the  notice  of  Frederick  Prince  of  Wales,  then  firuggling  for  popularity,  and  profeffing  himfelf  the 
patron  of  wit ;  who  diftinguiflied  him  by  his  countenance  and  patronage  ;  and  once,  it"is  faid,  pre- 
fented  him  with  a  complete  fet  of  the  claffics,  elegantly  bound. 

Tho  political  diffeutions  at  this  period,  raged  with  great  violence,  and  more  cfpeciaily  in  the 
luctropolis.  In  1739,  Sir  George  Champion,  who  was  next  in  rotation  for  the  mayoralty,  had  of- 
fended a  majority  of  his  conftituents,  by  voting  with  the  Court  party  in  the  bnfinefs  of  the  Spanilh 
convention.  This  determined  them  to  fet  him  afide,  and  choofe  the  next  to  him  in  feniority;  ac- 
cordingly Sir  John  Suiter  was  chofen  on  Michaelmas  day  ;  and  on  this  occaflon  Glover  took  a 'very 
a^ive  part;  as  appears  from  "  A  Narrative  of  what  pafl-ed  in  the  Common  Hall  of  the  City  of 
London,  ulTembled  for  the  election  of  a  Lord  Mayor,  on  Saturday  the  29th  of  September,  on  Mon- 
day the  lit  and  Tuefday  the  2d  of  O(flober;  together  with  a  defence  of  thefe  proceedings,  both  as 
rcafonable  and  agreeable  to  the  pradice  of  former  times,''  8vo,  1739,  writen  by  Benjamin  Robins, 
the  fuppofed  author  of  ''  Lord  Anfon's  Voyac^e." 

In  1740,  the  fame  refolution  of  the  majority  continuing.  Glover  prcfided  at  Vintner's  Hall, 
September  25th,  at  a  meeting  of  \hc  Livery,  to  co-alidcr  of  two  proper  perfous  to  be  recommended 
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to  the  Court  of  A  Mermen  ;  when  it  was  refolved  to  fupport  the  nomination  of  Sir  Robert  Godfchall, 
and  George  Heathcote,  Efq.  who  being  returned  to  the  Court  of  Aldermen,  the  latter  gentleman 
was  chofen ;  but  he  declining  the  office,  another  meeting  of  the  Livery  was  held  at  Vintcer's  Hall, 
Oaoberi3th,  when  Glover  again  was  called  to  the  chair,  and  the  meeting  refolved  to  return 
Humphry  Parfons,  Efq.  and  Sir  Robert  Godfchall,  to  the  Court  of  Aldermen,  who  made  choice  of 
the  former  to  fill  the  office. 

On  the  15th  of  November,  another  meeting  was  held  at  Vintner's  Hall,  wlven  Clover  pronoun- 
ced an  eulogium  on  Sir  John  Barnard,  and  advifed  the  Livery  to  choofe  him  one  of  their  reprelen- 
tatives  in  Parliament,  notwithftanding  his  intention  to  refign. 

On  all  thefe  occafions,  Glover  acquitted  himfelf  in  a  very  able  manner.  His  fpeeches,  printed  in 
the"  London  Magazine,"  1740,  and  the  "  Annals  of  Europe,"  1748,  p.  283,  are  elegant,  fpirited, 
and  adapted. 

His  talents  for  public  fpcakiiig,  his  knowledge  of  political  affairs,  and   his  information  concern-- 
ing  trade  and  commerce,  foon  after  pointed  him  out  to  tlie  merchants  of  London,  as  a  proper  perlon 
to  conduct  their  application  to  Parliament,  on  the  fubjecT:  of  the  negleifl  of  their  trade.     He  ac- 
cepted the  office,  and  in  fumming  up  the  evidence,  gave  very  ftriking  proofs  of  his  oratorical  powers. 

This  remarkable  fpeech  was  pronounced  at  the  bar  of  the  Houfe  of  Commons,  January  27.  1743, 
and  foon  afterwards  publiflied  under  the  title  of  AJhort  account  of  the  late  applicatisn  to  Parlia- 
ment,  made  by  the  merchants  of  London,  upon  the  uegleEi  of  their  trade,  •with  the  fubflance  there^ 
upon  asfummed  up  by  Mr.  Glover,  Svo,  1742. 

By  his  appearance  in  behalf  of  the  merchants  of  London,  he  acquired,  and  with  great  juflice, 
the  charader  of  an  able  and  fteady  patriot ;  and,  indeed,  on  every  occafion,  he  Qiowed  a  moft  per- 
fedl  knowledge  of,  joined  to  the  moil  ardent  zeal  for,  the  commercial  interells  of  the  nation,  and 
inviolable  attachment  to  the  welfare  of  his  countrymen  in  general,  and  that  of  the  city  of  London 
in  particular. 

In  1744,  died  Sarah  Duchefs  of  Marlborough,  and  by  her  will  left  to  Glover  and  Mallet,  500 1. 
each,  to  write  the  hiftory  of  the  Duke  of  Marlborough.  Of  Glover,  her  grace  fays,  "  that  flie 
believes  him  to  be  a  very  honeft  man,  who  willied,  as  flie  did,  all  the  good  that  could  happen  to 
preferve  the  liberties  and  laws  of  England." 

This  bequeft  never  took  place.  It  is  fuppofed  that  Glover  very  early  renounced  his  Hiare ;  ^nd 
Mallet,  though  he  continued  to  talk  of  performing  the  talk,  aimoft  as  long  as  he  lived,  is  now 
known  never  to  have  made  the  leall  progreis  in  it. 

About  this  period,  having  in  conlcquence  of  unavoidable  lofles  in  trade,  and  perhaps,  in  fome 
meafure,  of  his  zealous  warmth  for  the  public  interefts,  to  the  negledt  of  his  own  private  emolu- 
ments, fomewhat  reduced  his  fortunes,  he  withdrew  a  good  deal  from  public  notice,  and  preferred, 
with  a  very  laudable  delicacy,  an  obicure  retreat  to  popular  obfervation,  until  his  affairs  Ihould  put 
on  a  more  profperous  appearance. 

While  he  lived  in  obfcurity,  known  only  to  his  friends,  and  declining  to  take  any  acftive  part  iti 
public  affairs,  the  Prince  of  Wales,  it  is  faid,  fent  him,  on  account  of  the  embarraffment  of  his  cir- 
cumftances,  500 1. 

The  Prince  died  in  March  1751,  and  in  May  following.  Glover  was  once  more  drawn  from  his 
Tftreat  by  the  importunity  of  his  friends,  ani  condefcended  to  fland  candidate  for  the  place  of 
■Chamberlain  of  the  City  of  London,  in  oppofition  to  Thomas  Harrifon,  Efq. 

It  unfortunately  happened,  that  he  did  not  declare  himfelf  till  moft  of  the  Livery  had  engaged 
their  votes.  After  a  few  days,  finding  that  his  antagonift  gained  ground  upon  the  poll,  he  gave  up 
the  contcft  on  the  6th  of  May.  Mr.  Deputy  Harrifon  was  declared  duly  eleded.  May  7th,  and  on 
this  occafion,  Glover  made  the  following  fpeech  to  the  Livery,  which  exhibits  the  feelings  of  x 
manly,  refigned,  philofophical  mind,  in  unproioerous  circumftances.   ■ 

*'  Heretofore,  I  have  frequently  had  occafion  of  addreffing  the  Livery  of  London  in  public  ;  but 
at  this  time  I  find  myfelf  at  an  unufual  lofs,  being  under  all  the  difficulties  which  a  want  of  matter 
deferving  your  notice,  can  create.  Had  I  now  your  rights  and  privileges  to  vindicate, — had  I  the 
caufe  of  your  fuffering  trade  to  defend, — or  were  I  now  called  forth  to  recommend  and  enforce  the 
jj^rliamentary  fervice  of  the  moft  virtuous  and  illuftrious  citizen, — my  tongue  would  be  free  frcin 
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cor.ftraint,  and  expatiating  at  large,  would  endeavour  to  merit  your  attention ;  which  now  muft  bl 
confined  to  fo  narrow  a  lubjeifl  as  myfelf.  On  thofe  occafions,  the  importance  of  the  matter,  and 
my  known  zeal  to  ferve  you,  however  ineffecftual  my  attempt  ■  ight  pr  )m,  ,  m-.  re  alway  fufficieut 
to  promii'e  mc  the  honour  of  a  kind  reception,  and  unmerited  gard.  Your  co  ■  t  ance  firit  drew 
me  from  the  retirement  of  a  ftudious  life  ;  your  re  eated  marks  \  dif^indlio.i  hift  point  d  me  out 
to  that  great  body,  the  merchants  of  London,  who,  purfuing  your  example,  co.;de  c  n  fed  to  intruft 
me,  unequal  and  unvvotthy  as  I  was,  with  the  moft  important  caufe  ;  a  caufe  '.« here  your  intercfi: 
was  as  nearly  concerned  as  theirs.  In  confequence  of  that  defe.en  e  -Tlich  'as  n,  en  aid  to  the 
fentiments  and  choic«  of  the  citizens  and  traders  jf  London,  .t  wa^  if*'  "  fli  k  b.n  fome  faint 
luftre  muft  have  glanced  on  me,  whom,  weak  as  he  was,  they  were  pi;  afed  to  appomt  the  in- 
ftruraent  on  their  behalf;  and  if  from  thefe  tranfadlions  I  accidentally  acq  i  "■  the  Imadeft  (hare 
•f  reputation,  it  was  to  you,  that  my  gratitude  afcribes  it ;  and  I  joyfallv  embrace  this  public  op. 
portunity  of  declaring,  that  whatever  part  of  a  public  character  I  may  prefume  to  claim,  I  o-.ve 
primarily  to  you.  To  this  I  mii^ht  add  the  favour,  the  twenty  years  countenance  an  i  .  atronagc  o£ 
•ne,  whom  a  fupreme  degree  of  refpccfl  fliall  prevent  me  from  naming  ;  am.  though  undt- r  tho 
temptation  of  ufing  that  name  as  a  certain  means  of  obviating  fome  inifconftru<flions,  I  fliall,  how- 
ever, avoid  to  dwell  on  the  memory  of  a  lols  fo  recent,  fo  juftly,  and  fo  univei  Tally  lamented. 

"  Permit  me  now  to  remind  you,  that  when  placed  by  thefe  means  in  a  ligrtt  not  altogether  ua- 
favourable,  no  lucrative  reward  was  then  the  object  of  my  purfuit  ;  nor  ever  did  the  promifes  or 
•fTers  of  private  emolument  induce  me  to  quit  my  indeper,dence  or  vary  from  the  Icaft  of  my  for- 
mer profeflions,  whicli  always  were  and  rem;iin  ftil!  tonnded  on  the  principles  of  univerfal  liberty; 
principles  which  I  afl'iime  the  glory  to  have  eftablifl)ed  on  your  records.  Your  fenfe,  and  the  fenfe 
of  your  great  corporation,  fo  repeatedly  recommended  to  your  reprelentatives  in  Parliament,  were 
my  fenfe,  and  the  principal  boaft  of  all  my  compoficmns,  containing  matrer  imbibed  in  my  earlielt 
education,  to  which  I  have  always  adhered,  by  which  I  ftiU  abide,  and  which  I  will  endeavour  t« 
bear  down  with  me  to  the  grave  ;  and  even  at  that  gloomy  period,  when  deferted  by  my  good 
fortune,  and  under  the  fevereft  trials;  even  then,  by  the  fame  confiftency  of  opinions,  and  unifor- 
mity of  condu(ft,  I  fliii  preferved  that  part  of  reputation  which  I  originally  derived  from  your  fa- 
vour, whatever  I  might  pretend  to  call  a  public  charadter,  unflitkcn  and  uublemiflied;  nor,  once  in 
the  hour  of  affliction,  did  I  banifli  from  my  thoughrs,  the  mo(>  fmcere  and  confcientious  intention 
of  acquitting  every  private  obligation,  as  foon  as  my  good  fortune  fhould  pleafe  to  return ;  a  diftanC 
appearance  of  which  feemed  to  invite  me,  and  awakened  fome  flattering  expectations  on  the  ru- 
mour of  the  vacancy  of  the  Chamberiam's  office  ;  but  always  apprehending  the  imputation  of  pre- 
fumption,  and  that  a  higher  degree  of  delicacy  and  caution  would  be  requifite  in  me  than  in  any 
other  candidate,  I  forbore,  till  late,  to  prefent  myfelf  once  more  to  your  notice,  and  then,  for  the 
fir.fi:  time,  abftradlcd  from  a  public  confideration,  folicited  your  favour  for  my  own  private  advan- 
tage. My  want  of  fuccefs  lliall  not  prevent  my  cheerfully  congratulating  this  gentleman  on  his 
eledlion,  and  you  on  your  choice  of  fo  worthy  a  magiftrate;  and  if  I  may  indulge  a  hope  of  depart- 
ing this  place  with  a  (liare  of  your  approbation  and  efleem,  I  folemnly  from  my  heart  declare,  that 
I  fliall  not  bear  away  with  me  the  lealt  trace  of  difappointmenJ." 

In  his  retirement,  he  fmillied  the  tragedy  of  Boadicea,  which  he  had  begun  many  years  before, 
and  in  1753,  it  was  brouglit  on  the  ftage  at  Drury-Lane,  and  adled  nine  ni^^hts,  with  great  fuccefs. 
From  the  following  lii.ea  in  the  prologue,  it  appears  to  have  been  patronifcd  by  his  friends  in  the  citj,  ; 

Befide  his  native  Thames,  our  poet  long  * 

•  Hath  hung  his  filcnt  harp,  and  hudi'd  his  tongue; 

At  length  his  mnfe  from  exile  he  recals, 
Urg'd  by  his  patrons  in  Augufta's  walls, 
Thofe  generous  traders,  why  alike  fultain 


Thole  generous  traders,  why  alike  fullain         ~\ 
Their  nation's  glory  on  th'  obedient  main,         J- 
And  bounfous  taile  afdidtion's  drooping  train  ;_| 
Tiiey  who.  benignant  to  his  toils,  afford 
Their  flieitering  favour,  have  his  mufe  reftorM> 
They  in  her  future  fame  will  juflly  Ihare, 
But  her  difgrace,  herfclf  mult  lingly  bear  ; 
Calm  hours  of  learned  ieiture  they  have  given. 
And  could  no  more^  for  genius  is  from  lieav'n 
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Though  there  is  rather  a  deficier,cy.  both  as  to  incident  a.d  charafters  in  this  play    yet  the  Ian 
.uLe  is  very  poetical,  and  the  defcriptions  beautiful.     It  is  fuch  a  produd^on  as  a.ght  be    .peaed 
roft  e  author  of  Leoniias  i  but  it  feems  better  adapted  to  give  pleafure  .n  the  clo  et  than    he 

he"   e      «  To  the  .noft  material  ob,eaions,"  fays  Archb.fl.op  Herring    wrmng  to  a  fneu     of  th 

;   ;  the  author  would  fay  (a  Shakefpeare  muft  in  fo.e  inftances)   that  ^^  ^^  "^  ^^^-^   ";^ 
Ld  it  as  he  found  it.     The  firft  page  of  the  play  fhocked  me.  and  t  e  fudden  and  ^^^' ^^^rt 

he  Queen  to  the  Roman  ambaflador's  genrle  addrefs.  is  arrant  -^'l-f-^^V^"f  CTnu^  Q 7 
is^a  other  objedion  in  my  opinion,  that  Boa.icea  is  really  not  the  obje^  ^^^  ^  -^J^^ 
n  ent  fo  much  as  pity  •  and  notwithftanding  the  Itrong  paintings  of  her  favagenefs  I  canno  help 
:  ^ing  flre  had  ot  tl;  better.  She  had  been  moft  unjuftly  and  outrageouOy  injured  by  t  ofe^ura 
Trf  tyrants,  who  ought  never  to  be  mentioned  without  horror.  However.  I  admire  th  pi  ay  a 
maty  pipage:,  and  think  the  two  laft  aCs  admirable.  In  the  f  ^^^^^S^n  on  tc 
ever  found  myfelf  fo  ftrongly  touched."  Dr.  Pemberton  pubUmed  Some  ^j-^^^^  °^  ^^/^ 
Tragedy  of  Boadicea,"  8vo,  i753.  to  recommend  this  play,  ^^^^^"^^  ^^^'^'^^  '^^^"^^^Zl:. 
logue  without  incidents,  and  poetry  without  defcription.  -^-^-^'^^^^^'' '^^''lll^f^^^^^^ 
peLdlion,  becaufe  they  approach  neareil  to  nature.  From  ^^^^^^"^^^^ ^ZZo^L^^'^:: 
verfe  H.ould  alfo  be  rejefted,  as  nothing  can  be  a  more  evident  or  perpetual  deviation  from  nature, 
Ih  n  d  a^gu     in  verfe.     Mr.  Crifp  Mills  addreffed  "  A  Letter  to  Mr.  Glover,  on  occafion  of  hu 

:ed        'BLdicea.''  8vo.  .,53,  in  which  he  applauds  him  ^^  f -^^"!"' Y/^,trr;..  ^f 
'    »     •'  .  .         ,        -   ^^\,  ^  .hint  nr  intritrue:  without  which,  he  tnuitvs,  aycr  0/ 

ce„ru«s  Kin,  f„,o»a.,„g.o  ...reduce   ».a^t,^/o»,^^^^^^  ^^  ^^^  ^,  „^  3,,^ 

tlT'ofTpt"  L:"  st  t!l...  .n;.,»o„s .«..,«,  c..ic.».  and  ..d.a.o..  ,ppe„- 

'^r.°;;:LP,«tLS.t.t[„,ed.,  4.0,  .-.  .0.  .Hed„».  or  -H,d«  .„d  S. 
„ec,.  Id  c.„«,ua.d  proteired.y  upon  the  .„ci».  pUn.  -ch  .a  •""■"'  -/"Vj,*:™;; 
U  w  s  „„.  aaed  till  .^<.^,  when  i.  was  brought  on  th.  ft.ge  «  f  "M'""-  "  "^^J^^^  ','; 
„efi,  and  has  linca  been  often  performed  »ith  fuccels.  He,.U»,  and  Scal.ger  have  ealled  the 
"  Medea"  of  Seneca,  the  AUa  Meiea:  but  that  .it.,  more  properl,  belongs  to  ,he  wort  0. 
CW    wh^i   ruperiotbothtothe  "  Medea"  of  Seneca,  and  even  ,ha.  of  ■=»"P"'-     '^'^  " 

tZ^  and  M...  on  that  occalion.  are  very  low  ^  ^^^  ^^.J^^ --^'S^: 
::lgupont;,cruelde..though.ryingeni..^^^ 

r:rp:r:r:^:^c-::-^^^ 

Greek  r  Latin  poets  have  afcnbed  it.  She  appears  in  the  work  of  our  countryman,  that  .  ^d  m- 
tt  ate.  fun-bdtn  ilf...«,  which  the  ancient  mythology  reprefents  her  Her  indignation  on  the  bought 
of  J  a  ores  deferting  her  for  Cr.uja,  is  forcibly  e.preffed.  The  pathetic  manner  of  Eur,pid  s  .^ 
p  ly  Imhated  in  the  tender  converfation  between  M.,ea  ar^  her  children  in  the  fecond  ...  c^na 
thirdTa.  When  fhe  is  told  by  7«/.«  that  he  is  married  to  C...>,  ^^r,  "''^.'^  "t  dV'  al^ 
conceived,  and  exprelTed  in  a  grand  and  affeaing  manner.  But  when  ftiU  raving  and  diftraaed 
Tcomes  upon  the  ftage,  her  hands  dropping  with  the  blood  of  her  children,  her  words  and  w.Id 
appearance  perfeclly  harrow  up  the  fouL 

It  is  begun. 

Now,  to  complete  my  vengeance,  will  I  mount 

The  burning  chariot  of  my  bright  forefather  ; 

The  rapid  fteeds  o'er  Corinth  will  I  drive. 

And  with  the  fcatter'd  lightnings  from  their  manes 

ronfume  its  walls,  its  baltieiaents.  and  towers ; 

Then,  as  1,he  flames  embrace  the  purple  clwdi. 
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And  the  proud  city  crumbles  from  it*  bafe, 
The  demon  of  my  rage  and  indignation 
All  grim,  and  wrapt  in  terror,  fhall  beftride 
The  mountainous  embers  ;  and  denounce  abroad 
To  gods  aiid  men,  my  wrongs  and  my  revenge. 

When  her  returning  reafcwi  difcovers  to  her  what  flie  had  done,  her  horror  and  anguifli  are  dmj. 
fill,  even  beyond  imagination.  The  tragedy  ends,  like  that  of  Seneca,  by  reprefenting  Mede» 
fnatched  up  into  the  air  in  a  chariot  drawn  by  dragons.  The  unities  are  preferved  throughout,  the 
diction  in  general  is  harmonious,  pcexical,  and  piclurefque,  ajiimated  in  proportion  to  the  fcenes  it 
reprefents,  and  rifmg  or  failing  with  the  paflions.  But  the  thoughts  are  lometimes  fpun  too  fine  ; 
fome  of  the  epithets,  though  not  pedantic,  are  t<30  ftiff,  and  the  blank  odes  introduced  by  way  of  V, 
jchorus,  though  not  inharmonious,  niuft  be  very  difagrceable  to  ears  long  accuftomed  to  rhyme  ia  i^ 
jyric  compofitions.  j 

At  length,  having  furmounted  the  difficulties  of  his  fituation,  he  again  relinquished  the  plea- 
iures  of  retirement ;  and  in  the  parliament  which  met  at  the  acceffion  of  his  prefent  Majefty,  1761, 
lie  was  ele<fled  for  Weymouth.  About  this  time,  he  interefted  himfelf  about  India  affairs,  at  one 
cf  Mr.  Sullivan's  elecftions,  and  in  a  fpeech  introduced  the  fable  of  the  "  Alan,  Horfc,  and  Boar," 
and  drew  this  conclufion,  tliat  whenever  merchants  made  ufe  of  armed  forces  to  maintain  their 
irade,  it  would  end  in  their  deftruction. 

In  1770,  he  publiilied  a  new  edition  (the  fifth)  oi Leonidas,  in  z  vols.  Izmo,  correded  through- 
out, and  extended  from  nine  books  to  twelve.  It  had  alfo  feveral  new  charadters  added,  befides 
placing  the  old  ones  in  new  fituations.  The  improvments  made  in  it  were  very  confiderable ;  but 
the  public  curiofity  was  not  fufficieiitly  alive  to  recompence  the  pains  beftowed  on  this  once  po- 
.pular  performance. 

On  the  failur*  of  the  bank  of  Douglas,  Heron,  and  Company,  at  Ayr,  in  June  177;,  he  took  a   1 
very  adlive  part  in  the  fettling  thoie  cymplicated  concerns,  and  in  Hopping  the  diitrefs  then  fo  uni- 
verfally  felt.     In  February  1774,  he  called  the  annuitants  of  that  banking-houfe   tog«tlier  at  the 
King's  Aims  Tavern,  London,  and  laid  propoi'als  before  them,  for  the  iecurity  of  their  demandSf 
with  which  they  were  fully  fatisfied. 

He  alio  undertook  to  manage  the  intertfts  of  the  merchants  and  traders  of  London,  concerned  I 
in  the  trade  to  Germany  and  Holland,  and  of  the   dealers  in  foreign  linens,  in  their  application  to 
Parliament  in  May  1774-     Both  the  fpeeches  made  on  thefe  occafions  were  publiilied  in  a  pamphleC 
2:1  that  year. 

In  1775,  he  engaged  on  behalf  of  the  Weft  India  rneichants,  in  their  application  to  Parliament,  ( 
and  examined  the  witnelFes,  and  fummed  up  the  evidence,  in  the  faree   mafterly  manner  he  had   I 
done  on  former  occafions.     For  the  affiltance  he  afforded  the  merchants  in  this  bufinel's,  he  wascotn- 
pliraented  by  them  with  a  fervice  cf  plate  of  the  value  of  30CI.     The  fpeech  which  he  delivered  ia 
the  Houfc  was  pri;ncd  in  tli.it  year.     This  was  the  laft  opportunity  he  had  of  difplaying  his  orato- 
rical talents  in  pub;ic. 

Having  now  arrived  at  a  period  of  life  which  demanded  a  recefs  from  bnfinefs,  he  retired  to  cafe   ' 
and   iiKlependcnce,  and  wore  out  the  remainder  of  his  life  with  dignity  and  with  honour,  in  the 
«j:ccrcife  of  the  virtues  of  private  and  domeftic  life,  and  m  his  attention  to  his  mufe.     He  died  at  ' 
his  houfe  in  Albemarle-Strtet,  November  25.  17S5,  in  the  73d  year  of  his  age. 

'So  edition  of  his  Leoriidas  has  been  called  for  Gnce  1770.    Y\\sLondo7i  was  reprinted  in  the  fecond  ! 
volume  of  "  Pearch's  CoUedlion  of  Poems,"   1774.     The  Atbenaid,   a  fequel  to  LiOTtidas,   which  • 
he  bequeathed,  with  his  other  manufcripts,  to  his  daughter  Mrs.  Halfey,  was  prefented  to  the  world, 
ns  it  came  from  his  hands,  witt  the  exception  of  a  few  corrections  from  the  pen  of  a  friend,  in  3  vols, 
izmo,  178S.  He  has  alfo  written  a  fequel  Xohxi  Medea  ;  but  asit  requires  fcenery  of  the  moft  expcnfive 
kind,  it  has  never  been  exhibited.    It  is  faid,  indeed,  that  it  was  approved  by  Mrs.  Yates,  the  mapic 
01  whofc  voice  and  adlion  in  the  firft  part,  produced  as  powerful  effecis  as  any  imputed  by  Greek  or 
Roman  poets,  to  the  charaiTler  (lie  reprcfented.     He  has  left  fome  other  dramatic  pieces,  which,  it 
is  hoped,  will  be  prefented  to  tlie  world.     His  Lconidas,  reprinted  from  the  edition  177c,  Poem  on 
t:ir  Jjacic  Newton,  London,  and  Hojin's  Choft,  ?.rc  now,  for  tlie  firft  time,  received  into  a  colleo  - 
lion  ui  clafQcal  Englifli  poetr/. 


THE   LI^E   OF   GLOVER.  47^ 

The  fbilowing  charaiSer  of  Glover,  drawn  up  immediately  after  his  death,  by  his  friend  Dr. 
Erocklelby,  and  printed  in  the  Gentleraan's  Magazine  for  1785,  is  adopted  without  exception,  a* 
it  contains  an  accurate  and  elegant  eftimate  of  bis  virtue,  his  learning,  his  eloquence,  his  patriotifm, 
and  his  poetry. 

"  Through  the  whole  of  his  life,  Mr.  Glover  was  by  all  good  men  revered,  by  the  wife  efteem- 
cd,  by  the  great  fometimes  careffed  and  even  flattered,  and  now  his  death  r3  fincerely  lamented  by 
all  who  had  the  happinefs  to  contemplate  the  integrity  of  his  charadler.  Mr.  Glover,  for  up-svards- 
of  50  years  paft,  through  every  viciffitude  of  fortune^  exhibited  the  moft  exemplary  fimplicity  of 
manners;,  having  early  attained  that  perfeft  equanimity,  which  phllofophy  often  recommends  in 
the  clofet,  but  which  in  experience  is  too  feldom  exercifed  by  other  men  iiv  the  teft  of  trial.  lo 
Mr.  Glover  were  united  a  wide  compafs  of  accurate  information  in  all  mercantile  concerns,  with 
high  intelledual  powers  of  mind,  joined  to  a  copious  flow  of  eloquence  as  an  orator  in  the  Houfe 
of  Commons.  Since  Milton,  he  was  fecond  to  none  of  our  Englifli  poets,  in  his  difcriminating  ju- 
dicious acquaintance  with  all  ancient  as  well  as  modern  literature  ;  witnefs  his  Leeniclas,  Medea, 
Boadicea,  and  London ;  for,  having  formed  his  own  charadler  upon  the  beft  models  of  the  Greek 
v/riters,  he  lived  as  if  he  had  been  bred  a  difcipk  of  Socrates,  or  companion  of  Ariftides.  Hence 
his  political  turn  of  mind,  hence  his  unwarped  affeftion   and  aAive   zeal  for  the  libe.rties  of  bis 

country hence  his  heartfelt  exultation  whenever  he  had  to  paint  the  impious  defigns  of  tyrants, 

in  ancient  times  frnftrated,  or  in  modern  defeated,  defeated  in  their  nefarious  purpofes  to  e.-stirpate 
liberty,  or  to  trample  on  the  uaalienable  rights  of  man,  hovrever  remote  in  tim*  or  fpaee  from  hia 
immediate  prefence.  In  a  few  words,  for  the  extent  of  his  various  erudition,  for  his  unalloyed  pa- 
triotifm, and  for  his  daily  exercife  and  conftant  pradlice  of  Xenophon's  philofophy,  in  his  private  as 
well  as  in  public  life,  Mr.  Glover  has  left  none  his  equal  in  the  city,  and  fome  time,  it  is  feared, 
may  elapfe,  before  fuch  another  citizen  fhall  arife,  with  eloquence,  with  charadler,  and  with 
poetry,  like  his,  to  afliert  their  rights,  or  to  vindicate  with  equal  powers,  the  jufl:  claims  of  free- 
born  men.  Suffice  this  teftimony  at  prefent,  as  the  well-earned  meed  of  this  truly  virtuous  man, 
■whofe  condudl  was  carefully  marked,  and  narrowly  watched  by  tlie  writer  of  the  foregoing  hafty 
Iketch,  for  his  extraordinary  qualities  during  the  long  period  in  human  life  of  upwards  of  40  years; 
and  now  it  is  fpontancoufly  offered  as  a  voluntary  tribute,  unfolicited  and  unpurchaled ;  but  as  it 
appean  juftly  due  to  the  memory  of  fo  excellent  a  poet,  ftatefmag,  and  true  philofopher,  in  life  and 
death  the  fame." 

This  account  of  his  private  and  public  charadler,  by  one  who  knew  him  well,  is  fo  ample  and  fatif- 
fadlory,  that  it  leaves  little  to  be  added.  In  the  domeftic  relations  of  hufband  and  parent,  his 
inanners  were  as  amiable  as  his  abilities  were  refpedlable.  In  the  charadler  of  a  merchant  he 
diftinguiflied  himftlf  by  the  moft  exemplary  integrity  ;  yet  in  fortune  he  made  no  advances  toward? 
affluence.  He  was  a  patriot  of  the  moft  independent  caft,  and  fcorning  to  bind  himfelf  about  any 
one  political  party,  was  by  all  alike  negledted.  But  there  is  a  fame,  not  refultingfrom  fo  jieriftiable 
a  means  as  the  contention  of  parties,  and  alike  out  of  their  power  to  confer  or  take  away,  which 
will  long  flouriili  round  the  name  of  Glover. 

As  a  poet  his  abilities  are  already  well  known.  His  Leo?ndas,  though  not  in  the  higheft  clafs  of 
epic  poems,  had,  at  its  firft  publication,  many  admirers,  and  is  ftill  perufed  with  ])leafure.  The  fub- 
jedl  of  the  poem  is  the  gallant  adlions  of  Leonidas,  and  his  heroic  defence  of,  and  fall  at  the  pafs 
of  Thermopyla;,  It  is  charadlerized  by  a  bold  fpirit  of  liberty,  and  generous,  tender,  and  noble 
fentiments;  but  it  leans  towards  the  tender  ratlicr  than  the  fublime.  The  author  every  where  ap- 
pears to  be  a  virtuous  man,  and  a  good  citizen ;  he  exprefTes  manly  and  patriotic  fentimenti.; 
though  many  of  them  are  taken  from  the  orations  of  Lyfias  and  Ifocrates.  The  ftyle  poffeflTes  many 
poetical  graces ;  but  it  is  often  familiar  and  profaic,  and  is  generally  deficient  in  that  awful  fimpli- 
city, and  unadorned  fublimity  which  are  the  charadleriftics  of  the  epic  mufe.  It  abounds  in  ths 
affedling,  the  tender,  and  the  beautiful,  more  than  in  the  heroic  and  fublime.  Some  of  the  cha- 
tadlers  are  well-drawn,  and  fupported  with  proper  dignity  and  elevation.  The  epifode  of  Teribafus 
and  Ariana,  is  poetical  and  pleafing.  In  its  machinery  and  incident  it  has  been  thought  defcdlive ; 
but  on  no  principle  or  reafon  whatever,  unlefs  a  fuperftitious  reverence  for  the  pradlice  of  Homer  and 
Virgil.     Thefe  poets  very  properly  embelliilied  their  ftory  by  the  traditional  tales  and  popular  le« 
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gends  of  tlieir  own  country  ;  but  does  it  thence  follow,  that  in  other  countrifs,  and  in  other  agej, 
ppic  poetry  niuft  be  wholly  confined  to  antiquated  fi(flioiis  and  fairy  tales?  Lucan  has  compofed  a 
very  f|)irited  poem,  certainly  of  the  epic  kind,  where  neither  gods  nor  fupernatural  beings  are  at  all 
employed.  Davenant  has  made  an  attempt  of  the  fame  kind,  not  without  fuccefs  ;  and  undoubted- 
ly a  poetical  recital  of  great  adventures,  though  the  agents  be  every  one  of  them  human,  may  be 
Jtiade  produelive  of  the  marvellous,  without  forfaking  the  probable,  and  fulfil  the  chief  requifites  of 
tpic  compofltion  LeoniJns  is  not  exacflly  founded  upon  the  model  of  the  Iliad  of  Homer,  tiic 
jEneid  of  Virgil,  or  the  Jerufalem  of  Taffij,  the  three  mofl  regular  and  complete  epic  works  that 
ever  were  compofed.  But  it  affords  a  fufficient  proof,  that,  however  the  ufe  of  machinery  may 
heighten  the  e.Tcdl,  it  is  not  efTential  tn  the  exiftence,  or  to  the  fuccefs  of  epic  poetry.  It  has  a 
juft  title  to  be  clafled  with  Milton's  Paradife  Loft,  Lucan's  Pharfalia,  Statius's  Thebaid,  Camoen's 
Lufiad,  Voltaire's  Ilenriade,  and  Wilkie's  Epigoniad.  The  didlion,  the  chara(fters,  and  the  narration 
of  the  poet  are  diftinguiflied  by  the  general  ftrain  and  fpirit  of  epic  compofition.  But  it  is  not 
without  defecfls.  It  is  too  abrupt  and  laconic  in  the  (InKflure  of  its  periods  to  fuit  the  melody  of 
vcrfe,  and  is  deficient  in  that  poetical  enthufiafm  which  is  chiefly  raifed  and  nouriflied  by  an  inti- 
mate acquaintance  with  the  wild  and  fublime  fcenes  of  nature,  and  that  creative  and  vigorous  ima- 
gination, which  prefenting  a  higher  order  of  things  than  is  to  be  found  in  human  life,  produces  the 
marvellous,  and  raifes  that  admiration  which  fliould  be  the  [wedominant  pafllon  in  heroic  poetry. 
Hence  Thomfon,  who  was  a  poet  truly  infpired,  when  he  heard  that  a  citizen  of  London  had  paid 
his  addrtiTLS  to  the  epic  mufe,  exclaimed,  "  He  write  an  epic  poem,  who  never  faw  a  moan- 
tain  !" 

The  excellencies  of  Lconidas  have  received  every  pofllble  recommendation  and  illuftration  front 
the  elegant  critique  of  Lvttleton,  and  the  learned  "  Obfervations"  of  Dr.  Pemberton  ;  to  which 
Mr.  Murphy  alludes  in  the  following  lines  inferted  in  the  laft  edition  of  his  "  Epiftle  to  Dr.  JohH- 
I'on,"  lyStj. 

For  freedom  when  'Lei^nidas  expires. 
Though  Pitt  at'd  Cobham  feel  their  poet's  fires, 
Unmov'd,  lo!   Glover  hears  the  world  commend, 
And  thinks  even  Pemherton  too  much  his  friend. 

*•  Since  I  have  read  I.coniiiax,^^  fays  Lyttleton,  Common  Senfe,  No.  lo-  "  I  have  been  fo  full  of 
all  the  beauties  I  met  with  in  it,  that  to  give  fome  vent,  I  found  it  neceflary  to  write  to  you,  and 
invite  my  countrymen  to  take  part  with  me  in  the  pleafure  of  admiring  what  fojuftly  deTerves 
their  admiration.  And  in  doing  this  I  have  yet  a  farther  view;  I  defire  to  do  them  goo<l  as  well  a* 
jileafe  them  ;  for  never  yet  was  an  epic  poem  wrote  with  fo  noble  and  fo  ufeful  a  defign  ;  the  whole 
])lan  and  i)nrpofe  of  it  being  to  fliOAV  the  fuperiority  of  freedom  over  flavery  ;  and  how  much  vir- 
tue, pxiblic  fpirit,  and  the  love  of  liberty,  are  preferable  both  in  their  nature  and  effeifls,  to  riches, 
luxury,  and  the  infolence  of  power.  ,   * 

"  This  g'tat  pnd  inflruiflive  moral  is  fet  forth  by  an  acT-ion  ilie  mod:  projjcr  to  illuftratc  it  of  all 
that  ancient  or  modern  hiftory  can  afford,  enforced  by  the  moft  fublime  fpirit  of  poetry,  and  adorned 
by  all  the  charms  of  an  atlivc  and  warm  imagination,  under  the  reflraint  of  a  cool  and  fober 
judgment. 

"  And  it  has  another  fpeciah  claim  to  proteiflion ;  for  I  will  venture  to  fay,  there  never  was  aa 
epic  porm  which  had  fo  near  a  relat'on  as  this  to  Common  Senfe;  the  author  of  it  not  having 
allowed  himfelf  the  liberty  fo  largely  tak^n  by  his  predeceflTors,  of  making  excurfions  beyond 
the  bounds,  and  out  of  fight  of  it,  into  the  airy  regions  of  poetical  mythology.  There  are  neither 
fighting  gods,  nor  fcoiding  goddcfies,  neither  miracles  nor  enchantments,  neither  monfters  nor 
giants,  in  his  work;  but  wbatfoever  human  nature  can  afford  that  is  rooft.  aftonifliing,  marvellou«, 
and  fublime. 

■  "  And  it  has  this  parti'Milar  rterit  to  recommend  it,  that,  though  it  has  quite  the  air  of  an 
ancient  epic  poem,  there  is  not  fo  much  as  a  fingle  fimile  in  it,  that  is  borrowed  from  any  of 
the  ancients,  and  yet,  I  believe,  there  is  hardly  any  jioem  that  has  fuch  a  variety  of  beautiful 
romparifcns ;  fo  yi  t  a  confi.l'^nce  had  the  author  in  the  extent,  and  ricli  abundance  of  his  own  iraa-- 
ginatioK 
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*»  The  artful  condiidl  of  the  principal  defign  ;  the  fkill  in  conneaing  and  adapting  every  epifode 
to  the  carrying  o»  and  ferving  that  defign  ;  the  variety  of  characters,  the  great  care  to  keep  tbem, 
and  diftinguifli  each  from  the  other  by  a  propriety  of  fentiment  and  thought ;  all  thefe  are  exceU 
[encies  which  the  beft  judges  of  poetry  will  be  particularly  pleafed  with  in  Leonidas. 

"  Upon  the  whole,  I  look  up:in  this  poem  as  one  of  thofe  few  of  diftinguiflied.  worth  and  ex- 
nellence,  which  will  be  handed  down  with  refpecfl  to  all  pofterity,  and  which,  in  the  long  revolution 
af  pad  centuries,  but  two  or  three  countries  have  been  ahle  to  produce.  And  I  cannot  help  congra- 
tulating mv  own,  that  after  having  in  the  laft  age  brought  forth  a  Milton,  (he  has  in  this  produced 
two  more  fuch  poets,  as  we  have  the  happinefs  to  fee  flounfli  now  together,  1  mean  Mr.  Pope,  and 
Mr  Glover." 

Dr.  Pembcrton's  obfervations  on  the  principal  characters  in  Leonidas,  under  the  head  "  Senti- 
ment and  Chara<fter,"  are  fuhjoined  ;  as  "  this  is  rhe  part  of  poetry,"  as  he  exprefles  it,  "  in  which 
the  divine  invention  is  moft  eminently  diftinguiflied." 

"  Xerxes  is  an  example  of  a  little  mind  inflated  with  abfolute  power.  He  is  not  only  proud,  im- 
patient of  contradiftion,  and  precipitate,  the  natural  effeifls  of  the  adoration  and  blind  fubmiflion, 
iwhich  had  always  been  pa-id  him;  but  we  fee  in  him  likewife  many  perfonal  weakneffes.  He  i« 
poffeffed  of  fo  mean  a  vanity,  as  to  conclude  his  great  and  exteufive  dominion  a  proof  of  his  being  fa 
lingular  a  favourite  of  heaven,  that  no  bounds  could  be  fet  to  his  good  fortune:  he  had  perfuaded 
[limfeif,  that  the  Greeks  muit  have  the  fame  abjeft  veneration  for  him,  as  his  own  Haves;  and  will 
"carce'believe,  that  his  ambaffadors  h^id  made  a  true  re  port,  who  bring  him  an  anfwer  contrary  to 
Uiai  his  foolifh  pride  had  imagined  ;  and  it  is  with  extreme  difficuity,  that  his  brothers  diffiiade 
iiim  from  proceedmg  againft  them  upon  thut  fuppolition  :  nay,  at  laft  he  gives  order  for  attacking 
!;he  Greeks  with  the  air  of  being  ftiU  confident  they  muft  fubmit  to  his  will  without  refiftance.  We 
bon  atter  find  this  haughty  and  n»rolent  monarch  indued  with  a  temper  fo  weak  and  fickle,  that  upon 
lihttle  ill  fuccels 'all  his  vain  prefampnon  and  confidence  abandon  him,  and  he  condefcends  to  the 
Ijropo'ing  conditions,  which,  before,  his  pride  could  not  have  fuffered  him  to  think  q[  without  the 
itmoft  indignation. 

"  In  his  brother  By^eranthes  we  fee  a  good  characSler,  but  confined  to  the  virtues,  which 
lan  have  place  under  arbitrary  government.  He  is  valiant,  fo  far  unprejudiced,  as  to  be  duly 
enfible  of  the  fuperior  virtue  in  his  enemies;  but  had  no  relucftance  to  commit  any  kind  of 
[njuflice  towards  them,  when  his  brother  had  pitched  upon  them  for  a  conqueft.  Other- 
Ivife  he  has  great  good  nature,  and  a  ji.ft  efteem  for  real  merit.  This  appears  in  his  behaviour 
owards  Demaratus,  the  Spartan  exile,  and  much  more  in  his  fingular  affedtion  for  his  friend 
Veribafus.  . 

"  Teribafus  poffefles  a  very  worthy  mind,  improved  by  the  ftudy  of  philofophy,  but  oppreffed 
ly  the  violence  of  a  foft  paffion  ;  a  weaknels,  which  the  luxury,  and  the  indulgence  for  pleafure  in 
n  Afiatic  court  muft  have  greatly  increafed.  But  Teribafus  behaves  not  under  this  paffion  like 
hr  whining  lovers  of  romance,  who  excite  our  contempt  ;  but  in  fo  manly  and  reafonable  a  man- 
ler,  that  makes  him  an  object  of  juft  compaiHon,  and  Itill  worthy  the  efteem  of  every  one,  that 
las  any  feeling  for  human  weaknefs. 

But  unreveal'd  and  filent  was  his  pain  : 

Nor  yet  in  folitary  fiiades  he  toam'd, 

Nor  ihun'd  refort  ■  but  o'er  his  forrows  caft 

A  fickly  dawn  of  gladnefs,  and  in  fmiles 

Conceal'd  his  anguilh ;  B.  v.  ver.  5». 

hough  ftill 

the  fecret  flame 

Rag'd  in  his  bofom,  and  its  peace' conium'd. 

Ibid.  ver.  54. 

'*  Ariasut  is  ftill  a  lefs  exceptionable  fubjecft  of  pity,  as  we  do  not  fo  much  require  itj  that  fcjc 
irmncfs  of  temper  to  refift  thefe  foft  imprcflions.  Her  defpair  and  violent  refolution  in  confequence 
f  It  arc  the  effeds  of  an  excefs  of  paffion  very  fcatural  te  the  feriou*  and  thoughtful  turn  «f  h^r 
JHradcr. 
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"  This  cplfrdc  is  a  fiiining  ornament  in  the  poem,  as  fuch  a  tender  fccne  isa  judicions  relief  to  tlfic 
ftverity,  which  is  the  general  cafl  of  the  work,  and  is  founded  upon  a  kind  of  diftrcfs,  which 
Ariftotlc  exprcf>ly  prefers,  fuch  as  arifes  from  fome  error  in  a  pcrfon  of  great  and  confpicuou* 
worth.  Too  frequent  a  reprefentation  of  calamities  abfolutely  unavoidable,  ferve  only  to  dcjedt  the 
Ipirits,  and  create  a  difrelifh  for  life ;  but  fuch  as  are  grounded  upon  pardonable  errors,  whether 
cxccfs  of  any  palTion,  or  defctfl  of  judgment,  inftrucft,  while  they  excite  commiferation. 

"  Palydorm,  the  attendant  upon  ylriana,  is  an  example  of  an  heroic  fpirit  fo  oppreffed  by  the 
flower  of  his  age  being  wafted  in  flavery,  as  to  have  loft  all  taftc  of  life.  In  \^h  elevated  charaders, 
long  continued  calamity  dcbafts  the  mind,  and  confines  its  wilhes  to  mean  gratifications;  but  in  the 
generous  breafl  of  PolyJoms  it  ends  in  unlLirniouniablc  giief.  The  only  pleafure,  to  which  we  find 
him  fenfible,  is  revenge. 

"  In  Dtmaratus,  the  exiled  king  of  Sparta,  we  have  another  example  of  unmerited  diftrcfs,  but 
of  a  more  delicate  kind.  He,  cheriihed  in  a  luxurious  court,  with  all  the  ordinary  means  of  enjoy- 
ment in  his  pov/cr,  pines  away  at  the  fenfe  of  being  out  of  a  condition  to  aft  worthy  of  hinifelf. , 
In  his  interview  with  Polydr.rus  he  even  fufpe(5ts  and  laments  a  diminution  of  his  virtue.  In  his 
converfation  with  Xirxcs,  though  at  firft  he  endeavours  to  fpeak  of  his  countrymen  with  as  much 
rcferve  as  poftiblc  ;  yet  we  foon  I'te  his  admiration  of  their  virtues  carry  him  out  with  great  freedont 
in  their  praifes,  and  he  cannot  refrain  drawing  the  parallel  between  the  military  force  of  Greece 
and  of  Afia,  in  terms  very  difagrceablc  to  the  monarch,  whofe  protei5liou  lie  was  forced  to  accept},; 
and  in  the  end  breaks  into  a  flood  of  tears. 


-Afide 


His  head  he  turuM,  and  wept  in  copious  ftreams,  &c. 

"  We  ought  not  to  pafs  over  another  obfervatiiJn  upon  this  dialogue;  the  great  dlftinflnefs  with 
which  the  argument  is  here  explained.  The  poet  hab  been  able  to  give  every  proof  its  due  place  and 
force  unreftrained  by  the  numb(  rs  of  his  verle. 

«'  If  we  are  prcfented  in  the  Perfian  army  with  patterns  of  ill  fortune,  on  which  we  muft  refled 
with  regret;  when  we  turn  our  eyes  to  the  Grecian  cump,  we  find  a  very  different  fcene.  There 
magnanimity  is  matched  againft  the  greatcft  difficulty  human  nature  can  have  to  contend  with,  the 
certain  expedation  of  death  :  but  the  fortitude  and  vigour  of  mind,  by  which  thefc  heroes  are  fupport- 
ed,  place  them  quite  out  of  the  fight.of  pity  ;  not  a  fingle  circumftance  fuggefts  a  thought  of  their  be- 
ing unhappy  :  on  the  contrary,  they  are  continually  the  objefts  of  our  admiration,  almoft  of  our 
envy.  This  ardent  fpirit  ftiincs  out  moft  eminently  in  LeoniJas,  their  chief;  but  from  him  diffufes  it- 
felf  through  them  all  :•  though  there  is  not  a  fmgle  leader  of  eminence  among  them,  which  the  poet 
has  not  marked  with  a  charafter  peculiarly  his  own. 

"  The  adive  vigour  of  Alpl^us  is  very  diftiniil  from  the  deliberate  valour  of  Di<'t!!:cs. 

"  The  ambition  of  Mf^-jl'.^is  is  confined  to  merit  the  efteem  of  the  people,  by  whom  he  is  enter- 
tained. Upon  this  principle  he  animates  his  fon  in  the  fourth  book,  and  the  fame  is  his  motive  for 
iharing  their  lafl  fate. 

"  The  filcnce  v/ith  which  Menalifpus  obeys  the  command  of  his  aged  father  to  provide  for  his  own 
fafety,  is,  I  think,  very  judicioully  imagined.  For  though  it  is  not  neceffary,  that  every  gallant 
man  ihould  have  the  refolution  to  make  a  voluntary  facrificc  of  his  life;  yet  the  want  of  the  farac 
high  fpirit,  by  which  the  reft  are  animated,  muft  iniprefs  on  him  tliat  confcioufnefs  of  his  inferi- 
ority, and  create  that  degree  of  confufion,  which  of  nereflity  muft  dofe  his  lips. 

"  The  gentle  and  polite  char3(5ler  ni  A^ls  renders  him  in  particular  worthy  the  intimate  friend- 
fhip  of  the  great  Lronidj! ;  m  whom  humanity  and  a  genteel  turn  of  mind  diftinguifti  themfelves 
among  his  niorc  fublime  virtues. 

«  The  fiercencfs  of  Diomehn  makes  indignation  and  high  contempt  of  an  clTcminatc  enemy,; 
whom  he  had  formerly  feen  to  fly  before  him,  a  ruling  motive  in  his  conduct. 

"  In  DcmophilK!  we  fee  a  fpeculativc  temper,  where  cool  refleaion  fu}iports  an  aged  mind,  and 
fupplics  the  5re  of  youth,  'Ihis  draw.'«  from  him  ihofe  inftrut'^ive  fentimcnts,  which  he  utters  over 
the  body  of  Phr.norUu  There  is  the  fame  air  in  the  Ihort  addrefs  at  hi:  firft  interview  with  LconUat. 
And  the  fame  appears  again,  when  he  makes  his  choice  for  hiaifelf  and  all  hit  troops  to  attompaBJ 
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L^omJai  in  his  laft  fate.    The  fublimity  of  this  chara<fter  diainguifhably  appears'upon  this  occafion 
towards  his  kinfman  Dhhyramhus. 

«  The  agei  Megifias  will  not  permit  his  fon  to  finifh  his  life  with  himfelf.  But  though  Bemo- 
fhilus  bears  the  affecftion  of  a  parent  to  his,  the  fuperior  turn  of  his  mind  makes  him  fonder  of  the 
glory  than  of  the  life  of  Dlthyrambus. 

"  Dlthyrambus  poffeiTes,  in  an  eminent  degree,  the  amiable  charader  of  high  merit  accompanied 
with  equal  modefty.  His  ambition  is  ever  to  dcferve  praife  racher  than  receive  it.  He  choofes  Di- 
tvtedon  for  his  conftant  companion  in  adion,  his  wilh  being  to  equal  the  greateft.  And  at  the  fame 
time  he  is  an  admirer  of  all  virtue  buf  his  own. 

"  This  moderation,  and  delicacy  of  mind,  create  that  relu6tance,  with  which  he  engages  Teri- 
iafus,  whofe  virtues,  though  In  an  enemy,  he  held  in  high  efteem.  In  this  fcene  the  poet  has 
brought  together  feveral  charaders,  and  fupported  each  with  great  fuccefs.  The  gloomy  call  of 
mind,  which  ever  accompanied  rerihafus,  here  appears  without  breaking  his  fpirit.  The  impa- 
tience with  which  Hyperanthes  advances  forward,  when  he  hopes  to  fee  his  friend  viaorious,  the 
eagernefs,  with  which  he  flies  to  revenge  upon  his  difappointment,  and  the  fudden  fufpenfe  of  that 
reiblutlon  to  affift  his  dying  friend,  with  the  return  of  his  indignation,  as  foon  as  his  friend  expires, 
are  flrong  effecfls  of  that  warmth  of  heart  becoming  a  firm  amity. 

«  The  refpecftlve  characters  of  thefe  two  heroes  arc  alio  well  preferved  in  the  manner,  wherein 
each  takes  his  refolution  to  ftiare  the  glory  with  Leonidas  in  his  fatal  catallrophe.  The  fierce  intre- 
pidity  of  Dfomedon  proinpts  him  to  appear  the  foremoft  of  all  in  this  high-fpirited  refolution  ;  and 
Dhhyramhus  with  the  modefty  pecuHar  to  his  charafler,  is  follcitous  to  throw  an  humble  ihadc 
•ver  his  own  glory. 

"  For  brevity  I  pafs  over  the  leiTer  charafters  of  the  poem;  though  they  alfo  are  dlftlndtly  mark- 
ed. The  favage  fiercenefs  of  Fhraortes,  the  vain  arrogance  of  Tigranes,  the  difSdaice  and  hypo- 
cnfy  of  Anaxander,  and  the  confidence  In  villany  of  Epialtes,  are  very  manifeft. 
^  "  The  character  of  Lconuias  Is  the  moft  diflincftly  exhibited  of  any,  being  placed  In  a  greater  va- 
Tiety  of  lights.  We  fee  him  In  council,  in  the  army,  In  his  family,  and  in  his  retirements.  His 
firft  appearance  in  the  Spartan  council  ihows  us  the  ruling  principle  of  his  mind.  The  general 
principle,  upon  which  valiant  and  heroic  adtlons  are  founded,  is,  that  there  are  occafions,  which 
make  it  rcafonable  to  put  life  in  hazard.  And  we  daily  fee  this  principle  e.\erted  in  very  different: 
degrees  In  proportion  to  the  meafure  of  courage  and  fpirit  of  different  men.  But  Leonidas  extends 
this  principle  fo  far,  and  has  formed  fo  exalted  a  conception  of  virtue,  as  to  think  it  neccffary  for  a. 
great  man  to  place  the  dcfire  of  life  wkolly  out  of  the  queftion. 

"  It  is  upon  this  foot,  that  notwithftanding  the  charadter  of  Leonidas  is  ralfed  fo  far  above  that  of 
other  men,  yet  It  appears  abfolutely  natural ;  becaufe  his  motives  are  not  of  a  different  nature  from 
thofe  of  others,  but  only  improved  in  degree. 

, «  When  Leonidas  is  retired,  and  the  warmth  of  heart  excited  by  the  public  prefence  Is  fo  far  abated 
that  he  Is  left  without  reftraint  to  his  cooi  refiedlions,  the  poet  has  taken  care  not  to  outra<.e  his  cha- 
racter by  divefdng  him  of  human  nature;  but  we  fee  thofe  flruggles,  which  mufi  neceffarlly  pafs 
through  the  mind  of  the  greatcfi  man  upon  fo  extraordinary  an  occafion.  Here  he  is  not  without 
natural  fears;  but  has  a  fplilt  in  his  moft  deliberate  moments  to  overcome  them.  His  principal  mo- 
tive ,s  the  public  good ;  though  he  is  alfo  not  infenfible  to  the  fame  which  muft  accompany  ib  me- 
ntorious  an  adion. 

"  Cold  men  have  confidercd  this  fublime  degree  of  that  defire  of  pralfc,  which  is  implanted   ia 
«ur  nature,  as  a  weaknefs ;  but  it  Is  certainly  a  part  ,,1  Leonidas^  charafter  to  hold  it  In  hi-h  efteem-  . 
for  as  he  has  recourfe  to  It  for  the  fupport  of  his  own  mind,  fo  In  his  firft  fpeech  to  his'' follower! 
*n  tlieir  arrival  at  Thermopylae,  he  excites  them   to  ad  with  their  utmoft  vigour  upon  the  feme 
motives. 

«  In  his  family  atiother  .part  of  his  charader  appears.  He  Is  there  tende.-  and  affedlonate  but 
ft.ll  able  to  fupprefs  the  fecret  motions  of  his  own  heart,  when  it  was  neceffary  for  infplring  his 
queen  with  fpirit  to  fupport  a  calamity  unavoidable.  And  accordingly,  he  does  In  part  raife  and 
calm  her  mmd.  But  when  the  fudden  warning  for  his  departure  has  renewed  her  ..rief  that  fiie 
fanus  m  his  arms,  and  he  is  left,  as  it  were,  atene  t*  himftlf ;  he  fcreaks  out  into  a  de4e  Jf  tend<T- 
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nefs,  that  fhows  all  his  foregoing  rcfolution  to  be  the  effcdl  of  true  firmncfs  of  mind,  a«t  of  itt-  , 
fcnfibility. 

"  We  next  fee  him  before  the  general  council  of  Greece.     And  here  he  adls  a  new  part.    In  the  | 
Spartan  council  he  exerts  a  fpirit  and  vigour,  that  commands  all  who  hear  him  ;  but  now  he  giv^s 
his  advice  with  the  moderation  of  one  more  difpofcd  to  be  diredted  than  authoritatively  to  influ- 
ence an  affembly,  to  whofe  prudence  the  general  Hates  of  the  country  had  intrufted  the  condufl  of 
their  affairs. 

"  He   is  next  brought  into  the  field,  and  fiiown  in  the  midft  of  thofe  dangers,  to  which,  for  the  ' 
public  fcrvice,  he  had  fo  freely  offered  himfelf.     And  here  the  fame  refolution  fupports  him  to  pet- 
form  with  the  greateft  coolnefs  all  the  offices  of  a  Ikilful  and  prudent  commander,  to  contemn  in  his 
laft  hours  every  peril,  and  to  meet  his  fate  with  no  lefs  firmnefs  than  that,'  wherewith  he  firft  ac-  I 
cepted  of  it,  at  a  diftance  in  the  council  of  Sparta.  | 

"  Thus  I  think  our  author  in  his  principal  Grecian  heroes,  and  mofl;  eminently  in  Leonidas  their  I 
leader,  has  reprefented  with  Angular  ftrcngth,  and  truth,  virtuous  charafters  of  high  fpirit  fuperior  ! 
to  the  greateft  misfortunes  j  which  is  an  achievement  Plato  thought  the  moft  difficult  of  all  poetical  i 
imitation."  i 

The  author  of  the  "  Remarks  on  Leonidas,  in  the  "  Weekly  Mifcellany,"  No.  234.  after  takmgiii 
notice  of  feveral  faults  and  improprieties,  concludes  thus :  "  I   ought  in  juftice  to  confefs  to  thofcf] 
readers  who  may  chance  not  to  have  read  LeoniJas,  that  though  there  arc  faults  fufficient  to  ju{Uf]rit 
the  oppoQtion  I  made  to  it,  yet  there  are  beauties  m.ore  than  fufficient  to  repay  them  the  trouble  in 
jcading  it  over." 

In  the  Atbenaid,  which  is  a  poetical  hlflory  of  the  wars  between  the  Greeks  and  PerCans,  in 
thirty  books,  he  propofes  revenge  for  the  death  of  Leonidas,  as  the  great  fubjedl  of  his  poem.  TKc'j 
following  is  the  exordimn  : 

The  Perfians  vanquiffi'd,  Greece  from  bondage  fav'd, 
The  death  of  great  Leonidas  revengd. 
By  Attic  virtue celebrate  O  mufe  ! 


The  condufion  is  in  the  fame  ftrain, 


-Night  drops  her  fhade 


On  thirty  millions  flaughter'd.     Thus  thy  death 

Leonidas  of  Sparta  ivas  aijai'i'd ; 

Greece  thus  by  Attic  virtue  was  preferv'd. 

It  is  indeed  fo  much  a  counterpart  to  Leonidas,  though  ftill  more  profaic,  as  to  fuperfede  the  nccef- 
fity  of  a  particular  critique.  Events  that  are  the  fubjedl  of  authentic  record,  are  ill  adapted  to  epic 
poetry.  At  the  fame  time,  the  hiftorical  tranfadtions  of  every  age,  are  capable  of  poetical  arrange- 
ment, and  poetical  embellifhment.  But  the  narrow  and  limited  view  which  he  has  taken  of  his 
fubjedt,  removes  it*  grandeil  and  moft  dignified  afpedt,  and  renders  the  epic  mufe  inferior  to  the 
hiftorical.  Many  of  the  epifodes,  however,  are  affedling  and  pathetic ;  and  fome  of  the  charaders 
are  well  drawn,  particularly  thofe  of  ThemiJJocles  and  AriJIides.  But  the  importance  and  dignity  of 
the  events  recorded  are  much  dimlnilhed  by  the  poetical  mode  of  narration,  and  ftrike  us  lef^  than  in 
the  original  hiftorian. 

His  London  requires  no  diftiniSl  examination.  The  fubjeft,  which  is  the  origin  and  progrefs  of  com'" 
mcrce,  is  peculiarly  interefting  to  Britons ;  and  the  compofition  difcovers  a  vigour  of  invention,  a  force 
of  defcription,  a  dignity  of  fentiment,  and  a  facility  of  espreffion,  not  unworthy  of  the  author  of  Z»-.: 
nldii!.     His  Hojiers  Gho/l  is  one  of  the  moft  pathetic  and  beautiful  ballads  in  the  Engliih  language. 
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LEONIDAS:   A   POEM. 


IN  TWELVE   BOOKS. 

Qxmv  S'«<«ii  uidyxx, 

K<»Sijit5vej,  sy**  f*»TUVf  ciTroivrain 

Kuhm  u/^ico^oi  i  Find.  Olymp.  Od.  I. 


PREFACE. 


p  iUuftrate  the  followlno^  poem,  to  vindicate  the 
ilije&  from  the  cenfure  of  improbability,  and  to 
iW,  by  the  concurring  evidence  of  the  bell  hif- 
i  ians,  ihat  fuch  difinterefted  public  virtue  did 
♦pe  exiit,  I  have  thought  it  would  not  be  impro- 
jr  to  prefix  the  fubfequent  narration. 
iWhilc  Darius,  the  father  of  Xerxes,  was  yet  on 
tj;  throne  of  Perfia,  Clcomenes  and  Demaratus 
iire  kings  in  Lacedemon,  both  defcended  from 
trcules.  Demaratus  was  unfortunately  expofed 
}j  an  uncertain  rumour,  which  rendered  his  kgi- 
mcy  fufpecfled,  to  the  malice  and  treachery  of 
3|  colleague,  who  had  conceived  a  perfonal  re- 
fitment againft  him ;  for  Cleomenes,  taking  ad- 
"iatage  of  this  report,  perfuaded  the  Spartans  to 
"limine  into  the  birth  of  Demaratus,  and  refer 
11;  diffitulty  to  the  oracle  of  Delphi ;  and  was  af- 
Jed  in  his  perfidious  deligns  by  a  near  relation 
<|  Demaratus,  named  Leutychides,  who  afpired 
:  fucceed  him  in  his  dignity.  Cleomenes  found 
pans  to  corrupt  the  prieliefs  of  Delphi,  who  de- 
'j.red  Demaratus  not  legitimate.  Thus,  by  tiie 
Ife  pradlices  of  his  colleague  Cleomenes,  and  of 
•  i  kinfman  Leutychides,  Demaratus  was  expelled 
iim  his  regal  office  in  the  commonwealth,  a  La- 
'iiemonian,  diftinguiflied  in  aiftion  and  counfel, 
|d  the  only  king  of  Sparta,  who,  by  obtaining 
12  Olympic  prize  in  the  chariot-race,  had  increai- 
j  the  luilre  of  his  country.  He  went  into  volun- 
\'y  banifliment ;  and,  retiring  to  Alia,  was  there 
btedled  by  Darius,  while  Leutychides  fucceeded 
I  the  regal  authority  in  Sparta.  Upon  the  death 
I  Cleomenes,  Leonidas  became  king,  who  ruled  in 
njuntftion  with  this  Leutychides,  when  Xerxes, 
e  fon  of  Darius,  invaded  Greece.  The  number 
land  and  naval  forces  which  acconipaaied  that 


monarch,  together  with  the  fervants,  women,  and 
other  ui'ual  attendants  on  the  army  of  an  eallern 
prince,  amounted  to  upwards  of  five  millions,  as 
reported  by  Herodotus,  who  wrote  within  a  few 
years  after  the  event,  and  publicly  recited  his  hif- 
tory  at  the  Olympic  games.  In  this  general  af- 
fembly,  not  only  from  Greece  iti'elf,  but  uom 
every  part  of  the  world,  wherever  a  colony  of 
Grecians  was  planted,  had  he  greatly  exceeded 
the  truth,  he  muii  certainly  have  been  dc:e>3:ed, 
and  cenfured  by  fome  among  fo  great  a  multi- 
tude ;  and  fuch  a  voluntary  falfehood  mud  have 
entirely  deftroyed  that  merit  and  authority,  which 
have  procured  to  Herodotus  the  veneration  of  all 
pofterity,  with  the  appelldLion  of  the  Father  of  Hii- 
tory.'  On  the  firlt  news  of  this  attempt  on  their 
liberty,  a  convention,  compoied  of  deputies  from 
the  feveral  ftates  of  Greece,  ^vas  immediately  held 
at  the  Ifthmus  of  Corinth,  to  confuk  on  proper 
mcafures  for  the  public  fafety.  The  apartans  alfo 
fent  mcnengers  to  inquire  of  the  oracle  at  Delphi 
into  the  event  of  the  war,  who  returned  with  an 
anfwer  from  the  prieilefs  of  Apollo,  that  either  a 
king,  defcended  fiom  Hercules,  mud  die,  or  La- 
cedemon -.voald  be  entirely  dcilroyed.  Leonidas 
immediately  ofFerad  :o  i'acritice  his  liie  for  the  pre- 
fervation  of  ijaccdemon  ;  and,  marching  to  Ther- 
mopyls,  pofTeff.d  himfelf  of  that  important  pafs 
with  three  hundred  of  his  couiitryraen;  who,  with 
the  forces  of  fome  other  cities  in  the  Peloponnefus, 
I  together  with  the  Thebans,  Thefpians,  and  the 
I  troops  of  thofe  flates,  whicn  adjoined  to  Tliermo- 
I  pybe,  compofed  an  army  of  near  eight  thoufand 
I  men.  ^ 

j       Xerxes  was  now  advanced  as  far  as  ThelTalia ; 
when,  hearing  that  a  fmall  body  of  Greuiaas  wais 
Hhij 
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affemWcd  at  Thernaopylx,  with  fomc  Lacedemo- 
nians at  their  head,  ami  -.mong  the  reft  l.eonidas, 
a  defcendent  of  Hercules,  he  difiiatched  a  fingle 
horfeman  berore  ro  obl';rv  •  their  numbers,  and 
dilcovcr  their  defigns.  VVhiMj  this  horfeman  ap- 
proached, he  could  not  take  a  view  of  the  whole 
camp,  which  lay  concealed  behind  a  rampart,  for- 
merly raifed  ]>y  the  Phocians  at  the  entrance  of 
'i'herriiiopykc  on  the  fide  of  (irccce ;  fo  that  his 
whole  attention  was  engaged  by  thofe  who  were 
on  o-uard  before  the  v/all  and  who  at  that  intiant 
chanced  to  be  the  Lacedemonians.  Their  manner 
and  gcfturcs  greatly  aflonifhcd  the  Perfian  Some 
were  anuifing  themfelves  in  gymnaAic  exercifes; 
others  wtrc  combing  their  hair;  and  all  difcovcr- 
ed  a  total  difregard  of  him,  whom  tliey  fuflieied  to 
depun,  and  report  ro  Xerxes  what  he  had  fcen ; 
W'hicii  appearing  to  that  prince  quite  ridiculous, 
he  fent  for  Dcmaratus,  who  wis  \vith  liim  in  the 
camp,  and  requTcd  him  to  explain  this  ftrange 
behaviour  of  liis  countrymen  Dcmaratus  inform- 
ed him,  that  it  was  a  cuflom  among  the  Spartans 
to  comb  down  and  adjuft  their  hair,  when  they 
■were  determined  to  fi^ht  till  the  laft  extremity. 
Xerxes,  no!*- irhftanding,  in  the  confidence  of  his 
power,  fent  ambulTadors  to  the  Gtecians  to  de- 
mand their  arms,  to  bid  them  difperfe,  and  be- 
come his  friends  and  allies;  v.'hicli  propofals  be- 
ing received  with  difdain,  he  commanded  tlic 
Medes  and  Ciffians  lo  feize  on  the  Grecians,  and 
bring  them  alive  into  his  pi'efencc.  Thcfe  nations 
immediately  attacked  the  Grecians,  and  were  foon 
repulfed  with  great  flaughter;  freih  troops  flill 
Succeeded,  but  with  no  better  fortune  than  the 
ilrfl,  being  oppofed  to  an  enemy  not  only  fuperior 
in  valour  and  refolution,  but  who  had  the  advan- 
tage of  difcipline,  and  were  fnrnillied  with  better 
arms,  both  ofienlive  and  defenfive. 

Plutarch,  in  his  Laconic  Apothegms,  reports,  that 
the  Perfian  king  offered  to  inveft  Leonidas  with 
the  fovereignty  of  Greece,  provided  he  would  join 
}ii5  arms  to  thofe  of  Perfia.  This  offer  was  too 
confiderablc  a  condefcenfion  to  have  been  nTadc 
before  a  trial  of  their  force,  and  muft  therefore 
liav:-  been  propwfed  by  Xerxes  after  fuch  a  fcrics 
flf  ill  fuccefs,  as  might  probably  have  dcpreffed 
the  infolencc  of  his  temper ;  and  it  may  be  cafily 
admitted,  tbat  the  virtue  of  Leonidas  was  proof 
againft  any  temptations  of  that  nature.  Whether 
tills  be  a  iaSt  or  not,  thus  much  is  certaiu,  tliat 
Xerxes  was  reduced  ro  extreme  difficulties  by  tJiis 
rcfohite  defence  of  ThermopyLe,  till  he  w^as  extri- 
cated from  his  dlftrefs  by  a  Malian,  named  Epial- 
tes,  who  ccndtiiSed  twenty  thoiifaod  of  the  Per- 
Caji  araiy  into  Greece  through  a  pafs,  which  lay 
higher  up  the  country  --mong  the  mountains  of 
Octa ;  whcrca<5  the  paffagc  at  Tbcrmopylie  was 
iituarcd  on  t^e  feaftiore  between  thofe  mountains 
nnd  the  Malian  bay.  The  defence  of  the  upper 
p.ifsliad  been  committed  to  a  thonfiind  I'bociaDs, 
who.  upon  the  firlT  fis^t  of  the  enemy,  inconfider- 
ately  abandoned  their  ftation,  and  put  tlicmfelves 
in  array  upon  a  ncigJiboiirirg  eminence ;  but  die 
Pcrftans  wifely  avoidi-d  an  cnpfagcment,  and  with 
the  utmofl  expedition  marched  to  rhcrmopylx. 

lA'onidasno  fooner  rcceiveif  information  rhat  the 
Barbarians  had  parfTcd  the  mountains,  and  would 
foQO  be  in  a,  Htuatwo  to  lurrouad  him,  ttua  im 


commanded  the  allies  t»  retreat,  refcrving  th 
three  hundred  Spartans,  and  four  hundred  The 
bans,  whom,  as  they  followed  him  with  reluc 
tancc  at  firil,  he  jjow  compelled  to  flay.  But  th 
Thcfpiaiis,  w  hofe  number  amounted  to  feven  hun 
dred,  would  not  be  ptrfuaded  by  Leonidas  to  foi 
fake  him.  Their  commander  was  Demophilu- 
and  the  mofl  eminent  amongft  them  fo  his  v: 
lour  was  Dithyrambus,  the  Ion  of  Harmatlde 
Among  the  Lacedemonians,  the  mofl  confpicuo'. 
next  to  Leonidas  was  Dieneccs,  who  being  tol 
that  the  multitude  of  Perfian  arrows  would  ol 
I'cure  the  fun,  replied,  the  battle  would  then  be  i 
:he  fhade.  Two  brothers,  named  Alph  us  an 
Maron,  are  alfo  recorded  for  their  valoui,  an 
were  Lacedemonians.  Megillias,  a  prieft,  by  birt 
an  Acarnaniau,  and  held  in  high  honour  at  bpai 
ta,  refufed  to  defert  l^eonidas,  though  entreated  b 
him  to  confuit  his  fafety,  but  fent  away  his  onl 
fon,  and  remained  himl'elf  behind  to  die  with  tb 
Lacedemonians. 

Herodotus  relates,  that  Leonidas  drew  up  hi 
men  in  the  broadeft  part  of  Thermopyl.T,  wher, 
being  tncompaffcd  by  the  Pcrfians,  they  fill  wit 
great  numbers  of  their  enemies;    but   Plutard 
Diodorus  Siculus,  and  others,  affirm,  that  the  Gn 
cians  attacked  the  very  camp  of  Xerxes  in  tl 
night.     Both  th  fc  difpofiiions  arc   reconcileab 
to  probability.     He  might  have  made  an  attac 
on  the  Perfian  camp  in   the    night,   and  in  tl 
morning  withdrawn  his  forces  back  to  1  hermi 
pylse,  where  they  would  be  enabled  to  make  tl 
mofl  obllinate  refiflance,  and  fell  their  live*  up« 
the  deareft  terms.     The  aiftion  is  thus  dcfcrilx 
by  Diodorus  :    "  The  Grecians,  having  now  r 
"  jedted  all  thoughts  of  fafcty,  preferring  glory 
"  life,  unanimoully  called  on  their  general  to  It. 
"  them  againft  the  Perfians,  before  they  could  1 
"  apprifed  that  their  friends  had  paffed  round  tl 
"  mountains.     Leonidas   embraced  the   occafio 
"  which  the  ready  zeal  of  his  foldiers  affordc 
"  and  conunanded  them  forthwith  to  dine  ai  nn 
"  who  were  to  fup  in  Elyfium.     Himfelf,  in  co 
"  fequencc  of  this  command,  took  a  repaft,  as  ti 
"  means  to  furnifh  llrength  fot  a  long  contin 
"  ance,  and  to  give  pcrfcverance  in  danger.    A 
"  tcr  a  fliort  refrelhment,  t)ie  Grecians  were  no  I 
"  prepared,  and  received  orders  to  affail  the  CD  j 
"  mies  in  their  camp,  to  put  all  they  met  to  t 
"  fword,  and  force  a  paffage  to  the  royal  pai 
"  lion ;  when,  formed  into  oue  compaiS  body  wi  i 
"  I^onida^  himfclf  at  their  head,  they  march' 
"  a^ainft  tJie  Perfians,  and  entered  their  camp  | 
"  the  dead  of  night.    TJic  Barbarians,  wholly  u 
"  prepared,  and  blindly  conjcdluring  that  th( 
«  friends  were  defeated,  and  themfelves  attack' 
"  by  the  united  power  of  Greece,  hurry  to«;eth 
"'  from  their  tents  with  the  utmofl  diforder  ai  j 
*'  conflemation.     Many  were  flain  by  Leonid  | 
♦'  and  his  party,  but  much  greater  rauUitudcj!; 
''  their  owu  troops,  to  whom,  in  the  midft  of  tl' 
"  blind  confufion,  they  were  not  diftinguilh 
"  from   enemies ;   for   as   night   took   away 
"  power  of  difccming  truly,  and  the  tumult  v 
"  fpread  univerfally  over  the  camp,  a  prodigio 
"  flaughter  rauft  naturally  enfuc.     The  want 
"  command,  of  a  watch-word,  and  of  confiden 
"  in  themfelves,  reduced  ttic  Pcrfians  te  fucb 
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(late  of  confufion,  that  they  deflroyed  each  o- 
ther  without  difcincftion.  Had  Xerxes  conti- 
nued in  the  royal  pavilion,  the  Grecians,  with- 
out diihculty,  might  have  brought  the  war  to 
a  fpeedy  conclufioii  by  his  death  ;  but  he,  at  the 
beginning  of  the  tumult,  betook  himfclf  to  flight 
with  the  utmoft  precipitation  ;  when  the  Gre- 
cians, rufliing  into  the  tent,  put  to  the  fvvord 
i|moft:  of  thofe  who  were  left  behind;  then,  while 
inight  lafted,  they  ranged  through  the  whole 
i::amp  in  diligent  fearch  of  the  tyrant.  When 
-morning  appeared,  the  Perfians,  perceiving  the 
;|true  Hate  of  things,  held  the  inconfiderable  nuni- 
'ber  of  their  enemies  in  contempt,  yet  were  fo 
xrrified  at  their  valour,  that  they  avoided  a 
near  engagement ;  but  enclofing  the  Grecians 
an  every  fide,  fhowered  their  darts  and  arrow^s 
upon  them  at  a  diflance,  and  in  the  end  de- 
ilroyed  their  whole  body.  In  this  manner  fell 
the  Grecians,  who,  under  the  condudl  of  Leo- 
lidas,  defended  the  pafs  of  Thermopylse.  All 
biufl  admire  the  virtue  of  thefe  men,  who  with 
3ne  confent  maintaining  the  poft  allotted  by 
Iheir  country,  cheerfully  renounced  their  lives 
!:"or  the  common  fafety  of  Greece,  and  eflcemcd 
|i  glorious  death  more  eligible  than  to  live  with 
jjiftionour.  Nor  is  the  confternation  of  the  Per- 
sians incredible.  Who  among  thofe  Barbarians 
tould  have  conjedlured  fuch  an  event  ?  Who 
i:ould  have  expelled  that  five  hundred  men 
i,vould  have  dared  to  attack  a  million  ?  Where- 
bre  fliall  not  all  pollerity  rafledl  an  the  virtue 
j)f  thefe  men  as  the  bbje(5i:  of  imitation,  who, 
■hough  the  lofs  of  their  lives  was  the  neceffary 
•onfequcnce  of  their  undertaking,  were  yet  un- 
ronqr.ered  in  their  fpirit ;  and  among  all  the 
p:ei\t  names  delivered  down  to  remembrance, 
ire  the  only  heroes  who  obtained  more  glory 
n  their  fall,  than  others  from  the  brighteft  vic- 
lories  ?  With  juflice  may  they  be  deemed  the 
brefervers  of  the  Grecian  liberty,  even  prefer- 
ibly  to  thofe  who  were  conquerors  in  the  bat- 
les  fought  afterwards  with  Xerxes ;  for  the 
■nemory  of  that  valour,  exerted  in  the  defence 
ti  rhermopyVE,  for  ever  dejected  the  Barba- 
•ians,  while  the  Greeks  were  fired  with  emu- 
ation  to  equal  fuch  a  pitch  of  magnanimity. 
Ppon  the  wiiole,  there  never  were  any  before 


'•  thefe  who  attained  to  immortrlity,  through  the 
"  mere  excefs  of  virtue  ;  whence  he  praife  of  their 
"  fortitude  hath  not  been  recorded  by  hiflorjans 
"  only,  but  hath  been  celebrated  by  numbers  of 
"  poets,  among  oth^s  by  Simonides  the  lyric." 

Paufanias,  in  his  Laconics,  confiders  the  defence 
of  Thermopyls  by  Leonidas  as  an  ailion  fupcrrior 
to  any  achieved  by  his  coteniporaries,  and  to  all 
the  exploits  of  preceding  ages.  "  Never  (lays  he) 
"  had  Xerxes  beheld  Greece,  and  laid  m  afiies  the 
"  city  of  Athens,  had  not  his  forces  under  Hy- 
"  darnes  been  conducted  through  a  path  over 
"  mount  Oeta,  and  by  that  means  cnconipaffin^ 
"  the  Greeks,  overcome  and  flain  Leonidas."  Nor 
is  it  improbable,  tliat  fuch  a  commander  at  the 
head  of  fuch  troops  fliould  have  maintained  his 
poll  in  fo  narrow  a  pafs,  till  the  whole  army  of 
Xerxes  had  penflied  by  famine.  At  the  fame  time 
his  navy  had  been  nuferably  fhattered  by  a  florm, 
and  worfted  in  an  engagement  with  the  Athenians 
ut  Artemifium. 

To  conclude,  the  fall  of  Leonidas  and  his  brave 
companions,  fo  meritorious  to  their  country,  and 
fo  glorious  to  themfelves,  hath  obtained  fuch  a 
high  degree  of  veneration  and  applaufe  from  paft 
ages,  that  few  among  the  ancient  compilers  of 
hiflory  have  been  filent  on  this  amazing  inflance 
of  magnanimity  and  zeal  for  liberty ;  and  many- 
are  the  epigrams  and  infcriptions  now  extant, 
fome  on  the  whole  body,  others  on  particulars, 
who  died  at  Thermopyls,  ftill  preferving  their 
memory  in  every  nation  converfant  with  learn- 
ing, and  at  this  diflance  of  time  flill  rendering 
their  virtue  the  objed  of  adAiiration  and  of  praife. 

I  fliall  new  detain  the  reader  no  longer,  than  to 
take  this  public  occafion  of  expreffing  my  fincere 
regard  for  the  Lord  Vifcount  Cobham,  and  the 
ienfe  of  my  obligations  for  the  early  honour  of 
his  friendfliip ;  to  him  1  infcribe  the  following 
poem  ;  and  herein  I  fhould  be  juflified,  independ- 
ent of  all  perfonal  motives,  from  his  Lordfhip's 
public  condudl,  fo  highly  diftinguiflied  by  his  dif- 
interefled  zeal  and  unlliaken  fidelity  to  his  coun- 
try, not  lefs  in  civil  life  than  in  the  field  -.'ho  him, 
therefore,  a  poem,  founded  on  a  characSlcr  emi- 
nent for  military  glory,  and  love  of  liberty,  is  due 
from  the  nature  of  the  fubjeft. 

R.  GX-OVEE,- 


BOOK     I. 


THE  ARGUMENT. 

RXES,  kingof  Perfia.  having  drawn  together  the 
vhoie  force  of  his  empire,  and  pafffd  over  the 

ellelpont  into  Thrace,  with  a  defign  to  con- 
uer  Greere ;    the    deputies   fiom   the    feveral 

ates  of  that  country,  vvho  had  fome  time  be- 

bre  affembled  themfelves  at  the  Ifthmus  of  Co- 

inth,  to  deliberate  on  proper  meafures  for  re- 

iftir.g  the  invader,  were  no  foonc-r  apprifed  of 

[his  march  into  Thiace,  than  they  determiQed, 


without  further  delay,  to  difpute  his  paffage  at 
the  ftreights  ot  '[  henncpylx',  the  mod  accef- 
fihit  part  of  Greece  on  the  fide  ot  Thrace  and 
TheViiily,  AInheus,  one  of  the  deputies  from 
Sparta,  repairs  to  that  city,  and  cooimuni- 
cate<  this  refohitiori  to  bis  coujitrjmen  ,  who 
chanced  that  da\  'o  he  afft  i-bled  in  espefftatlon 
of  receiving  an  aufwer  trnm  A  polio,  to  whom 
they  had  tent  a  mcder.ger  to  ;onfuit  about  tlie 
event  of  the  war.  Leutjchides,  cue  tf  tiicif 
ii  h  iii 
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two  kinf;s,  couftfcis  the  people  to  advance  no 
farther  tlian  the  Ifthimis  of  Corinth,  which  fe- 
parates  the  Peloponnet'u*,  where  Laceflcnion 
■was  fituated,  from  the  reft  of  Greece  ;  but  Le- 
onidas,  the  other  kinf,  diftuades  them  from  it. 
Agis  the  mclV-n-'er,  who  had  been  depnted  to 
Delphi,  and  brother  to  the  queen  of  Leonidas, 
return'"  witli  the  oracle;  winch  denounces  ruin 
to  the  LacedemoniaTiR,  unlcfs  one  of  their  kings 
lay*  down  his  life  for  the  public.  Leon. da'  ot- 
fcrs  himielf  for  the  vidlim.  Three  hundred 
more  are  appointed,  all  citizens  n{  Sparta,  and 
heads  of  families,  to  accompany  and  die  with 
him  at  I'hermopyla:.  Alpheus  returns  to  th 
Ilthmiis.  Leonidas,  after  an  interview  with 
his  queen,  departs  from  Lacedemon.  At  the 
end  of  fix  days  he  encamps  near  the  Whmus, 
■when  he  is  ioined  by  Alpheus ;  who  defcribes 
the  auxiliarii.s  then  waitin;^  at  the  Ifthuuis, 
thofe  who  are  already  poUVflVd  of  Thermop)  Ix, 
as  alfo  the  pals  itfclf;  and  conclufies  with  re- 
lating  the  captivity  of  Ui^  brother  I'olydorus,  in 
Perfia. 

Tnti  virtuous  Spartan,  who  refign'J  his  life 
To  fave  his  country  at  th'  Oetajan  ftrcights, 
Thermor>yliE,  when  all  the  peopled  eaft 
In  arms  with  Xerxes  fillM  the  Grecian  plains, 
O  mufe,  record!   The  Hellefpotit  they  pafb'd, 
0'erpow'rin«j  Thrace.   The  dreadful  tidinj^s  I'wift 
To  Corinth  tlew.  Her  Ifthmus  was  the  feat 
Of  Grecian  council.  Al-pheus  thence  returns 
To  Lacedemon.  In  alTembly  full 
He  finds  the  Spartan  people  with  their  kings ; 
Their  kings,  who  boaft  an  origin  divine, 
Trom  Hercules  defcended.  They  the  fons 
Of  Lacedemon  had  conven'd,  to  learn 
The  facred  mandates  of  th' immortal  gods, 
That  morn  expedled  from  tlie  Delphian  dome. 
Eut  Alpheus  fudden  their  attention  drew, 
And  thus  addrelVd  them  :   For  immediate  war, 
M>'  countrymen,  prepare.   Barbarian  tents 
Already  iill  the  trembling  bounds  of  Thrace. 
The  llVhmian  council  hath  decreed  to  guard 
ThermopvlPE,  the  Locrian  gate  of  Greece. 

Here  Alpheus  paus'd.    Leutychides,  who  fliar'd 
With  great  Leonidas  the  fway,  uprofe 
And  fpake.  Ye  citizens  of  Sparta,  hc;ir. 
AVhy  from  her  bofom  fliould  Laconia  lend 
Her  valiant  race  to  wage  a  diftant  war 
Beyond  the  Klhmus?   There  the  gods  have  placM 
Our  native  barrier.  In  this  favour'd  l.md. 
Which  Pelops  govern'd,  us  of  Doric  bLod 
That  Kthmus  inacccflihle  fecm-es. 
There  let  our  ftandards  relt.  Your  folid  ftrength, 
If  once  you  fcatter  in  defence  of  ftates 
Remote  and  feeble,  you  betray  your  own, 
And  merit  Jove's  derilion.  With  affent 
The  Spartans  heard.  Leonidas  reply'd  : 

O  moft  ungen'rous  counfel  I    Molt  unwife  I 
Shall  we,  confining  to  that  Ifthmian  fence 
Our  efforts,  leave  beyond  it  ev'ry  ftate 
Difown'd,  expos'd?  Shall  Ath(  n>,  while  lier  fleet: 
TJnceyfing  wati  h  th'  innumerable  foe*^, 
And  truft  th'  impending  dangers  of  the  field 
To  Sparta's  well-known  valour,  (hall  flic  hear, 
That  to  barbarian  violence  we  leave 
Her  uiiproteCled  walls  ?  Her  hoary  fires, 


Her  helplefs  matrons,  and  their  infant  racf. 
To  fervitudc  and  ihaine  ?  Her  guardian  gods 
Will  Y<"t  prc-l'erve  them.    Kcpttme  o'er  his  main,    • 
With  Pallas,  jiow'r  of  wifdoiii,  at  tlieir  helms,     ij 
Will  loon  tranfpoft  them  to  a  happier  clime,        i 
Safe  from  indiltinp  foes,  from  falfe  alii'",  j 

And  elcutherian  Jove  will  blels  their  flight.      '    J 
Th'-n  ihall  we  feel  the  unrcfilted  force  j 

Of  Perlia's  navy,  deluging  our  plains 
With  inexhaufted  numbers.     Half  the  Greeks^     i 
By  us  betray'd  to  bondage,  will  ftipport  ' 

A  PirfiHii  l(jrd,  and  lift  th' avtnging  fpesr  ; 

For  our  deftruOliori.   But,  my  friends,  rcjei.1: 
Such  mean,  fucli  Jang'rous  counfcls,  which  wouLJ 
blalt  1 

Your  long-eftablifli'd  honours,  anil  afTifl  J 

The  proud  invader.     O  eternal  king  [ 

Of  gods  and  mortals,  elevate  our  minds  ?  ! 

Lach  low  an  i  partial  pafiion  thence  expel!  ! 

Greece  is  our  geii'ral  mother,    rtllmuftjoiri  ' 

In  her  defence,  or,  fep'rate,  each  mult  fall.  • 

This  faid    authority  and  fliame  controul'd.        | 
The  mute  afTembly.     Agis  too  appear'd.  ; 

He  from  the  Delphian  cavern  was  return'd,  I 

VMicrc,  taught  by  Phoebus  on  Parnairian  clilTs,  , 
rhe  Pytl'.ian  maid  unfolded  Heav'n's  decrees.  i 
He  Came;   but  difcontent  and  grief  o'ercaft  | 

His  anxious  brow.     Reluclaut  was  his  tongue,  -,1 
Yet  feem'd  full  charg'd  to  fpeak.  lleligiousdre*'. 
Lach  heart  relax'd.     On  ev'ry  vifage  hung 
Sad  cxpedlation.  Nor  a  whifper  told 
The  liient  fear.  Intenftly  all  were  fix'd. 
Ail  itill  as  death,  to  hear  the  folenin  tale. 
As  o'er  the  weftern  waves,  when  ev'ry  ilorm 
Is  hulh'd  within  its  cavern,  and  a  breeze. 
Soft -breathing,  lightly  with  its  wings  along 
The  flacken'd  cordaf;e  glide;,  the  failor's  ear 
Perceives  no  found  throughout  the  valt  expanfea 
None,   but  the  murmurs  of  the  Aiding  prow, 
V\"hich  flowly  parts  the  fir.ooth  and  yielding  mair 
So  through  the  wide  and  lirtening  crowd  nofoun 
No  voice,  but  thine,  O  Agis,  broke  the  air ! 
While  thus  the  illiie  of  thy  awful  charge 
Thy  lipsdelivcr'd.  Spartans,  in  your  name 
I  went  to  Delphi.  1  inquir'd  the  doom 
Of  Lacedemon  from  th'  impending  war. 
When  in  thefe  words  the  deity  reply'd  : 
"  Inhabitants  of  Sparta,  Perfia's  arms 
"  Shall  lay  your  proud  and  ancient  feat  in  duft 
"   Unlets  a  king,  from  Hercules  dcriv'd, 
"  Caufe  Lacedemon  for  his  de.ith  to  mourn." 
As  w  hen  the  hand  of  Perfeus  had  diiclos'd 
The  fnakes  of  dire  Medufa,  all  v.  ho  view'd 
The  Gorgon  features,  were  congeal'd  to  flone, 
With  gha(lly  eyeballs  on  the  hero  bent. 
And  horror,  living  in  their  marble  form  ; 
Thus  with  amazement  rooted,  where  they  ftoot 
In  fpeechlcfs  terror  frozen,  on  their  kings 
The  Spartans  gaz'd  :   but  loon  their  an.xious  loo 
All  on  the  great  Leonidas  unite. 
Long  known  his  country's  retuge.  He  alone 
Remains  unfliakcn.     Rinng.  hedifplays 
His  godlike  pielence.  Dignity  and  grace 
Adoin  his  frame,  where  manly  beauty  joins 
With  ftrength  Herculean.   On  his  afpect  fliinc 
Sublimeft  virtue,  and  defire  of  fame. 
Where  jufticc  gives  the  iaurel^  in  his  rye 
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The  inextinguifhable  fpark,  which  fires 
The  fouls  of  patriots ;  while  his  brow  fupports 
Undaunted  valour,  and  contempt  of  death. 
Serene  he  ca(t  his  looks  around,  and  fpake  : 

Why  this  aftonifliment  on  ev'ry  face. 
Ye  men  of  Sparta  ?   Does  the  name  of  death 
Create  this  fear  and  wondev  ?  O  my  friends, 
Why  do  we  labour  through  the  arduous  paths, 
Which  lead  to  virtue  ?  Fruitlels  were  the  toil, 
Above  the  reach  of  human  feet  were  plac'd 
The  diftant  fummit,  if  the  fear  of  death 
Could  intercept  our  paffage.     But  a  frown 
Of  unavailing  terror  he  aH'umes, 
To  Ihake  the  firmnefs  of  a  mind,  which  knows 
That,  wanting  virtue,  life  is  pain  and  woe, 
That,  wanting  liberty,  ev'n  virtue  mourns, 
And  looks  around  for  happinefs  in  vain. 
Then  fpeak,  O  Sparta,  and  demand  my  life  1 
My  heart,  exulting,  anfwers  to  thy  call, 
And  fmiles  on  glorious  fate.     To  live  with  fame, 
The  gods  allow  to  many ;  but  to  die 
With  equal  luftre  is  a  bleffing,  Jove 
Among  the  choiceft  of  his  boons  referves, 
W^hich  but  on  few  his  (paring  hand  beltows. 

Salvation  thus  to  Sparta  he  proclaim'd. 
Joy,  wrapt  awhile  in  admiration,  paus'd, 
Sufpending  praife  ;  nor  praife  at  lall  relbunds 
In  high  acclaim  to  rend  the  archof  heav'n: 
A  reverential  murmur  breathes  appiaufe. 
So  were  the  pupils  of  Lycurgus  train'd 
To  bridle  nature.  Public  fear  was  dumb 
Before  their  fenate,  ephori,  and  kings, 
Nor  exultation  into  clamour  broke. 
Amidft  them  rofe  Dieneces,  and  thus : 

Halte  to  Thermopylx.  To  Xerxes  (how 
The  difcipline  of  Spartans,  long  renown'd 
In  rigid  warfare,  with  enduring  minds. 
Which  neither  pain,  nor  want,  nor  danger  bend. 
Fly  to  the  gate  of  Greece,  which  open  ftands 
To  ibivery  and  rapine.  They  will  rtirink 
Before  your  flandard,  and  their  native  feats 
Refume  in  abjecfl  Afia.   Arm,  ye  (ires. 
Who  with  a  growing  race  have  blefs'd  the  ftate. 
That  race,  your  parents,  gen'ral  Greece  lorbid 
Delay.  Heav'n  fuminons.  Equal  to  the  caute 
A  chief  behold.  Can  Spartans  a(k  for  more? 
,     Bold  Alpheus  next.  Command  my  fwift  return 
Amid  the  Ifthniian  council,  to  declare 
Your  inftant  inarch.   His  dictates  all  approve. 
Back  to  the  Itthnius  he  unweary'd  fpeeds. 

Now  from  th'  ali'embly,  with  majeftic  fteps. 
Forth  moves  their  godlike  king,  with  confcious 

worth 
His  gen'rous  bofom  glowing.  Such  the  port 
Of  his  divine  progenitor  ;  impell'd 
By  ardent  virtue,  fo  Alcides  trod. 
Invincible  to  face  in  horrid  war 
The  triple  form  of  Geryon,  or  againil 
1  The  bulk  of  huge  Antaeus  matcii  his  flrength. 
Say,  mule,  what  heroes,  by  example  fir'd, 
Nor  lefs  by  honour,  offer'd  now  to  bleed  I 
Dieneces  the  foremoft,  brave  and  ftaid. 
Of  vet'ran  fkill  to  range  in  martial  helds, 
Well-order'd  lines  of  battle.  Miiron  next, 
Twin. born  \^ith  Alpheus,  Ihows  his  manly  frame. 
H:ai  Agis  follow 'd,  brother  to  the  queen 
Of  great  Leonidasj  his  friend  in  wa,r, 


His  try'd  companion.  Graceful  were  his  fteps, 

And  gentle  his  demeanor.  Still  his  foul 

Prel'erv'd  the  purelt  virtue,  though  refin'd 

By  arts  unknown  to  Lacedemon's  race. 

High  was  his  office.  He,  when  Sparta's  weal 

Support  and  counfel  from  the  gods  requir'd. 

Was  fent  the  hallow'd  meffenger  to  learn 

Their  myitic  will,  in  oracles  declar'd, 

From  rocky  Delphi,  from  Dodona's  (hade. 

Or  fea-encircled  Delos,  or  the  cell 

Of  dark  Trophonius,  round  Boeotia  known. 

Three  hundred  more  complete  th'  intrepid  band, 

Illullrious  fathers  all  of  gen'rous  fons. 

The  future  guardians  of  Laconia's  (tate. 

Then  refe  Megiltias,  leading  forth  his  foD, 

Yeung  Menalippus.     Not  of  Spartan  blood 

Were  they.  Megiftias,  heav'n-enlighten'd  feer, 

Had  left  his  native  Acarnanian  fliore ; 

Along  the  border  of  Eurotas  chofe 

His  place  of  dwelling.  For  his  worth  receiv'd, 

And  hofpitably  cherilli'd,  he  the  wreath 

Pontine  bore  in  Lacedemon's  camp ; 

Serene  in  danger,  nor  his  facred  arm 

From  warlike  toil  fecluding,  nor  untaught 

To  wield  the  fword,  and  poize  the  weighty  fpear. 

But  to  his  home  Leonid.is  retir'd. 
There,  calm  in  fecret  thought  he  thus  explor'4 
His  mighty  foul,  while  nature  in  his  breaft 
A  (hort  emotion  rais'd.  What  fudden  grief. 
What  cold  reludlance  now  unmans  my  heart. 
And  whifpers  that  I  fear  ?  Can  death  difmay 
Ijeonidas  ?   Death,  often  feen  and  fcorn'd. 
When  clad  moft  dreadful  in  the  battle's  front  i 
Or  to  relinquidi  life  in  all  its  pride, 
With  all  my  honours  blooming  round  my  head, 
Kepines  my  foul,  or  rather  to  torfake, 
Eternally  forfake  my  weeping  wife. 
My  infant  oftspring,  and  my  faithful  friends^ 
Leonidas,  awake.  Shall  thefe  withltand 
The  public  fafety  ?  Hark,  thy  country  calls. 
O  facred  voice,  I  hear  thee  1  At  the  found. 
Reviving  virtue*  brightens  in  my  heart ; 
Fear  vanillies  before  her.  Death,  receive 
My  unreluciant  hand.  Immortal  fame. 
Thou  too,  attendant  on  my  righteous  fall, 
With  wings  unweary'd  wilt  protedl  my  tomb. 

His  virtuous  foul  the  hero  had  confirra'd, 
When  Agis^nter'd.  If  my  tardy  lips 
(He  thus  began),  have  hitherto  forborne 
To  bring  their  grateful  tribute  of  appiaufe. 
Which,  as  a  Spartan,  to  thy  worth  I  owe, 
Forgive  the  brother  of  thy  queen.  Her  grief 
Detain'd  me  from  thee.  Ouuequall'd  man. 
Though  Lacedenion  call  thy  prime  regard. 
Forget  not  her,  fole  vidtim  of  diltrels. 
Amid  the  gen'ral  fafety  1  To  afluage 
Such  pain,  fraternal  tendernel;.  is  weak. 

The  king  embrac'd  him,  and  reply'd  :  O  bell, 
O  df  arelt  man,  conceive  not,  but  my  foul 
To  her  is  fondly  bound,  from  whom  my  days 
Their  largefi  fliare  of  happinefs  deriv'd  1 
Can  T,  who  yield  my  breath,  left  others  mourn, 
Left  thoufands  fliould  be  wretched  when  (he  pines. 
More  lov'd  than  any,  though  lefs  dear  than  all, 
Can  I  negletfl  her  griefs  ?  In  future  days, 
If  thou  with  gratefol  memory  record 
My  name  and  fate,  O  Sparta,  pafs  not  this 
tlh   uij 
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Unheeded  by.  The  life,  for  thee  rcfi^rn'd, 
Knew  not  a  painful  hour  to  tire  my  i'oul, 
Nor  were  they  common  joys  I  left  behind. 

So  /pake  the  ptriot.  and  his  heart  o'erflow'd 
In  tcndVeft  paflicn.    Then  in  eager  hafte 
The  faithful  paitiier  of  liis  bid  he  fought. 
Amid  her  weeping  children  fat  the  queen 
Immoveable  and  mute.  Her  fwimming  eyes 
Bent  to  the  earth.  Her  arms  were  folded  o'er 
Her  lab'ring  bofom,  blotted  with  her  tears. 
As  when  a  duiky  mift  involves  the  fky, 
Tiic  moon  tlirough  all  the  dreary  vapours  fpreads 
The  radiant  veihire  of  lier  filver  lljjht 
O'er  the  dull  face  of  nature     fo  the  queen, 
Divinely  graceful  (hining  threugh  hir  grief, 
Bi  ighten'd  the  cloud  of  woe.  Her  lord  approach'd. 
Soon,  as  in  gentlell  phrafe  his  well-ltnown  voice 
Awak'd  her  drooping  fpirit.  for  a  time 
Care  was  appcus'd.  tihc  lifts  her  languid  head. 
She  gives  this  utt'rancc  to  her  tender  thonj^hts  : 

O  thou,  whofe  piefeuce  is  my  folc  delight; 
If  thus,  Leouidas,  thy  looks  and  words 
Can  check  the  rapid  current  of  diftrefs. 
How  am  I  mark'd  lor  mifcry  !   How  long! 
When  of  life's  journey  lefs  than  half  is  pafs'd. 
And  I  murt  hear  tbofc  calming  fouijds  no  more, 
Nor  fee  chat  face  which  makes  affliction  fmile. 

Thisfaid,  returning  grief  o'erwbelmsher  breafl. 
Her  orphan  children,  her  devoted  lord, 
Pale,  bleeding,  breathlcfs  on  the  field  of  death, 
Her  ever-diiring  folitude  of  woe, 
AH  rife  in  mingled  honor  to  her  fight. 
When  thus  in  bitt'refl  r.gony  ilie  fpcke  : 

0  whither  art  thon  going  from  my  arms  ? 
Shall  I  no  mote  behold  thee?  Oh  '  no  more. 
In  con(]uel>  clad,  o'erfpread  with  glorious  duft, 
Wilt  thou  return  to  greet  thy  native  foil. 
And  find  thy  dwelling  joyful!  Ah!  too  brave. 
Why  would'll  ihou  hurry  to  the  dreary  gates 

Of  death,  uncall'd Anoth.er  might  have  bled, 

l-ilie  thee  avicflim  of  Alcid.s'  race, 

Lefs  dear  to  all,  and  Sparta  been  fecurc. 

Now  ev'ry  eye  with  mine  is  drown'd  in  tears  ; 

All  with  thel'e  babes  lament  a  father  iofl. 

Alas,  how  heavy  is  our  lot  of  pain  ! 

Our  fighs  ir.uft  lafl,  when  cv'ry  otlier  breaft 

Exults  in  fafety.  purcl.as'd  by  our  lofs. 

Thou  didfl,  not  htcd  our  anguifli — diall  not  feek 

One  paufc  for  my  infirudion  how  to  bear 

Thv  endlefs  abfcnce,  cr  like  tliee  to  die. 

Unutterable  forrow  here  confin'd 
Her  voice.  Thefe  words  Leonidas  return'd  : 

1  fee.  I  Ihare  thy  agony.  My  ibul 

Ne'er  knew  how  waim  the  prevalcixe  of  love, 

How  flrong  a  parent's  feelings,  till  this  hour  ; 

Nor  was  flic  once  infenfible  to  thee 

In  all  her  fervour  to  aflcrt  my  fame. 

Kow  had  the  honours  of  my  name  been  flain'd 

By  hcfitation  ?  Shameful  life  preferr'd 

By  an  inglorious  colleague  would  have  left 

No  choice,  but  what  we-e  infamy  to  fi^un, 

Not  virtue  to  accept.  Thrn  deem  no  more, 

That  of  thy  love  rcgardlefs,  or  thy  tears, 

I  rufii,  uncall'd,  to  death.     The  voice  of  fate, 

.The  gods,  my  fame,  my  country  piefs  my  doom. 

Oh  :  thou  dear  motirner !  Wherefore  fwclis  afrefh 

That  tide  of  woe  .>  Leonidas  muft  fall. 

'Alas  !  far  ht,avicr  milcry  impends 


O'er  thee  and  thefe,  if,  foften'd  by  thy  tears, 
1  fhanu  fully  refufc  to  yield  that  breath. 
Which  juftice,  gloty,  liberty,  and  heav'n 
Claim  for  my  country,  for  my  fons  and  thee. 
Think  on  my  lnr>g  unahcr'd  love.     RefleiS 
On  my  paternal  fondncfs.     Kath  my  heart 
r.Vr  known  a  paufe  in  love,  or  pious  care  ? 
Now  fhall  that  care,  that  tendcrnefs  be  (liown 
MoA  wi'.rm,  moll  faitliful.     When  thy  hulbaa^ 

dies 
For  Lacedemon's  fafety,  thnu  wilt  (hare. 
Thou  and  thy  children  the  d.lFufive  good. 
I  am  feleded  by  th'  immortal  gods 
To  fave  a  people.    Should  my  timid  heart 
That  facred  charge  abandon,  I  Ihould  plunge 
Ihee   too   in   fiiaine,  in  forrow.      'Ihou  v.ouldft 

mourn 
With  Lacedemon;  wouldfl:  with  her  fufiain 
'1  by  painful  portion  of  oppreflion's  v.eight. 
I'ehokl  thy  Ions  now  worthy  of  their  name, 
Iheir    .'Spartan    birth.      I'hcir   growing    bloonii 

w-ould  pine 
Deprefs'd,  d'flionour'd,  and  their  youthful  hearti 
Beat  at  the  found  of  liberty  no  more. 
On  their  own  merit,  on  their  father's  fame. 
When  he  the  Spartan  freedom  hath  confirm'd. 
Before  the  world  illuflrious  will  they  rife, 
'Ihcir  country's  bulwark,  and  their  mother's  joy. 

Here  paus'd  the  patriot.  In  religious  awe 
Grief  heard  the  vojcc  of  virtue.     No  complaint 
The'folermi  filence  brcke.     Tears  ceas'il  to  flow; 
Ceas'd  for  a  moment  foon  again  to  ftream. 
Bf  liold,  in  arms  before  the  palace  drawn, 
Hi^  brave  companions  of  the  war  demand 
Their  leader's  prefencc.  Then  her  g;  iefs  renew 'd, 
.■^urpafTing  uti'rance,  intercept  herllghs. 
Each  accent  freezes  on  her  falt'ring  tongue. 
In  ipeechlefs  anguifh  on  the  hero's  brcali 
t-.he  finks.     On  ev'ry  fide  his  children  prefs, 
Hang  on  his  knees,  and  kils  his  hcnour'd  hand. 
His  foul  1,0  lorge:  firuggles  to  confine 
Her  agitation.     Do%\n  the  hero's  cheek, 
Down  fiows  the  munly  forrow.     Great  in  woe 
Amid  his  children,  who  cnclofe  him  round, 
He  Hands  indulging  tenc'ernefs  and  love 
In  graceful  tears,  when  thus  with  lifted  eyes, 
Addrel's'd  to  heav'n.      'Ihou  cvcr-Iiving  powV, 
Look  down  propitious,  fire  of  gods  and  men  ; 
O  to  this  faithful  woman,  whole  defcrt 
Alay  claim  thy  favour,  grant  the  hours  of  peace! 
And  thou,  my  bright  forefather,  feed  of  Jove, 
O  Hercules,  negltdl  not  thcfc  thy  race ! 
But  fince  that  fpiiit,  1  from  thee  derive, 
Ti'anfports  mc  ironi  them  to  refiftlefs  fate. 
Be  thou  their  guardian!  Teach  them  like  thyfcU 
By  glorious  labours  to  emheliifh  life, 
And  from  their  father  let  them  learn  to  die. 
Here  ending,  forth  he  iffues,  and  alTumes 
Before  the  ranks  his  ftation  of  command. 
They  now  proceed.     So  mov'd  the  hoft;  of  heav'o 
On  Phlegia's  plains  to  meet  the  giant  fons 
Of  Larth  and  Titan.     From  iDI)nipus  march'd 
The  deities  embattel'd;  while  their  king 
Tower'd  in  the  front  with  thun'ier  in  his  grafp. 
Thus  through  the  ftreets  of  Lacedemon  paib'd 
Leonidas.     Before  his  footflcps  bow 
The  multitude  exulting.     On  he  treads 
Revcr'd.     Unfatcd,  their  enraptui'd  fight 
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Purfues  his  graceful  ftature,  and  their  tongues 
iJExtol  and  hail  him,  as  their  gaardian  god. 
iFirm  in  his  nervous  hand  he  gripes  the  fpear. 
Low,  as  the  ankks,  from  his  ihoulders  hangs 
The  mafly  fhield ;  and  o'er  his  burniih'd  helm 
The  purple  plumage  nodi.     Harmonious  youths, 
lAround  vvhofe  brows  entwining  laurels  play, 
In  lofty-founding  flrainshis  praifc  record  ; 
AVliile  fncwy-finger'd  virgins  all  the  way 
Beflrew  with  od'rous  garlands.     Now  his  breafl 
Is  all  poflefs'd  by  glory,  which  dif[>eird 
Whate'er  of  grief  remain'd,  or  vain  regret 
For  thofe  he  left  behind.     The  rev 'rend  train 
Of  Lacedenion's  fenate  lafb  appear 
To  take  their  final,  folemn  leave,  and  grace 
Their  hero's  parting  fteps.     Around  hmi  flow 
In  civil  pomp  their  venerable  robes, 
Mix'd  with  the  blaze  of  arms.    The  fhining  troop 
Of  warriors  prtfs  behind  hmi,  Maron  here 
With  Mcnalippus  warm  in  flcw'ry  prime. 
There  Agis,  their  Megifiias,  and  the  chief, 
iDieneces.     Laconia's  dames  afccnd 
The  loftleft  raanfions;  thronging  o'er  the  roofs, 
Applaud  their  fons,  their  hufbands  as  they  march  : 
So  parted  Argo  from  th'  Colchian  llrand 
To  plough  the  foaming  furge.  Theffalia's  nymphs, 
Rang'd  on  the  cliffS,  o'erfliading  Neptune's  face, 
{.Still  on  the  didant  vcfiel  fix'd  their  eyes 
[Admiring,  flill  in  pseans  blel's'd  the  helm. 
By  Greece  intrufled  with  her  chofen  fons 
For  high  adventures  on  the  Coichian  fhcre. 

Swift  on  his  courfe  Leonidas  proceeds. 
Soon  is  Eurotas  pafs'd,  and  Lerna's  bank, 
"Where  his  vidlorious  anceflor  lubdu'd 
The  many  headed  Hydra,  and  the  lake 
To  endlefs  fame  confign'd.    Th'  unweary'd  bands 
I,  Next  through  the  pines  of  Manalus  he  led. 
And  down  Parthenius  urg'd  the  rapid  toil. 
Six  days  inceffant  was  their  march  puriu'd, 
When  to  their  ear  the  hoarfe-reiounding  waves 
I  Beat  on  the  Iflhmus.     Here  the  tents  are  I'prcad. 
I  Below  the  wide  horizcii  then  the  fun 
I  Had  dlpp'd  his  beamy  locks.     The  queen  of  night 
Gleam'd  from  the  centre  of  th'  ethereal  vault, 
And  o'er  the  raven  plumes  of  darknefs  fh.ed 
Htr  placid  I'ght.     Leonidas  detains 
IDieneces  and  Agis.     Open  {lands 
The  tall  pavilion,  and  admits  the  moon. 
As  here  they  fit  converfiiig,  from  the  hill, 
Which  rofe  before  them,  one  of  noble  port 
Is  feen  defcending.     Lightly  down  the  fiope 
He  treads.     He  calls   aloud.     They  heard,  they 

knew 
The  voice  of  Alphcus,  whom  the  king  addrefs'd. 

O  thou,  vj'ith  fwiftnefs  by  the  gods  ci.du'd 
To  match  the  ardour  of  thy  daring  foul, 
What  from   the    Ifthnius   draws   thee  ?    Do   the 

Greeks 
Negle(5l  to  arm  and  face  the  public  foe  .' 

Good  news  give  wings,  faid  Alpheus.     Greece 
is  arm'd. 
The    neighb'ring    luhmus    holds    th'   Arcadian 

bands. 
From  A'antinea  Diophantus  leads 
Five  huiidred  f;  ears ;  nor  Itfs  from  Tcgea's  walls 
With  H^gefanGer  move.     A  thouiand  more, 
j  Who  in  Orchcpenus  refide,  and  range 
Along  Farrhafius,  or  Cylkne's  brow  j 


Who  near  the  foot  of  Erymanthus  dwell, 

Or  on  Alphean  banks,  with  various  chiefs 

Lxpeci  thy  prefcnce.     Moil  is  Clonius  fam'd. 

Of  fiature  huge,  unfiiaken  rock  of  war. 

Tour  hundred  warriors  brave  Alcmaon  draws 

From   llately  Corinth's  towr's.      Two   hundre4 

match  , 

From  Phlius.     Them  Eupalamiis  commands. 
An  equal  number  of  Mycena'srace 
Anilobulus  heads.     Through  fear  alone 
Of  thes,and  threat'ning  Greece  the  Thebans  arm. 
A  few  in  Thebes  authority  and  rule 
llfurp.     Corrupted  with  Barbarian  gold, 
1  hey  quench  the  gen'rous,  eleutherian  flame 
In  ev'ry  heart.     I'hc  eloquent  they  bribe. 
By  fpecious  tales  the  multitude  they  cheat, 
Eflablifliing  bafe  meafures  on  the  plea 
Of  public  fafety.     Others  arc  immcrs'd 
In  all  the  (loth  of  plenty,  who  unmov'd 
In  iliameful  eafe,  behold  the  ftate  betray'd, 
Aw"d  by  thy  name,  four  hundred  took  the  field.. 
The  wily  Anasander  is  their  chief 
With  Leontiades.     To  fee  their  march 
I  flaid,  then  hailen'd  to  furvey  the  flreights. 
Which  thou  fhalt  render  facred  to  renown. 

Forever  mingled  with  a  crumbling  foil, 
■U^hich  moulders  round  th'  indented  Mahan  ccaft. 
The  fea  rolls  ilirsiy.     On  a  folid  rock. 
Which  forms  the  inmoft  limit  of  a  bay, 
Thermopylse  is  ftretch'd.   Where  broadefl  fpread. 
It  meafures  threefcore  paces,  bounded  here 
By  the  fait  ooze,  which  underneath  prefents 
A  dreary  furface ;  there  the  lofty  cliffs 
Of  woody'd  Oeta  overlook  the  pafs, 
And  far  beyond  o'er  half  the  furge  below 
'1  heir  horrid  umbrage  caft.     Acrofs  the  mouth 
An  ancient  bulwark  of  the  Phocians  flands, 
A  wall  with  gates»and  tow'rs.  The  Locrian  force. 
Was  marching  forward.     Them  I  pafs'd  to  greet 
Demophilus  of  Thcfpia,  who  had  pitch'd 
Seven  hundred  fpears  before  th'  important  fence- 
His  brother's  fon  attends  the  rcv'rend  chief, 
Ycuiig  Dithyrambus.     He  for  noble  deeds. 
Yet  more  for  temperance  of  mind  renown'd, 
In  early  bloom  with  htighteft  honours  fhines, 
Nor  wantons  in  the  blaze.     Here  Agis  fpake  ; 

Well  hafc  thou  painted  that  illuflrious  youth. 
He  is  my  hoft  at  1  hefpia.     Though  adorn'd 
With  various  wreaths,  by  fame,  by  fortune  blefi'dj 
His  gentle  virtues  take  from  envy's  lips 
Their  blafting  venom  ;  and  her  baneful  eye 
Strives  on  his  worth  to  fmiie.     In  filencc  all 
Again  remain,  when  Alphcus  thus  proceeds : 

Plataia's  chofen  veterans  I  faw, 
Small  in  their  number,  matchkfs  in  their  fame. 
Diomedon  the  leader.     Keen  his  fvvcrd 
At  Marathon  was  felt,  where  A-fia  bled. 
Ihefe  guard  Thermopyl.x.     Among  the  hills. 
Unknown  to  fhrangers  winds  an  upper  ftreight, 
Which  by  a  thoufand  Phocians  isl't-cur'd.   , 

Ere  thefe  brave  Greeks  I  quitted,  in  the  bay 
A  ftately  chieftain  of  th'  Athenian  fleet 
Arriv'd.     I  join'd  him.     Copious  in  thy  praifc 
He  utter'd  rapture,  but  aulterely  blam'cl     ' 
Laconia's  tardy  counfels ;  while  the  fliips 
Of  Athens  long  had  (lemm'd  Eubcsan  tides. 
Which  flow  not  diftant  from  our  future  poi^. 
This  was  the  far-iani'd  .difchylus,  by  Mar?, 
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By  Phccbus  lov'd.     FarnafTus  him  proclaims 
The  firft  of  Attic  poets,  him  the  plains 
Of  Marathon  a  foldier,  try'd  in  arms. 

Well  may  Athenians  murmur,  laid  the  king. 
Too  long  hath  Sparta  flnmber'd  on  her  lliicld. 
ly  morn,  beyond  the  Iflhmus  we  will  fpread 
A  gtn'rous  banner.     In  J.aconian  drains 
Of  Akman  and  Tei-pander  lives  the  fame 
Of  our  forefathers.     Let  our  deeds  attracfl 
The  brighter  mule  of  Athens  in  tlie  fong 
Of  j^fchylus  divine.     Now  frame  thy  choice. 
Shai'e  in  our  fate  ;  or,  haft'ning  home,  report, 
How  mucli  already  thy  tlifcerning  mind, 
Thy  adlive  limbs  have  merited  from  me, 
How  ferv'd  thy  country.    From  the  impatient  lips 
Of  Alpheus  fwift  thcfe  fervid  accents  broke  : 

I  have  not  meafur'd  fuch  a  tracfc  of  land, 
Have  not  untir'd,  beheld  the  fctting  fun, 
Uor  through  the  fhade  of  midnight  urg'd  my  fteps 
To  animate  the  Grecians,  that  mylclf 
JMight  be  exempt  from  warlilie  toil,  or  death. 
IReturn  ?  Ah  !  no.     A  fecond  time  my  fpced 
Shall  vifit  thee,  Thermopylae.     My  limbs 
Shall  at  thy  fide,  Leonidas,  obtain 
An  honourable  grave.     And  oh  !  amid 
His  country's  perils,  if  a  Spartan  breafl 
i'lay  feel  a  private  forrow,  fierce  revenge 
I  feek  not  only  for  th'  infulted  flatc, 
Eut  tor  a  brother's  wrongs.     A  younger  hope. 
Than  I,  and  Maron,  blcl's'd  our  father's  years, 
Child  of  his  age,  and  Pojydorus  nam'd. 
His  mind,  while  tender  in  his  op'ning  prime, 
Was  bent  to  ftrenuous  virtue.     Genrous  fcorn 
Of  pain,  or  danger  taught  his  early  ftrength 
To  ilruggle  patient  with  fevered  toils. 
Oft,  when  inclement  winter  chill'd  the  air. 
When  frozen  fhow'rs  had  fwoln  F.urotas'  dream, 
Amid  th'  impetuous  channel  weuld  he  plunge 
To  bread  the  torrent.     On  a  fatal  day. 
As  in  the  lea  his  adive  limbs  he  bath'd, 
A  favage  corfair  of  the  Perfian  king 
2vly  brother  naked  and  defencelefs  bore, 
iLv'n  in  my  fight,  to  Ada ;  there  to  wade 
With  all  the  promife  cA  its  growing  worth 
His  youth  in  bondage.     Tedious  were  the  tale, 
Should  1  recount  my  pains,  my  father's  woes. 
The  days  he  wept,  the  flceplefs  nights,  he  beat 
His  aged  bofom.    And  fhall  Alpheus'  fpear 
JJe  abfent  from  Thermopy!.-c,  nor  c'aim, 
O  Polydorus,  vengeance  for  thy  wrongs 
In  that  fird  daughter  of  the  baib'rous  foe. 

Here  interpos'd  Dieneces.     Their  hands 
He  grafp'd,  and  cordial  tranfport  thus  exprcfs'd  ; 

O  that  Lyciirgus  from  the  diades  might  rife 
To  praife  the  virtue,  which  his  laws  inl'pire  ! 

Thus  till  the  dead  of  night  thefe  heroes  pafs'd 
The  hours  in  friendly  converfe,  and  cnjoy'd 
Each  other's  virtue.    Happied  of  men  ! 
At  length  with  gentle  heavinefs  the  pow'r 
Of  deep  invades  their  eye-lids,  and  eondrains 
Their  magnanimity  and  zeal  to  red  : 
"When  Aiding  down  the  litmifphere,  the  moon 
InVjTicrs'd  in  midnight  fiiade  her  lilvcr  head. 

BOOK  ir. 

THE    ARCUMENT. 

I^KONJDAS  on  his  appro;!ch   to  the  Idhmus  is  met 
by  the   Iwders  of   the  troops,  kat  from  other 


Grecian  dates,  and  by  the  deputies,  who  com- 
poftd  tiie  Idhniian  council.  He  harangues  them; 
then  proceeds  in  conjundlion  with  tnefe  forces 
towards  Thermopyla;.  On  the  fird  day  he  ig 
joined  by  Dithyrambus ;  on  the  third  he  reaches 
a  valley  in  Locris,  where  he  is  entertained  by 
Oileus,  the  public  hod,  of  the  Lacedemonian 
date  ;  and  the  next  morning  is  accompanied  by 
him  in  a  car  to  the  temple  of  Pan  :  he  finds 
Mcdon  there,  the  fonof  Oileus,  and  commander 
of  two  thoufand  Locrians,  already  poded  at 
Thermopylas,  and  by  him  is  informed,  that  the. 
army  of  Xerxes  is  in  fight  of  the  pafs. 

AuRo.iA  fpreads  her  purple  beams  around, 
When   move   the  Spartans       Their  approach  U' 

known. 
The  Idhmian  council,  and  the  diiF'rent  chiefs. 
Who  lead  th'  auxiliar  bands,  advance  to  meet 
Leonidas;  Zupalamus  the  drong, 
Alcmaeon,   Clonius,  Diophantus  brave 
With  Hegefander.     At  their  head  is  feen 
Aridobulus,  whom  Alycenx's  ranks 
Obey  Mycena:  once  augud  in  pow'r, 
In  fplendid  wealth,  and  vaunting  dill  the  name 
Of  Agamemnon.     '1  o  Laconia's  king 
The  chieftain  fpake.     Leonidas,  lurvey 
Mycen;E's  race.     Should  ev'ry  other  Greek 
Be  aw'd  by  Xerxes,  and  hiseadcrn  hod, 
Believe  not,  we  caii  fear,  deriv'd  from  thofc, 
Who  once  conduced  o'er  the  foaming  furge 
The  drength  of  Greece  ;  who  dclert  left  the  fieldb 
Of  ravag'd  Ada,  and  her  prouded  walls 
From  their  foundations  levell'd  to  the  ground. 

Leonidas  replies  not,  but  his  voice 
Diredt's  to  all.     Illudrious  warriors,  hail ! 
Who  thus  undaunted  fignalize  your  faith. 
Your  gen'rous  ardour  in  thi?  common  caufe. 
But  you,  whofe  counfels  prop  the  Grecian  date, 
O  venerable  fynod,  who  conlign 
To  our  protecting  fvvord,  the  gate  of  Greece, 
Thrice  hail !   Whate'er  by  valour  we  obtain, 
Your  wifdom  mud  preferve.     With  piercing  eyes 
Contemplate  ev'ry  city,  and  difcern 
Their  various  tempers.     Some  with  partial  care 
To  guard  their  own  negled  the  public  weal. 
Unmov'd  and  cold  are  others.     Terror  here, 
Corruption  there  prcfidcs.     O  fire  the  brave 
To  gen'ral  ciforts  in  the  "cn'ral  caufe. 
Confirm  the  wav'ring.     Animate  the  cold. 
The  timid.     Watch  the  faithlefs.     Some  betray 
Thcmfclvcs  and  Greece.     'I'heir  perfidy  prevent. 
Or  call  them  back  to  honour.     Let  us  all 
Be  link'd  in  facred  union,  and  this  land 
May  face  the  world's  whole  multitude  inarms. 
If  for  the  fpoil,  by  Paris  borne  to  Troy, 
A  thoufand  keels  the  Hellefpont  o'erfprcad  ; 
Shall  not  again  confederated  Greece 
Bv;  rous'd  to  battle,  and  to  freedom  give 
What  once  die  gave  to  fame  ^  Behold,  we  hade 
To  dop  th'  invading  tyrant.     Till  we  fall, 
He  diall  not  pour  his  myriads  on  your  plains. 
But  as  the  gods  conceal,  how  long  our  drength 
May  dand  unvanquifh'd,  or  how  foon  may  yield  j; 
Wade  not  a  moment,  till  confenting  Greece 
Range  all  her  free-born  luunbers  in  the  field. 

Leonidas  concluded.     Awful  depp'd 
Before  the  (v.gc  adjnibly  oiic  fuprcme 
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And  old  in  office,  who  addrcfs'd  the  king. 

Thy  bright  example  ev'ry  heart  unites. 
From  thee  her  happiell  om'.ns  Greece  derives 
Of  concord,  fafety,  Hbcrty  and  fame. 
Go  then,  O  firrt  of  mortaj;;,  go,  imprefs 
Amaze  and  terror  on  the  barb'roiis  hoft  ; 
The  free-born  Greeks  inllniding  life  to  deem 
Lefs  dear,  than  honour,  and  their  country's  caufe. 

This  heard,  Lconidas,  thy  fecret  foul, 
Exulting,  tafle  of  tlie  fweet  reward 
^ue   to  thy   lame  through  endlcfs  time.     Once 

more 
His  eyes  he  turn'd,  and  view'd  in  rapt'rous  thought 
His  native  land,  which  he  alone  can  fave  ; 
Then  fummon'd  all  his  majefty,  and  o'er 
The  Ifthmus  trod.     The  phalanx  moves  behind 
In  deep  arrangement.  So  th' imperial  fhip 
With  (lately  bulk  along  the  heaving  tide 
In  military  pomp  conduds  the  pow'r 
Of  fome  proud  navy,  bounding  from  the  port 
To  bear  the  vengeance  of  a  mighty  ilate 
Againft  a  tyrant's  walls.      Till  fultry  noon 
They  march ;  when  halting,  as  they  take  repaft, 
Acrofs  the  plain  before  them  they  defer  y 
A  troop  of  i'hefpians.     One  above  the  reft 
3n  eminence  precedes.     His  glitt'ring  (liield, 
"Whofe  gokl-emblazon'd  orb  collefts  the  beams, 
Call  by  meridian  I'hoebus  from  his  thione, 
riames  like  another  fun.     A  fnowy  plume, 
"With  wanton  curls  difporting  in  the  breeze, 
Floats  o'er  his  dazzling  cafque.     On  nearer  view 
Beneath  the  radiant  honours  of  his  creft 
A  countenance  of  youth  in  rofy  prime. 
And  manly  fweetnefs  won  the  iix'd  regard 
Of  each  beholder.  With  a  modefl  grace 
He  came  refpedtful  tow'rd  the  king,  and  fliow'd, 
That  all  ideas  of  his  own  defert 
Were  funk  in  veneration.  >So  the  god 
Of  night  falutes  his  empyreal  hre  ; 
When  from  his  altar  in  th'  embow'ring  grove 
Of  bahny  Delos,  or  the  hallow'd  bound 
Of  Tenedos,  or  Claros,  where  he  hears 
In  hymns  his  praifes  from  the  fons  of  men, 
He  reafcends  the  high,  Olympian  feats: 
Such  reverential  homage  on  his  brow, 
O'erfhading,  foftens  his  efTulgent  bloom 
With  loveiinefs  and  grace.  The  king  receives 
Th'  illuflrious  Thefpian  thus.    My  willing  tongue 
Would  flyle  thee  Dithyrambus.  1  hou  doll  bear 
All  in  thy  afpe<5t  to  become  that  name, 
Renown'd  for  worth  and  valour.  O  reveal 
Thy  birth,  thy  charge.  Whoe'er  thou  art,  my  foul 
Defires  to  know  thee,  and  would  call  thee  friend. 

To  hini  the  youth.  O  bulwark  of  our  weal, 
My  name  is  Dithyrambus;  which  the  iips 
Of  fome  benevolent,  fome  gen'rous  friend 
To  thee  have  founded  in  a  partial  flrain. 
And  thou  haft  heard  with  favour,  In  thy  fight 
I  ftand,  deputed  by  the  Thefpian  chief. 
The  Theban,  Locrian,  by  the  fam'd  in  war, 
Diomedon,  to  haflen  thy  approach. 
Three  days  will  bring  the  hoftile  povv'rsin  view. 

Pie  faid.  The  ready  ftandards  are  uprear'd. 
By  zeal  enforc'd,  tillev'ning  fhadows  fall, 
The  march  continues,  then  by  day-fpring  fweeps 
The  earlieft  dews.  The  van,  by  Agis  ltd, 
Difplays  the  grifly  face  of  battle  rough 
With  fjpears,  obliquely  tnil'^  in  dreadful  length 


Along  th'  indented  way.  Befide  him  march'd 

His  gallant  Thefpian  hoft.  The  centre  boafts 

Leonidas  the  leader,  who  retains 

The  good  Megiftias  near  him.  In  the  rear 

')ieneces  commanded,  who  in  charge 

That  Menalippus,  offspring  of  his  friend. 

For  thefe  inftru(itions.    1-et  thine  eye,  young  maiu 

Dwell  on  the  order  of  our  varying  inarch  ; 

As  champain,  valley,  mountain,  or  defile 

Require  a  change.  The  eaftcrn  tyrant  thus 

Conduiils  not  his  Barbarians  like  the  fands 

In  number.  Yet  the  difcipline  of  Greece 

They  will  encounter  feeble,  as  the  fands, 

Dalh'd  on  a  rock,  and  fcatter'd  in  their  fall. 

To  him  th'  inquiring  youth.  The  martial  treaij 
The  flute's  flow  v/arble,  both  in  juft  accord, 
Entrance  my  fenfes ;  but  let  wonder  aflc, 
V\^hy  is  that  tender  vehicle  of  found 
Preferr'd  in  war  by  Sparta  ^  Other  Greeks 
To  more  fonorous  mufic  rufli  in  fight. 

Son  of  my  friend,  Dieneccs  rejoins, 
Well  doft  thou  note.  I  praife  thee.  Sparta's  law 
With  human  paflions,  fource  ox  human  woes. 
Maintains  perpetual  llrjfe.  She  ftcrnly  curbs 
Our  infant  hearts,  till  paflicn  yields  its  feat 
To  principle  and  order.  Mufic  too. 
By  Spartans  lov'd,  istemper'dby  the  law; 
Still  to  her  plan  fubfervient  melts  m  notes, 
Which  cool  and  iboth,  not  irritate  and  warm. 
Thus  by  habitual  abilinence,  apply'd 
7'o  ev'ry  fenfe,  fupprefTmg  nature's  fire, 
By  modes  of  duty,  not  by  ardour  fway'd. 
O'er  each  impetuous  enemy  abroad, 
At  home  o'er  vice  and  pkafure  we  prevail. 

O  might  I  merit  a  Laconian  name  ! 
The  Acarnanian  anfwer'd.  But  explain, 
What  is  the  land  we  traverfe  ?  What  the  hill, 
Whole  parted  fummit  in  a  fpacious  void 
Admits  a  bed  of  clouds  .''  And  gracious  tell, 
Whofe  are  thofe  fuits  of  armour  wiiich  1  fee 
Borne  by  two  Helots  ?  At  the  queftions  pleas'dj 
Dicneces  continues.  Thofe  belong 
To  Alpheus  and  his  brother.  Light  of  foot 
They,  difencumber'd,  all  at  large  precede 
This   pond'rous   band,     'i'hey  guide   a  troop  of 

flaves, 
Our  miffile-weapon'd  Plelots,  to  obferve. 
Provide,  forewarn,  and  cbitacles  remove. 
This  tra6l  is  Phocis.  That  divided  hill 
Is  fam'd  Parnafliis.  Thence  the  voice  divine 
Was  fent  by  Phcebus,  fummoning  to  death 
1  he  king  of  Sparta.  From  his  fruitful  blood ~ 
A  crop  will  fpring  of  vidlory  to  Greece. 

And  thefe  three  Iiundred  high  in  birth  and  ranl^j 
All  citizens  of  Sparta  ....  cries  the  youth, 
They  all  muft  bleed,  Dieneces  fubjoins. 
All  with  their  leader.  So  the  law  decrees. 

'J"o  him  with  earneft  looks  the  gen'rous  youth. 
Wilt  thou  not  place  me  in  that  gloricfus  hour 
Clofe  to  thy  buckler  ?  Gratitude  will  brace 
Thy  pupil's  arm  to  manifeft  the  force 
Of  thy  inftru6tion.  Menalippus,  no, 
Return'd  the  chief.    Not  thou  of  Spartan  breed. 
Nor  call'dto  perifli.  Thou  unv.edded  too 
Would 'ft  leave  no  race  behind  thee.  JLive  to  praife,. 
Live  to  enjoy  our  falutary  faU. 
Reply  is  needlefs.  See,  the  fun  defcends. 
The  army  halts.  I  truft.  thee  with  a  charge, 
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Son  of  Megiftias.  In  my  name  command 
Th'  attendant  Helots  to  crci5l  our  camp. 
Wc  pitcli  our  tents  in  Locris.    Quick  the  youth 
His  cliarge  accomplifh'd.   From  a  gen'rous  meal, 
Where  at  tlie  call  oi  Alphc-us,  Locris  fhovv'r'd 
Her  Amalthean  plenty  on  her  friends. 
The  latcd  warriors  foon  in  Dumber  lofe 
The  memory  of  toil.   1  .is  watchful  round 
Dicneces  with  Menalippus  takes. 

The  moon  rode  high  and  clear.  Her  light  benign 
To  their  pleas'd  eyes  a  rural  dwelling  fliow'd, 
All  unadorn'd,  but  feemly.   Lither  fide 
Was  fenc'd  by  trees  high-ihadowing.    I'he  front 
Look'd  on  a  cryftal  pool,  by  feather'd  tribes 
At  tv'ry  dawn  frequented.   From  the  fpriiigs 
A  fmall  redundance  fed  a  fhr.ljow  brook, 
O'er  fmootheft  pebbles  rippling  j-ft  to  wake, 
Not  ftartle  fiknce.  and  the  car  of  night 
Entice  to  liften  undiilurb'd.  Around 
The  grafs  was  cover'd  by  repoCng  (beep, 
Whofe  drcwiy  guard  no  loug-r  bay'd  ere  moon. 

The  warriors  llopp'd,  contemplating  the  f;.at 
Of  lural  quiet.  Su<ldeniy  a  fwam 
JStcps  forth    His  fingers  touch  ihe  breathing  reed. 
Uprife  the  fleecy  train.  F,ach  faithful  dog 
Isrous'd.  All  heedful  of  the  wonted  iourd 
Their  known  condudlor  follow,  blow  behind 
Th'obfcrving  warriorsmove.  Ere  long  they  reach 
A  broad  and  verdant  circle,  thick  eni.los'd 
With  birches  {Iraight  and  tall,  whofc  glolfy  rind 
Is  clad  in  filver  from  Diana's  car. 
The  ground  was  holy,  and  the  central  fpot 
An  altar  bore  to  Pan.  Beyond  the  orb 
Of  ficreening  trees  th'  external  circuit  fwarm'd 
With  fhecp  and  beeves,  each  neighb'ring  hamlet's 

■wealth 
Collcdted.  Thither  foon  the  fwain  arriv'd. 
Whom,  by  the  name  of  Alelibccus  hail'd, 
A  peafant  throng  furrounded.   As  their  chief, 
He  nigh  the  altar  to  his  rural  friends 
Addrefs'd  thefe  words;  Ofent  from  diff'rcnt  lords 
With  contribution  to  the  public  wants. 
Time  preffes.  God  of  peafants,  bkfs  our  courfe  ! 
Speed  to  the  flow-pac'd  ox,  for  once  impart! 
That  o'er  thefe  valleys,  cool'd  by  dewy  night, 
We  to  our  fiimmons  true,  ere  noon-tide  blaze 
May  join  Odeus,  and  his  praife  obtain. 

He  ceas'd.  To  ruflic  madrigals  and  pipes, 
Combin'd  with  bleating  notes  and  tinkling  bells. 
With  clamour  llirill  from  bufy  tongues  of  dogs, 
Or  hollow -founding  from  the  deep-mouth'd  ox. 
Along  the  valley  herd  and  flock  are  driv'n 
Sticccflivc,  halting  oft  to  harmlefs  fpoil 
pf  flow'rs  and  iierbage,  fpringing  in  their  fight. 
While  MelibcEusmarfli.aird  withaddrefs 
The  inoffcnfive  hoft,  unfeen  in  fhades 
Dieneces  applauded,  and  the  youth 
Of  Menalippus  caution'd.  Let  no  word 
Impede  the  careful  peafant.  On  his  charge 
Depends  our  welfare.  Diligent  and  ftuid 
He  fuits  his  godlike  mafler.  'Fhou  wilt  fee 
That  righteous  hero  foon.  Now  fleep  demands 
Our  debt  to  natiire.  On  3  carpet  dry 
Of  mofs  beneath  a  wholefome  beech  they  lay, 
Arm'd  as  they  were.  'I'heir  flumber  fhort  retires 
With  night's  lall;  fhadow.  At  their  warning  rous'd. 
The  troops  proceed.  Th'  admiring  rye  of  youth 
1b  Mcpaiippua  caught  the  moraiDg  rays 


To  guide  its  travel  o'er  the  landfcape  wide 
Of  cultivated  hillocks,  dales  and  lawns, 
Where  manfiuns,  hamlets  interpos'd  ;  where  dome* 
Role  to  their  gods  through  confecrated  (hades. 
He  then  exclaims.  O  fay,  can  Jove  devote 
Thefe  fields  to  ravage,  thofe  abodes  to  flames .' 

The  Spartan  anfwers:    Ravage,  fword  and  fire 
Muft  be  endur'd  as  incidental  ills. 
Sullice  it,  thefe  invaders,  foon  or  late. 
Will  leave  this  foil  more  fertile  by  their  blooil 
With  fpoils  abundant  to  rebuild  the  fanes. 
Precarious  benefits  are  thefe,  thou  fee'fl 
So  Iram'd  by  heav'n ;  but  virtue  is  a  good 
No  foe  c^n  fpoil,  and  lafling  to  the  grave. 

Befide  tile  public  way  an  oval  fount 
Of  marble  Iparkled  with  a  filverfpray 
Of  falling  rills,  coikcfled  from  above. 
The  army  halted,  and  their  hoUow  cafquc* 
Dipp'd  in  the  limpid  ftream.  Behind  it  rofc 
An  (.d.fice,  compos'd  of  native  roots. 
And  oaken  trunks  of  knotted  girth  unwrought. 
Within  were  beds  of  mofs.    Old,  batter'd  arms 
Hung  from  the  reof.  The  curious  chiefs  approadii 
I'hefc  words,  engraven  on  a  tablet  rude, 
Megiftias  reads ;  the  reil  in  filence  hear. 
"  Yon  marble  fountain,  by  Oileus  plac'd, 
"  'I'o  thirily  lips  in  living  water  flows  ; 
''  For  weary  iteps  he  fram'd  this  cool  retreat; 
■'  A  grateful  oft  'ring  here  to  rural  peace, 
"  His  dinted  Ihicld,  his  helmet  he  refign'd. 
"  O  raff^-nger,  if  born  to  noble  deeds 
"    1  hou  would'Il  obtain  perpetual  grace  from  Jovf, 
"  Devote  thy  vigour  to  heroic  toils, 
"  And  thy  decline  to  hofpitable  cares. 
"  R'^flh^-re;  then  feek  Oileus  in  hi«  vale.'' 

O  Jove,  burft  forth  Leonidas,  thy  grace 
Is  large  and  various.  Length  of  days  and  blifs 
To  him  thou  giv'll,  to  me  a  Ihorten'd  term. 
Nor  yet  lefs  happy.  Grateful  we  confcfs 
Thy  diff 'rent  bounties,  me.ifur'd  full  to  both. 
Come  let  us  feek  Oi.cus  in  his  vale. 

The  word  isgiv'n.  I'he  heavy  phalan.t  moves. 
The  light-pac'd  Helots   long  ere  morning  dawn'd^ 
Had  recomraenc'd  their  progrcfs.  They  o'ertook 
Blithe  Mclibccus  in  a  fpacious  vale. 
The  fruitfullefl  in  Locris,  ere  th    fun 
Shot  forth  hisnoon-ade  beams.  On  cither  fide 
A  furface  fcarce  perceptibly  afcenos. 
Luxuriant  vegetation  crowds  the  foil 
With  trees  clofe-rang'd  and  mingling.     Rich  the 

loads 
Of  native  fruitage  to  the  fight  reveal 
Their  vig'rous  nurture.    1  here  the  flufiiing  peach, 
The  apple,  citron,  almond,  pear  and  date. 
Pomegranates,  purple  mulberry,  and  fig 
I'rom  inrcriacing  branches  mix  their  hues 
.*nd  fcents,  the  paffenger's  delight ;  but  leave 
In  the  mid-vale  a  pafture  long  and  large, 
}:lxuberant  in  vivid  verdure  cropp'd 
By  herds, by  flocks  innum'rous.   Neighb'ring  knolls 
Are  fpecklcd  o'er  with  cots,  ivhoft  humble  roots 
To  herdfmen,  fliephcrds,  and  laborious  hinds 
Once  yielded  reft  unbroken,  till  the  name 
Of  Xerxes  ftiook  thtir  quiet.  Vtt  this  day 
Was  feltive.  Swains  and  lismftis,  yoyih  and  age. 
From  toil,  from  homeenlarg'd,  difporting,  fiU'd 
l"h'  tnhven'd  meadow.   L' inter  evy  (hade 
I  A  hoary  mi^itrel  iat ;  the  aaaidcns  dacc'dj 
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Flocks  bleated;  oxenlow'd;  the  horfes  neigh'd ; 

With  joy  the  vale  refounded ;  terror  fled  ; 

Leonidas  was  nigh.  The  welcome  news 

By  Meliboeus,  hatt'ning  to  his  lord 

Was  loudly  told.  The  Helots  too  appear'd. 

While  with  his  brother  Alpheus  thus  difcours'd. 

In  this  fair  valley  old  Oileus  dwells, 
The  firft  of  Locrians,  of  Laconia's  ftate 
The  public  hoft.  Yon  large  pavilions  mark. 
They  promife  welcome.  Thither  let  us  bend, 
There  tell  our  charge.   This  faid,  they  both  ad- 
vance. 
A  hoary  band  receives  them.    One,  who  feem'd 
In  rank,  in  age  fuperior,  wav'd  his  hand 
To  Meliboeus,  ftanding  neat ,  and  fpake. 

By  this  my  faithful  meflenger  I  learn, 
That  yof  are  friends.  Nor  yet  th'  invader's  foot 
Hath  pafs'd  our  confiaes.  Elfe,  o'ercaft  by  time, 
My  fight  would  fcarce  diftinguifli  friend  or  foe, 
A  Grecian  or  Barbarian.  Alpheus  then. 

We  come  from  Lacedemon,  of  our  king 
Leonidas  forerunners.  Is  he  nigh  ? 
The  cordial  fenior  tenderly  exclaims, 
I  am  Oileus.  Him  a  beardlels  boy 
I  knew  in  Lacedemon.  Twenty  years 
Are  fince  elaps'd.  He  fcarce  remembers  mc. 
But  I  will  feaft  him,  as  becomes  my  zeal. 
Him  and  his  army.  You,  my  friends,  repofe. 

They  fit.  He  ftill  difcourfes.  Spartan  guefts, 
In  me  an  aged  foldier  you  behold. 
From  Ajax,  fam'd  in  AgamemnoH's  war, 
Oilean  Ajax  flows  my  vital  ftream, 
IJnmix'd  with  his  prefumntion.   I  have  borne 
The  higheft  funflionsin  the  Locrian  ftate, 
Not  with  difhonour.  Self-difinifs'd,  my  age 
Hath  in  this  valley  on  my  own  demefn 
Liv'd  tranquil,  not  rcclufe.  My  comrades  thefe, 
Old  magiflrates  and  warriors  like  myfelf, 
Released  from  public  care,  v/ith  me  retir'd 
To  rural  quiet.  Through  our  lad  remains 
Of  time  in  fweet  garrulity  we  Aide, 
Recounting  paft  atchievements  of  our  prime ; 
Nor  wanting  lib'ral  means  far  lib'ral  deeds. 
Here  blefs'd,  here  blefling  we  refide.  Thefe  flocks, 
Thefe  herds   and  paftures,   thefe   our  numerous 

hinds. 
And  poverty,  hence  exil'd,  may  divulge 
Our  generous  abundance.  Wc  can  fpread 
A  banquet  for  an  army.  By  the  ftate 
Once  more  entreated,  we  accept  a  charge, 
To  age  well-fuited.  By  our  watchful  care 
The  goddefs  Plenty  in  your  tents  fhall  dwell. 

He  fcarce  h?.d  finifh'd,  when  the  enfigns  broad 
Of  Lacedemon 's  phalanx  down  the  vale 
Were  feen  to  wave,  unfolding  at  the  found 
Of  flutes,  foft  vi-arbling  in  th'  expreflive  mood 
Of  Dorian  fweetnefs  unadorn'd.  Around, 
ill  notesof  welcome  ev'ry  fhepherd  tun'd 
His  fprightly  reed.  The  damfela  ihow'd  their  hair, 
Divtirfify'd  with  flow'rets.  Garlands  gay, 
Riifii-woven  balkets,  glowing  with  the  dyei 
.Of  amaranths,  of  jahnin,  rofes,  pinks 
Aild  violets  they  carry,  tripping  light 
Before  the  fteps  of  giinily-ftitur'd  ATars 
To  blend  the  fmiles  of  Flora  with  his  frown. 
Lconidai;  they  chaunt  m  filvan  lays, 
Hira  the  deiVndei  of  their  me^ds  and  groves, 
Him  more  thaa  Pan,  a  guardian  to  their  flocks. 


While  Philomela,  in  her  poplar  fliade 

Awaken'd  drains  her  emulating  throat, 

And  joins  with  liquid  trills  the  Uvelling  founds. 

Behold  Oileus  and  his  ancient  train 
Accoft  Laconia's  king,  whofe  looks  and  words 
Coufefs  remembrance  of  the  Locrian  chief. 

Thrice  hail  1   Oileus,  Sparta's  noble  hoft. 
Thou  art  of  old  acquainted  with  her  fons, 
Their  laws,  their  manners.     Mufical  as  brave, 
Train'd  to  delight  in  faiooth  Terpander's  lay. 
In  Alcman's  Dorian  meafure,  we  enjoy 
In  thy  melodious  vale  th'  unlabour'd  Arains 
Of  rural  pipes,  to  nightingales  attun'd. 
Our  heart-felt  gladnefs  deems  the  golden  age 
Subfifting  where  thou  govern'ft.     Still  thefe  toneSt 
Of  joy.continu'd  may  thy  dwelling  hear  ! 
Still  may  this  plenty,  unmolefted,  crown 
The  favour'd  diftriifl  I  May  thy  rev'rend  dufl: 
Have  peaceful  flielter  in  thy  father's  tomb  1 
Kind  heav'n,  that  merit  to  my  fword  impart ! 

By  joy  uplifted,  forth  Oileus  broke. 
Thou  doft  recal  me  then  I     O  fent  to  guard 
Thefe  fruits  from  fpoil,  thefe    hoary  locks  from 

fliame, 
Permit  thy  vveary'd  foldiers  to  partake 
Of  Locrian  plenty.     Enter  thou  my  tents. 
Thou  and  thy  captains.     I  falute  them  all. 

The  hero  full  of  dignity  and  years, 
Once  bold  in  adlion,  plac'd  now  in  eafe, 
Ev'n  by  his  look,  benignly  caft  around. 
Gives  laffitude  relief.     Wfth  native  grace, 
With  heart-effus'd  complacency  the  king 
Accepts  the  lib'ral  welcome,  while  his  troops, 
To  relaxation  and  repaft  difmifs'd. 
Pitch  on  the  wounded  green  their  brillled  fpears. 

Still  is  the  evening.     Under  chefnut  fhades 
With  interweaving  poplars  fpacious  Itands 
A  well-fram'd  tent.     There  calm  the  heroes  fit. 
The  genial  board  enjoy,  and  feafl:  the  mind 
On  fage  difcourfe ;  which  thus  Oileus  clos'd. 

Behold,  night  lifts  her  fignal  to  invoke 
That  friendly  god,  who  owns  the  drowfy  wandw 
To  Mercury  this  laft  libation  flows. 
Farewell  till  mom.    They  feparate,  they  fleep     ; 
All  but  Oileus,  who  forfakes  the  tent. 
On  MelibcEus,  in  thefe  words  he  calls. 
Approach  my  faithful  friend.     To  him  the  fwaiH, 
Thy  bondman  hears  thy  call.     The  chief  replies, 
Loud  for  the  gath'ring  peafantry  to  heed. 

Come,  IMcliboeus,  it  is  furely  time. 
That  my  repeated  gift,  the  name  of  friend 
fhou  fliouldft  accept.     The  name  of  bondman 

wuunds 
My  ear.     Be  free.     No  longer,  beft  of  men, 
Reject  that  boon,  nor  let  my  feeble  head, 
To  thee  a  debtor,  as  to  gracious  heaven, 
Defcend  and  ileep  unthankful  in  the  grave. 
Though  yielding  nature  daily  feels  decay  ; 
Thou  doft  prevent  all  care.     The  gods  eftrange 
Pain  from  my  pillow,  have  fecur'd  my  breaft 
From  weeds  too  oft  in  aged  foil  profufe. 
From  felf-tormtnting  petulance  and  pride, 
From  jealoul'y  and  envy  at  the  fame 
Ot  younger  men.     Leonidas  will  dim 
My  former  luflre,  as  that  fiiver  orb 
Outfliines  the  meaneft  ftar;  and  I  rejoice. 
O  Mehbceus,  thefe  eletfl  ofjove 
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To  certain  death  advance.     Immortal  powers ! 
How  focial,  h'uv  endearing  is  their  f(;eech  1 
How  flow  in  lib'rat  checrtulnels  their  hearts  I 
To  fuch  a  period  verging  men  like  thele 
Age  well  may  envy,  and  that  envy  take 
The  genuine  fliape  of  virtue.     Let  their  fpan 
Of  earthly  being,  wiiile  it  iaits,  contain 
Each  earthly  joy.      Till  l)lcrj'd  hlyfium  fpread 
Her  ever-blooming,  incKliauttcd  ftores 
To  their  glad  Tight,  be  mine  the  grateful  tafk. 
To  drain  my  plenty.     From  the  vaulted  caves 
Our  veffels  large  of  well-fermenred  wine. 
From  all  our  gran'ries  lift  the  trealur'd  corn. 
Go,  load  the  groaning  axles.     Nor  forget 
"With  garments  new  to  greet  AkiilVa's  nymphs. 
To  her  a  triple  change  of  veftments  bear 
"With  twenty  lambs,  and  twenty  fpecliled  kids. 
Be  it  your  care,  my  peaf,int<,  fome  to  aid 
Him  your  diredtor,  others  to  feledt 
Five  hundred  o.ven,  thrice  a  thoufand  (lieep, 
Of  lufty  fwains  athoiUaiid.     Let  the  morn, 
"When  firft  Ihe  bluflies,  fee  my  will  perform'd. 

They  heard.      Their  lord's  iniiin(ftioi)s  to  fufil 
Was  their  ambition.     He,  unrelting,  mounts 
A  ready  car.     The  couriers  had  enroU'd 
His  name  in  Iflhmian  and  Nemean  games. 
By  moonlight,  floating  on  the  fplendid  reins, 
He  o'er  the  buly  vale  intent  is  borne 
From  place  to  place,  o'erlooks,  direcTts,  forgets 
That  he  is  old.     Meantime  the  lliades  of  night, 
Retiring,  wake  Dieneces.     He  gives 
The  word.     His  pupil  feconds.     Ev'ry  hand 
Is  arm'd.     D.iy  opens.     Sparta's  king  appears. 
Oilcus  greets  him.     In  his  radiant  car 
The  fenior  Itays  relucftant ;  but  his  gueft 
So  wills  in  Spartan  reverence  to  age. 
Then  fpak    the  Locrian.     To  alTilt  thy  camp 
A  chofen  band  of  peafants  I  clet.ch. 
I  truft  thy  valour.     Doubt  not  thou  my  care, 
Nor  doubt  that  fwain.     OUeus,  fpeaking,  look'd 
On  Melibceus.     Skilful  he  commands 
Thefe    hinds.     Him   wife,    him    faithful  I    have 

prov'd 
More  than  En m reus  to  Laertc'  fon. 
To  him  th'  Oettean  woods,  the:r  devious  tracks 
Are  known,  each  rill   and   fountain.     Near  the 

pafs 
Two  thoufand"  Locrians  wilt  thou  find  encamp'd, 
My  eldeft  born  their  leader,  Mednn  nam'd, 
Well  cxercis'd  in  arms      My  daughter  dwells 
On  Oeta.     Sage  Melifla  die  is  cafl'd, 
Enlighten'd  priefteisof  the  tuneful  nine. 
She  haply  may  accoft  thee.     Thou  wilt  lend 
An  ear.     Not  frultieli  arc  Alelilla's  words. 
Now,  fervants,  bring  the  facrcd  wine.     Obey'd, 
He,  frcun  his  feat  upriling,  thus  proceeds: 

Lo  !  from  this  chalice  a  libation  pure 
To  Mars,  to  Grecian  liberty  and  laws. 
To  their  proteclor,  eitutherian  Jove, 
Ti>  his  nine  ciaughters,  who  record  the  brave, 
To  thy  renown,  Leoiiid.is.  I  pour; 
And  tttl;e  an  old  man's  benediction  too. 

He  llopp'd.     Afl'edion,  llruggling  in  his  heart, 
Burft  .01  .h  again       Ilkidnous  guelt,  aftbrd 
Another  hour.     That  (lender  fpace  of  time 
"Yield  to  my  fole  polVelTioii.     While  the  troops, 
Alreudj(  glitt'ring  down  the  dewy  v.ale, 


File  through  its  narrow'd  outlet ;  near' my  llde 
Deign  to  be  carry'd,  and  my    alK  endure. 

The  king,  well  pleas'd,  alcends.      Silow  move 
the  Iteeds 
Behind  the  rear.     Oi'leus  grafps  his  hand, 
1  hen  in  the  fuinefs  of  his  foul  piirfues. 

Tiiy  veneration  for  Laconia's  laws 
That  I  may  llrengtiien,  may  to  rajjture  warm. 
Hear  me  difplay  the  melancholy  truits 
Of  lavvlefs  will.     When  o'er  the  Lydian  plains 
rh'  innumerable  tents  of  Xerxes  fpread, 
His  valiaU  Pythius,  who  in  .irfluent  means 
Surpall'es  me,  as  that  Barbarian  prince 
Thou  dolt  in  virtue  en.ertam'd  the  hoft, 
An.l  prodcr'd  all  his  tieafures.     Thele  the  king 
Rcfuiing,  ev'n  augmented  trora  his  own. 
An  acl;  of  fancy,  not  habirual  grace, 
A  fparkling  vapour  through  the  regal  gloom 
Of  cruelty  and  pride.     He  now  prepar'd 
To  march  from  Sardis,  when  with  humble  tears 
The  good  old  man  befought  him.     Let  the  kmg 
Propitious  hear  a  parent.     In  thy  train 
I  have  hvc  fons.     Ah  !  leave  my  eldeft  born. 
Thy  future  vafiTal,  to  fuftain  my  age  1 
1  he  tyrant  fell  reply'd  :   Prefnmptuous  man. 
Who  art  my  (lave,  in  this  tremendous  war. 
Is  not  my  perfou  hazarded,  my  race. 
My  coirfbri  ?     Former  merit  laves  from  death 
Four  of  thy  offspring.     Him,  fo  dearly  priz'd, 
Thy  folly  hatii  deftroy'd.     His  body  Itraight 
Was  hewn  afunder.     By  the  public  way 
On  either  fide  a  bleeding  half  was  call. 
And  miUions  pafs'd  between.     O  Spartan  king. 
Taught  to  revere  the  fandtity  of  laws. 
The  aifts  of  Xer.ices  with  thine  own  compare, 
His  fame  with  thine.     The  curies  of  mankind 
Give  him  renown.     He  marches  to  deftroy. 
But  thou  to  fave.     Behold  the  trees  are  bent, 
Each  eminence  is  loaded  thick  with  crowd"*, 
From  cots,  troin  ev'ry  hamlet  pour'd  abroad, 
To  blefs  thy  Heps,  to  celebrate  thy  praile. 

Oft  times  the  king  his  decent  brow  inclin'd. 
Mute  and  obfcqiiious  to  an  elder's  voice, 
Which  through  th'  inltrudled  car,  uncealing  flow'i 
In  eloquence  and  knowledge.     Scarce  an  nour 
Was  lied.     The  narrow  dale  was  left  behind. 
A  caufeway  broad  difclos'd  an  ancient  pile 
Of  military  fame.     Atrophy  large, 
Compadl  withcrefted  morions,  targets  rude, 
With    (pears   and    corllets,    dimm'd    by   eating 

age, 
Stood  near  a  lake  pellucid,  fmooth,  profound, 
(.)f  circular  expanfe,  whofe  bofom  (how'd 
A  green-flop'd  ifland,  ligur'd  o'er  with  llow'rs. 
And  from  its  centre  lifting  high  to  view 
A  marble  chapel,  on  the  malTy  (Irength 
Of  Doric  columns  rais'd.   A.  full  wrought  freeze  _ 
Difplay'd  the  Iculptor's  art.     In  folemn  pomp 
Of  obeliiks  and  bulls,  and  Itory'd  urns 
Sepulchral  manhons  of  illudrious  dead 
Were  icatter'd  round,  o'ercaft  with  fhadows  blac! 
Of  yew  and  cyprefs.     In  a  leriou-.  note 
O.leus,  pointing,  opens  new  difcuurfe. 

Beneath  yon  turf  my  aiiceltois  repofc. 
Oilean  Ajax  lingly  waji  depriv'd 
Of  fun'ral  honours  there.     W^uh  impious  lufl 
He  ftain'd  Minerva's  teajpU.    From  the  gulf 
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Of  bviny  waters  by  their  god  prefervM, 

That  god  he  brav'd.     He  lies  beneath  a  rock. 

By  Neptune's  trident  in  his  wrath  o'erturn'd. 

Shut  from  Elyfiura  for  a  hundred  years, 

The  hero's  ghoft  bewail'd  his  oozy  tomb, 

A  race  more  pious  on  the  Oilean  houfe 

Pelicity  have  drawn.     To  ev'ry  god 

I  owe  my  blifs,  my  early  fame  to  Pan. 

Once  on  the  margin  of  that  filent  pool 

In  their  nodturnal  camp  Barbarians  lay, 

Awaiting  morn  tp  violate  the  dead. 

Mv  youth  was  fir'd.     I  fummon'd  from  their  cots 

A  ruftic  hott.     We  facrific'd  to  Pan, 

Affail'd  th'  unguarded  rufhans  in  his  name. 

He  with  his  terrors  fmote  their  yielding  hearts. 

Not  one  furviv'd  the  fury  of  our  fwains. 

Rich  was  the  pillage.     Hence  that  trophy  rofe ; 

Of  coftly  blocks  conftruifted,  hence  that  fane, 

Infcrib'd  to  Pan  th'  armipotent.     O  king, 

J3e  to  an  old  man's  vanity  benign. 

This  frowning  emblem  of  terrific  war 

Proclaims  the  ardour  and  exploits  of  youth. 

This  to  Barbarian  ftrangers,  ent'ritig  Greece, 

Shows   what   I   was.      The    marble   fount   thou 

faw'ft, 
Of  living  water,  whofe  tranfparent  flow 
Reliev'd  thy  march  in  yefter  fultry  fan. 
The  cell,  which  ofFer'd  reft  on  beds  of  mofs 
Show  what  I  am,  to  Grecian  neighbour's  (how 
The  hofpitality  of  age.     O  age. 
Where  are  thy  graces,  but  in  lib'ral  deeds. 
In    bland    deportment  ?       Would    thy   furrow'd 

cheeks 
lofe  the  deformity  of  time  ?     Let  fmiles 
Dwell  in  thy  wrinkles.     Then,  rever'd  by  youth, 

Thy  feeble  fteps  will  find Abruptly  here 

He  paus'd.     A  manly  warrior  full  in  fight 
Befide  the  trophy  on  his  target  lean'd. 
Unknown  to  Sparta's  leader,  who  addrefs'd 
His  rev'rend  hoft.     Thou  paufeft.     Let  me  alk, 
Whom  do  I  fee,  refembling  in  his  form 
A  demigod  ?     In  tranfport  then  the  fage. 

It  is  my  fon,  difcover'd  by  his  fliield, 
Thy  brave  auxiliar  Medon.     He  fuftains 
My  ancient  honours  in  his  native  fliJte, 
"Which  kindly  chofe  my  offspring  to  replace 
Their     long-fequefter'd    chief.       Heart-winning 

gueft  ! 
My  life,  a  tide  of  joy,  which  never  knew 
A  painful  ebb,  beyond  its  wonted  mark 
Flows  in  thy  converfe.     Could  a  willi  prevail, 
My  long  and  happy  courfe  Ihould  finiih  here. 

The  chariot  reded.     Medon  now  approach'd, 
Saluting  thus  I^eonidas  :    O  king 
Of  warlike  Sparta,  Xerxes'  hoft  in  fight 
Begin  to  fpread  their  multitude,  and  fill 
The  fpacious  IVIalian  plain.     The  king  replies  : 

Accept,  illuitrious  meflenger,  my  thanks. 
With  fuch  a  brave  afliftant.  as  the  fon 
Of  great  Oi'leus,  more  aflur'd  I  go 
To  face  thofe  numbers.     With  this  godlike  friend 
The  father,  now  difmoantingfrom  his  car, 
Embraces  Medon.     In  a  Aiding  bark 
They  all  are  wafted  to  the  ifland  fane, 
Erecfled  by  Oileus,  and  enrich'd 
With    his  engrav'd  achievements.     Thence  the 
eye 


Of  Sparta's  gen'ral  In  extenfive  fcope 
Contemplates  each  battalion,  as  they  wind 
Along  the  pool ;  whofe  limpid  face  reflects 
Their  weapons,  glift'ning  In  the  early  fun. 
Them  he  to  Pan  armipotent  commends. 
His  favour  thus  Invoking.  God,  whofe  pow'*!' 
By  rumour  vain,  or  echo's  empty  veice 
Can  fink  the  valiant  in  defponding  fear. 
Can  difarray  whole  armies,  fmlle  on  thefe, 
Thy  worlhippers.  Thy  own  Arcadians  guard. 
Through  thee  Cileus  triumph'd.  On  his  fon. 
On  me  look  down.  Our  fhields  auxihar  join 
Againft  profane  Barbarians,  v^'ho  infult 
The  Grecian  gods,  and  meditate  the  fall 
Of  this  thy  flirine.  He  faid,  and  nov/  Intent 
To  leave  the  ifland, on  Oileus  call'd. 

He,  Medon  anfwer'd,  by  his  joy  and  zeal 
Too  high  tranfported,  and  difcourfing  long, 
Felt  on  his  drowfy  lids  a  balmy  down 
Of  heavinefs  defcending.  He,  immark'd 
Amid  thy  pious  commerce  with  the  god. 
Was  filently  remov'd.  The  good  old  chief 
On  carpets,  rais'd  by  tender  menial  hands. 
Calm  in  the  fecret  fanftuary  Is  laid. 

His  haft'ning  ftep  Leonidas  reftrains, 
Thus  fervent  prays  :  O  Mala's  fon,  beft  pleas'd. 
When  calling  flumber  to  a  virtuous  eye. 
Watch  o'er  my  venerable  friend.  Thy  balm 
He  wants,  exhaufted  by  his  love  to  me. 
Sweet  fleep,  thou  foft'neft  that  Intruding  pang, 
W^hich  gen'rous  breafts  fo  parting  muft  admit. 

He  faid,  embark'd,  relanded.  To  his  fide 
Inviting  Medon,  he  rejoln'd  the  hoft. 

BOOK  in. 

THE    ARGUMENT. 

Leonidas  arrives  at  Thermopyls  about  noon  oa 
the  fourth  day  of  his  departure  from  the  Ifthmus, 
He  is  received  by  Demophilus,  the  commander 
of  Thefpla,  and  by  Anaxander  the  Tbeban, 
treacheroufly  recommending  Epialtes,  a  Malian, 
who  feeks,  by  a  pompous  defcrlption  of  the 
Perfian  power,  to  intimidate  the  Grecian  lead- 
ers, as  they  are  viewing  the  enemy's  camp  from 
the  top  of  mount  Oeta.  He  is  anfwered  by  Di- 
eneces  and  DIomedon.  Xerxes  fends  Tygi-anes 
and  Fhraortes  to  the  Grecian  camp,  who  are 
difmiffed  by  Leonidas,  and  conduced  back  by 
Dithyrambus  and  DIomedon;  which  laft,  in- 
cenfed  at  the  arrogance  of  Tygranes,  treats  him 
Vv-Ith  contempt  and  menaces.  This  occafions  a 
challenge  to  fingle  combat  between  Diomedon 
and  Tygranes,  Dithyrambus  and  Phraortes  E- 
pialtes  after  a  conference  with  Anaxander  de- 
clares his  Intention  of  returning  to  Xerxes.  Le- 
onidas difpatches  Agis  with  Meliboeus,  a  faith- 
ful flave  of  Oileus,  and  high  In  the  eftimation  of 
his  lord,  to  view  a  body  of  Phocians,  who  had 
been  poRed  at  a  diftance  from  Thermopyls  toy 
the  defence  of  another  pafs  in  mount  Oeta. 
Now  in  the  van  Leonidas  appears. 
With  Medon  llill  conferring.  Haft  thou  heard. 
He  faid,  among  th'  innumerable  foes  [trull 

What  chiefs  are  moft  diftingulfti'd  ?   Might  wg 
To  fame,  reply'd  the  Locrian.  Xerxes  boalls 
His  ableft,  braved  counfellor  and  chief 
In  Artemifia,  Caria's  matchlefs  ancen. 
To  old  Darius  benefits  had  bound 
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Her  lord,  hcrfelf  to  Xf  ntf  s.  Not  compcll'd, 
>!!xccpt  by  magnanimity,  fhc  leads 
The  b.-ft  appointed  Iquadron  in  )iis  fleet. 
No  female  loftnefs  Artcmlfia  knows, 
Jii.t  in  niaternai  love.  Her  v.idow'd  hand 
W^ith  equity  and  lirmncfs  for  her  fon 
7\dminilkrs  the  fway.  Ol  Doric  race 
.She  (till  retains  the  Ipirit,  which  from  Greece 
Her  anceftors  tranlphntid.  Other  chiefs 
Are  ail  Barbarians,  little  known  to  fame, 
Save  one,  whom  Sparta  hath  herl'eif  fupply'd, 
l>Jot  Icfs  than  Demaratus,  once  her  king, 
An  exile  now.  Leonidas  rejoins. 

Son  of  Odeus,  like  thy  father  wife. 
Like  him  partake  my  confidence.  Thy  words 
PvCcal  an  era,  fadd'ninjrall  my  thoughts. 
That  Injur'd  Spartan  fliar'd  the  regal  fway 
W'ith  one — Alls !  my  brother,  eldefl  born, 
LTnblcfs'd  by  nature,  favour'd  by  no  god, 
Cleomenes.  Infanity  of  mind. 
Malignant  pailions,  impious  a<5ts  dcform'd 
A  life,  concluded  by  his  own  fell  hand. 
Againfh  his  colleague  envious  he  fuborn'd 
Lcutychides.  Him  perjury  and  fraud 
Plac'd  on  the  feat,  by  Demaratus  held 
L'^nftain'd  in  luftre.  Here  Oileus'  fon. 

My  future  fervicv.  only  can  repay 
Thy  confidential  frlenJlhip.  Let  us  dofe 
The  gloomy  theme.  Thermopylx  is  nigh, 
Each  face  in  tranfport  glows.  Now  Geta  rear'd 
His  tow'ring  forehead.  With  impatient  fleps 
On  rufh'd  the  phalanx,  founding  jia-ins  high; 
As  if  the  prefent  deity  of  fame 
Had  from  the  fummit  Ihown  her  dazzling  form, 
"With  wreaths  unfading  on  her  temjiles  bound. 
Her  adamantine  trumpet  in  her  hand 
To  celebrate  their  valour.  From  the  van 
Leonidas  advances  like  the  fun. 
When  through  dividing  clouds  his  prefencc  fcays 
Their  I'weeping  rack,    and    Aills    the   elam'rous 

wind. 
The  army  filent  halt.  Their  enfigns  fan 
The  air  no  longer.  Motionlefs  their  fpears. 
His  eye  reveals  the  ardour  of  his  I'oul, 
Which  thus  finds  utt'rance  from  his  eager  lip?. 

All  hail !  Thcrmopyla;,  and  you,  the  povv'rs, 
Prefiding  here.  All  hail !  ye  fylvan  gods, 
Ye  fountain  nymphs,  who  fend  your  lucid  rills 
In  broken  murmurs  down  the  ruggid  fleep. 
Receive  us,  O  benignant,  and  fupport 
Tlie  caufc  o^  Greece.  Conceal  the  fecret  paths, 
Which  o'er  tlieie  crags,  and  through  their  forefls 

wind, 
TJntrod  by  human  feet,  and  trac'd  alone 
By  your  inmiortal  footfteps.  O  defend 
Your  own  receffcs,  nor  let  impious  war 
Profane  the  folemn  filcncc  of  your  gioves. 
'J'hen  on  your  hills  yourpraifes  fball  you  Iicar 
Prom  thofe,  whole  deeds  fliall  tell  th'  approving 

world. 
That  not  to  undefervers  did  ye  grant 
Your  high  protedion.  You,  my  valiant  friends, 
Kow.roufc  the  gen'rous  fpiiit,  which  inflames 
Your  hearts;  t  xert  the  vigour  of  your  arms: 
That  in  the  bofoms  of  the  brave  and  free 
Your  memorable  a(51:ions  may  furvive  ; 
May  found  delijjhtful  in  the  car  of  time. 
Long,  as  blue  Neptune  beats  the  Maliuu  flrand, 


Or  thofe  tall  cliffs  erc(5l  their  fliaggy  teps  ' 

So  near  to  heav'n,  your  monuments  of  fame. 

As  in  fome  torrid  region,  where  the  head 
Of  Ceres  bends  beneath  her  golden  load  ; 
If  from  a  burning  brand  alcatter'd  fpark 
Invade  the  pai  chaig  ground  ;  a  ludden  blaze  ' 

Sweeps  o'er  the  crackling  champaine  :  through  hi  ) 
hofl  i 

Not  with  lefs  fwiftnefs  to  the  furtheft  ranks  j 

The  words  of  great  Leonidas  difl'us'd 
A  more  than  mortal  fervour.  Ey'ry  heart  1 

Diftends  with  thoughts  of  glory,  fuch  as  raife     '    » 
The  j)atriot's  virtue,  and  the  foldier's  fire  ; 
When  danger  moft  tremendous  in  his  form 
Seems  in  their  fight  moft  lovely.  On  their  mindi  j 
Imagination  pictures  all  the  fccnes  i 

Of  war,  the  purple  field,  the  heaps  of  death,  ! 

The  glitt'ring  trophy,  pil'd  with  Perfian  arms. 

But  lo  !  the  Grecian  leaders,  who  before 
Were  flation'd  near  Thcrmopyl.-e,  faiute  1 

Laconia's  king.  The  Thefpian  chief,  ally'd  j 

To  Dith)Tambus,  firft  the  filcnce  breaks,  ' 

An  ancient  warrior.  From  behind  his  cafquc, 
Whofe  crefled  weight  his  aged  temples  bore, 
The  flender  hairs,  all-filver'd  o'er  by  time, 
Flow'd  venerable  down.  He  thus  began  : 

Joy  now  fhall  crown  the  period  of  ray  days; 
And  whether  nigh  my  father's  urn  I  fleep  ; 
Or,  flain  by  Perlia's  fword,  embrace  the  earth, 
Our  common  parent  ;  be  it  as  the  gods 
Shall  bell  determine.  For  the  prefent  hour 
I  blefs  their  bounty,  which  hath  giv'n  my  age 
To  fee  the  brave  Leonidas,  and  bid 
That  hero  welcorae  on  this  glorious  fhorc, 
To  fix  the  bafis  of  the  Grecian  weal. 

Here  too  the  crafty  Anaxander  fpakc. 
Of  all  the  Thebans,  we  rejoicing,  hail 
The  king  of  Sparta.  Wc  obey'd  his  call. 
O  may  oblivion  o'er  the  fhame  of  Thebes 
A  dark'ning  veil  extend  !  or  thofe  alone 
By  fame  be  curs'd,  whofe  impious  counfcls  turn 
Their  countrymen  from  virtue  !  Thebes  was  funtci  j 
Her  glory  bury'd  in  diflionefl  floth. 
'1^0  wake  her  languor'^en'rous  Alpha:uscamc, 
The  meflenger  of  freedom.  O  accept 
Our  gratefirt  hearts,  thou,  Alpheus,  art  the  caufe,    , 
That  Anaxander  from  his  native  gates  I 

Not  fingle  joins  this  hofl,  nor  tamely  thefc,  j 

Aiy  chofcn  friends  behind  their  walls  remain. 
Enough  of  words.  Time  prefTcs,  Mount,  ye  chiefi,  , 
This  lofticft  part  of  Oeta.  This  o'crlooks  ; 

'i"he   flreights,    and   far  beyond   their  northern  ' 
mouth  ] 

Extends  our  fight  acrofs  the  Malian  plain. 
Beliold  a  native,  Epialtes  call'd. 
Who  with  the  foe  from  Thracia's  bounds  haA 
march'd. 

Difguis'd  in  fccming  worth,  he  ended  here. 
I'he  camp  not  long  had  Epialtes  reach'd. 
By  race  a  Alalian.  Eloquent  his  tongue, 
His  heart  was  falfe  and  abject.  He  wasfkill'd 
To  grace  perfidious  counfcls,  and  to  clotlic 
In  fwelling  phrafe  tlie  bafenefs  of  his  foul. 
Foul  nurfe  of  treafons.  To  the  tents  of  Greece, 
Himfclf  a  Gieek,  a  faithlefs  fpy  he  came. 
Soon  to  tlie  friends  of  Xerxes  he  repair'd. 
The  Theban  chiefs,  and  nightly  councils  held 
How  to  betray  the  Spartaus,  or  dc'yi&. 


L  E  0  N  I  D  A  S. 


497 


5y  cojiftefhatron.  Up  die  arduour.  flope 
{With  him  each  leader  to  the  i'umm;t  climbs. 
I  Thence  a  trcmeiicio'.is  profpeft  they  cnmmaiicl, 
I  Where  endicfs  piains,  by  white  pavilions  hid, 
'Spread  Ijk'^  the  vafl  Atlantic,  when  no  ihore, 
No  rock,  no  promontory  itops  the  fiy-ht 
(Unbounded,  as  it  wonders;  v/hi!e  the  moon, 
1  Refplendent  eye  of  sight,  in  fullelT;  orb 
(Surveys  th'  interminate  expanfe,  and  throws 
j  Her  rays  abroad  to  deck  in  fnowy  lioht 
[  The  dancing  billows.  Such  was  Xerxes'  camp  ; 
I A  pow'r  unrivaird  by  the  mighticil  kinp, 
I  Or  fierceft  conqn'ror,  whole  bJood-thirft)'  pride, 
[DilTolvinsj  all  the  facred  ties  which  bind 
The  happinefs  of  nations,  hath  upcKiUM 
{The  flcepinp;  fury,  Difcord,  from  her  den. 
j  Not  from  the  hundrr-d  brazen  gates  of  Thel)cs, 
jThe  tow'rs  of  Memphis,  and  tlu-fc  pre_^nant  fielils, 
Jinrich'd  by  kindly  Nile,  fuch  armies  iwarm'd 
[Around  Sefoftris;  who  with  trophies  fiil'd 
|The  vanquifti'd  eafl,  who  o'er  the  rujiid  foam 
Of  diflant  Tanais,  o'er  the  furface  broad 
Of  Ganges  fent  his  formidable  nam.e. 
Nor  yet  in  Afia's  far  extended  bounds 
E'er  met  fuch  numbers,  not  when  Ninus  led 
Th'  Affyrian  race  to  conquefl.  Not  the  gates 
Of  Babylon  along  Euphrates  pour'd 
Such  myriads  arm'd;    when,   emptying   all   her 

ftreels,  ° 

The  rage  of  dire  Semiramis  tliey  bore 
Beyond  the  Indus;  there  defeated,  left 
His  blood-flain'd  current  tuibid  with  their  dead. 

Yet  ol  the  chiefs,  contemplating  this  fcene, 
Not  pne  is  fhaken.  IJndifmay'd  they  ita'nd  ; 
Th'  immeaiurable  camp  with  fearlefseyes 
Th^^y  traverfe  :  while  in  meditation  near 
The  treach'rous  Malian  waits,  cclleding  all 
His  pomp  of  words  to  paint  the  hoftile  pow'r  ; 
Nor  yet  with  falfehood  arms  his  fraudful  tongue 
To  feign  a  tale  of  terror,  l^uth  herfelf 
Beyond  the  reach  of  fidlion  to  enhance 
New  aids  his  treafon,  and  with  cold  difmay 
Might -pierce  the  boldeft  heart,  unlefs  fecur'd 
By  dauntlefs  virtue,  which  difdains  to  live. 
From  liberty  divorc'd.  Requeflcdfoon, 
He  breaks  his  artful' filence.  Greeks  and  friends, 
Can  I  behold  my  native  Malian  helds, 
Prefenting  hoilile  milhons  to  your  fight, 
And  not  in  grief  fopprefs  the 'horrid  tale. 
Which  you  exad:  from  thefe  ill-omen'd  lips. 
On  Thracia's  fea-beat  \a^e  1  watcli'd  the  foes ; 
Where,  joining  Europe  to  the  Afian  ftrand, 
A  mighty  bridge  reitrain'd  th' outrageous  waves. 
And  Itcmm'd  th'  impetuous  current :    while  in 

arms 
The  univerfal  progeny  of  men 
Seeni'd  trampling  o'er  the  fubjugated  flood 
By  thoulands,  by  ten  thoufands.  "Pcrfians,  Medes, 
AlTyrianj,  Saces,  Indians,  fwarthy  files 
From  Ethiopia,  Egypt's  tawny  fons, 
Arabians,  Badriaiij^,  Partliiiuis,  ail  the  flrength 
Of  Afia,  and  of  Libya.     Neptune  groan'd 
Beneath  their  number,  and  indignant  iieav'd 
His  neck  againli  th'  incumbent \veight.  in  vain 
The  violence  of  Eurus  and  the  north, 
With  rage  corabin'd,  againft  th'  unyielding.pile 
Dalh'd  half  the  Hellcfpont.  The  eaftern  world 
Sev'n  days  aud  nights  uninterrupted  pafs 
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To  cover  Thracia's  regions.  They  accept 
A  Perfian  lord.  They  range  their  hardy  race 
Deneath  his  ftnndards.  Macedonia's  youth, 
The  brave  Theffalian  horfe  with  ev'ry  Greek, 
Who  dwells  beyond  Thermopyk^j,  attend,' 
Affifl  a  foreign  tyrant.  .Sire  of  gods, 
Who  in  a  moment  by  tiiy  will  fupreme 
Canfl  quell  the  mighty- in  their  proudeft  hopes, 
Canft  raife  the  weak  to  fafety.  Oh  !  impart 
Thy  indant  fuccour  !   Inrerpofe  thy  arm  ! 
WithlightningblafttheiritanJ.ards!  Oh!  confound 
With  triple-bolfed  thunder  Afia's  tents, 
Whence  rufhing  miUions  by  the  morn  will  pour 
An  inundation  to  o'ervvhchn  the  Greeks. 
Refinance  elfe  were  vain  againft  a  holl, 
'vVhich  ovei-fpreads  TheiTalia.     Far  beyond 
That  Malian  cliampain,  ftretching  wide  below, 
Beyond  th;  mmoft  meafure  of  the  fight 
Erom  this  aljiiring  ciifr">,  the  hoftile  camp 
Contains  yet  mightier  numbers;  who  have  drain'd 
The  beds  of  copious  rivers  with  their  thlrft. 
Who  with  their  arrows  hide  the  mid-day  fun. 

Then  v*'e  fhali  give  them  battle  in  the  fhade, 
Dicheces  reply'd.  Not  cabnly  thus 
Diomedon.    On  Perfiu's  camp  he  bent  f'^'*' 

Kis  lov/'ring  brov,-,  which  frov^ns  had  furrow'd 
Then  fierce  exclaim'd.    Bellona,  tui-n  and  view 
With  joyful  eyes  that  field,  the  fatal  ftage, 
By  regal  madnefs  for  thy  rage  prepar'd 
To  exercifc  its  horrors.    Whet  tliy  teeth. 
Voracious  death.  All  Afia  is  thy  prey. 
Contagion,  famine,  and  the  Grecian  fvvord, 
r'or  thy  infatiate  hunger  will  provide 
Variety  of  carnage.    He  concludes; 
Wl-iiie  on  the  hoft  immenfc  his  cloudy  brow 
Is  fix'd  difdainful,  and  their  ftrength  defies. 

Meantime  an  eaftern  herald  down  the  pafs 
V'as  feen,  flow-moving  tow'rds  the  Phocian  wall 
From  Afia's  monarch  delegated,  came 
Tigranes  and  Phraortes.  From  the  hill 
Eeonidas  condudcs  th'  impatient  chiefs. 
By  them  envircn'd,  in  his  tent  he  fits ; 
Where  thus  Tigranes  their  attention  calls. 

Am.baffddors  from  Perfia's  king  we  ftand 
Before  you,  Grecians.    To  difplay  the  pow'r 
Of  our  great  mailer  were  a  needl^fs  tafk.    ^' 
The  name  of  Xerxes,  Afia's  migHty  lord, 
Invincible-,  exalted  on  a  throne, 
Surpalfing  human  luftre,  muft  have  reach'd 
To  ev'f  y  clime,  and  ev'ry  heart  imprefs'd 
With  awe,  and  low  fubmiiTion.  Yet  I  fwear 
By  yon  refulgent  orb,  which  flames  above. 
The  glorious  fymbol  of  eternal  pow'r, 
This  military  throng,  this  fhow  of  war 
Well  nigh  perfaade  me,  you  have  never  heard 
That   name,    at   whole    commanding   found    the 

banks 
Of  Indus  tremble,  and  the  Cafpian  wave, 
Th'  Egyptian  flood,  the  Hellefpontic  furge 
Obedient  roll.    O  impotent  and  rafti ! 
WHiom  yet  the  large  beneficence  of  hcav'n. 
And  heav'nly  Xerxes,  merciful  and  kind, 
Deign  to  prefer  ve.    Refign  your  arms.    Difperfe 
All  to  your  cities.   There  let  humbkft  hands 
With  earth  and  water  greet  your  deftin'd  lord. 

As  through   th'  excenfive  grove,   whofe  leafy 
boughs. 
Entwining,  grown  fome  eminence  with  fliade, 
li 
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'['ho  tcmprfls  ru(V.  fonnrous,  and  between 
'riie  crafni.ig  branches  roar  ;  by  fierce  difdain, 
By  indignation,  thus  the  Grecians  rous'd. 
In  1o\h'.c11  clamour  clofc  the  Pcilian's  Ipccch: 
Rui  cv'ry  tonpuc  was  hidh'd,wh;n  Sparta's  king 
'I'iiii  brief  reply  dclivcr'd  from,  his  Itai. 

i)  Perfian  !  when  to  Xer>  cs  ihoii  return'll, 
J-'av,  thou  hall  told  the  wonders  of  his  pow'r. 
'riien  fay,  thou  faw'ft  a  llendcr  hand  of  Greece, 
>\'liich  (lares  his  beaded  millions  to  the  field. 

He  adds  no  more,    'f  h'  ambalfadors  retite. 
Theni  o'er  the  limits  of  the  Grecian  lines 
Diomedon  and  Thcfpia's  youth  condud. 
In  flow  foleninity  they  all  proceed, 
And  fallen  fdcnce  ;  but  their  looks  denote 
lar  more  than   fpeeeh  could  utter.    Wrath  con- 

tradh 
The  forehead  of  Diomedon.    His  teeth 
<  Snafli  with  impatience  of  delay'd  revenge. 
Difdain,    which    fprung    from    confcious    merit, 

fiulh'd 
The  cheek  of  Ditbyrambus.  On  the  face 
Of  either  Pcrfian  arrogance,  incens'd 
By  difappointment,  kmr'd.    The  utmofl  flreight 
ThcY  now  attr.in'd,  which  opcn'd  ta  the  tents 
Of  Afia,  there  difcov'ring  wide  to  view 
Her  deep,  immenie  arrangenicnt.  Then  the  heart 
t)f  vain  Tigranes,  fwclling  at  the  fight, 
Thus  overflows  in  loud  and  haughty  phrafe. 

O  Arimanius!  origin  of  ill, 
Have  we  demanded  of  thy  ruthlefs  pow'r 
Thus  with  the  curfe  of  madncfs  to  affliiil 
Thtfe  wretched  men  ?  But  flnce  thy  dreadful  ire 
To  irreiift;ible  perdition  dooms 
Thj  Grecian  race,  we  vainly  flionld  oppofc. 
Lc  thy  dire  will  acconipliflt'd.     Let  them  fall, 
Their  native  foil  he  fattened  with  their  blood. 

Enrag'd,  the  Aern  Diomedon  replies. 
Tho\i  bafe  dependent  on  a  lawlefs  king, 
Thou  purple  flavc,  thou  boaftcr,  dofl  thou  know, 
That  I  beheld  the  Maratlionian  tield  ? 
AVhcre,  like  the  Libyan  fands  bTore  the  wind, 
Your  hotl  was  fcatter'd  by  Athenian  fpears  ; 
Vhere  thou,  perhaps,  by  ignominious  flight 
Didll  from  this  arni  protert  thy  ihiy'ring  limbs. 

0  let  mc  find  tliec  in  to-morrow's  fight ! 
Alouu-  this  rocky  pavement  flialt  thou  lie, 
Tti  dogs  a  banquet.  V\'lth  uplifted  pahns 
Tigranes  then.    Omnipotent  fupport 

Of  fccpter'd  Xerxes,  i  loioinazcs,  hear  ! 
'i'o  thee  his  firft  victorious  fruits  of  war 
Thy  worfnjpper  devotes,  the  gory  fpoils. 
Which  from  this  Grecian,  by  the  rifing  dawn. 
In  fight  of  cither  hofl  my  ftrength  Iball  rend. 
At  length  Vhraoites,  interpofing,  fpake. 

1  too  would  iind  among  the  Grecian  chieis 
One,  who  in  battle  dares  abide  my  lance. 

The  gallant  youth  of  'J'hefpia  fwift  repiy'd. 
Thou  look'ft  oil  me,  O  Feifiau.  Worthier  far 
T'hou  might  have  fmgkd  from  the  ranks  of  Greece, 
Not  one  more  willing  to  cfiay  thy  force. 
Ves,  I  will  prove  btfore  the  eye  of  ^vTars, 
Kow  far  the  prowefs  of  her  meancil;  chief 
Deyond  thy  vaunts  del'ervcs  the  palm  of  fame. 

This  faid,  the  Pcrfians  to  their  king  repair, 
JVack  to  th'iir  camp  the  Grecians.    There  they  find 
Each  foldicr,  poifing  his  extended  fpear. 
His  weighty  buckle?  Iracirg  on  his  aim 


In  warlike  preparation.    Through  the  files 
Each  leader,  moving  vigilant,  by  praife. 
By  exhortation  aids  their  native  warmth. 
Alone  the  Thebaii  AnaxanJer  pin'd, 
Who  thus  apart  his  Malian  friend  befpake. 

V.'h.at  has  thy  lofty  eloquence  avail'd, 
Alas ':  in  vain  attempting  to  confound 
The  Spartan  valour:'  With  redoubled  fires, 
See,  iiow  their  bofonisglow.    They  wifli  to  die; 
They  wait  impatient  for  th'  unequal  fight. 
'I'on  loon  th'  infuperable  foes  will  fpread  , 

Promifcuous  havoc  round,  and  Thebans  lliare  t 

'I'he  doom  of  Spartans.  Through  the  guarded  paf«  1 
Who  will  adventure  Afia's  camp  to  reach  | 

In  our  bekalf  ?     That  Xerxes  may  be  warn'd  j 

To  fpare  his  friends  amid  the  gen'ral  wreck;  j 

When  his  high-fwoln  rcfentmcnt,  like  a  flood,  , 
Increas'd  by  llormy  Ihow'rs,  Ihall  cover  Greece  , 
With  defalalion     Lpiakes  here. 

Whence,  Anaxander,  thisunjuft  defpair  ? 
Is  there  a  path  on  Oeta's  hills  unknown 
'1  o  Epialtes  ?  Over  tracklcfs  rocks, 
Through  mazy  woods  my  fecret  Heps  can  pafs.       ; 
Farewell.    I  go.    Thy  merit  fhall  be  told 
To  Perfia'sking.    Thou  only  watch  the  hour; 
When  wanted  mofl.,  thy  ready  fuccour  lend. 

Meantime  a  wary,  comprehcnfive  care  ( 

To  ev'iy  part  Leonidas  extends;  '■ 

As  in  the  human  frame  through  ev'ry  vein, 
And  artery  minute,  the  ruling  heart 
Its  vital  pow'rs  difperfes.    In  his  tent  ! 

The  prudent  chief  of  Locris  he  confults  ;  | 

He  fummons  Mel  bceus  by  the  voice 
Of  j\f-':s.    In  huiv.ility  not  mean, 
I3v  no  unfeemly  ignorance  deprefs'd, 
Th'  ingenuous  fwain,  by  all  th'  illuilrious  houfc 
Of  Aja-x  honour'd,  bows  before  the  king. 
Who  gracious  fpake.    The  confidence  beftow'd. 
The  praife  b)-  fage  Oileus  might  fuflke 
To  verify  th.y  worth      Myfelf  have  watch'd, 
Have  found  thee  fl^ilful,  ae1:iv'e,  and  difcreet. 
'I'hou  know'ft  the  region  round.  With  Agis  go, 
■f  he  upper  ftreights,  the  Phocian  camp  explore. 

O  eondefcciifion  !  Meliboeus  then, 
y'occ  ornamental  to  the  great,  than  gems, 
A  pur]'lc  robe,  or  diadem.    The  king 
Accepts  n-.y  fervicc.    Pleafing  is  my  taflc. 
Spare  not  thy  fcrvaiit.    Excrcife  my  zeal, 
r/i'eus  will  rejoice,  and  fmiling,  fay. 
An  humble  hand  may  fmooth  a  hero's  path. 

He  leads  the  way,  while  Agis  following,  fpak< 
O  fwain!   diftiiigui'lh'd  by  a  lib'ral  mind,  , 

Who  were  tiiy  parents?  Where  thy  place  of  birth 
What  chance  depriv'd  ihce  of  a  father's  houfe  ? 
Oileus  furc  thy  liberty  would  grant. 
Or  Sparta's  king  folicit  for  that  grace  ; 
When  in  a  flation  equal  to  thy  worth  , 

Thou  niay'ft  he  rank'd.    The  prudent  hind  begat 
In  dift "rent  flationsdiiT'rent  virtues  dwell,         | 
All  reaping  diff 'rent  benefits.    The  great  j 

!•!  dignity  and  honours  meet  reward  ' 

l-'or  aC>s  of  bounty,  and  heroic  foils. 
,V  fervaiit's  merit  is  obedience,  truth, 
Fidelity  ;  liis  rccompenfc  content. 
De  not  ofleiidcd  at  my  words,  O  cliicf ! 
i  hey,  who  are  ficc,  with  envy  may  behoH 
1  his  bondi.ian  of  (iilcus.    To  his  trull, 
His  love  exahoJ,  1  by  nature's  pow'r  j 
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From  his  pure  model  could  not  fail  to  mould 

iVhat — thou  entitiell  lib'ral.  Whence  I  came, 

)r  who  my  parents,  is  to  me  unknown. 

n  childhood  feiz'd  by  robbers,  1  was  Ibid. 

rhey  took  their  price.    'I'hey  hufh'd  th'  atrocious 

deed. 
Dear  to  Oileus  and  his  race  I  throve ; 
\nd  whether  noble,  or  ignoble  born, 

am  contented,  ftudious  of  their  love 
ilone.  Ye  ions  of  Sparta,  I  admire 
if  our  aifts,  your  fpirit,  but  confine  my  own 
Po  their  condition,  happy  in  my  lord, 
iimfelf  of  men  moll  b^ppy.    Ajrls  bland 
lejoins.  O  !  born  with  talents  to  become 
V  lot  more  noble,  which,  by  thee  refus'd, 
^houdoll  the  more  deferve.    Laconia's  king 
)ifcerns  thy  merit  through  its  modcft  veil, 
^onfummate  prudence  in  thy  words  I  hear, 
-ong  may  contentment,  julHy  priz'd,  be  thine. 
!ut  ihould  the  ftate  demand  thee,  I  forefce, 
"hou  wouldfl:  like  others  in  the  field  excel, 
Vouldll  fhare  in  glory.  Blithe  return'd  the  fwain. 

Not  ev'ry  fervice  is  confin'd  to  arms, 
'hou  (halt  behold  me  in  my  prel'ent  ftate 
■lot  ufelefs.    If  the  charge  Oileus  gave 
can  accomplifli,  meriting  his  praife, 
lUd  thy  efteem,  my  glory  will  be  full. 

Both  pleas'd  in  converfe,  thus  purfue  their  way, 
Vherc  Oeta  lifts  her  fummits  huge  to  hcav'n 
1  rocks  abrupt,  pyramidal,  or  towcr'd 
.ike  caftles.    Sudden  from  a  tufted  crag, 
i^iere  goats  are  browfing,  Meliboeus  hears 
k  call  of  welcome.  There  his  courfc  he  llays. 

BOOK  IV. 

THE  ARGU.MENT. 

'igranes  and  P.hraortes  repair  to  Xerxes,  whom 
they  find  fcated  on  a  throne,  furrounded  by  his 
Satraps  in  a  magnificent  pavilion ;  while  the 
Magi  (land  before  him,  and  fmg  a  hymn,  con- 
taining the  religion  of  Zoroallres.  Xerxes,  not- 
withftanding  the  arguments  of  his  brothers,  Hy- 
peranthes  and  Abrocomes,  gives  no  credit  to  the 
ambafladors,  who  report,  that  the  Grecians  are 
determined  to  maintain  the  pafs  againfl:  him; 
hut  by  the  advice  of  Artenufia,  the  queen  of 
Caria,  afcends  his  chariot  to  take  a  view  of  the 
Grecians  himfelf,  and  commands  Demaratus,  an 
exiled  king  of  Sparta,  to  attend  him.  He  paffes 
through  die  midft  of  his  army,  con  filling  of 
many  nations,  differing  in  arms,  cuRoms  and 
manners.  He  advances  to  the  entrance  of  the 
ftreights,  and,  furpris'd  at  the  behaviour  of  the 
Spartans,  demands  the  reafon  of  it  from  Dema- 
rat)is ;  which  occaficns  a  converfation  between 
them  on  the  mercenary  forces  of  Perfia,  and  the 
militia  of  Greece.  Demaratus,  weeping  at  the 
fight  of  his  countrymen,  is  comforted  by  liype- 
ranthcs.  Xerxes,  {fill  incredulous,  commands 
Tigranes  and  Phraortes  to  bring  the  Grecians 
bound  before  him  the  next  day,  and  retires  to 
his  pavilion.  Artemifia  remains  behind  with 
her  fon,  and  communicates  to  Hyperanthcs  her 
apprehenfions  of  a  defeat  at  Thermopyl.-e.  She 
takes  an  accurate  view  of  the  pafs,  choofes  a  con- 
venient place  for  an  ambufcade,  and  her  liepar- 
ture  to  the  Perlian  camp  is  furprifed  by  u  icproof 


from  a  woman  of  an  awful  appearance  on  a  cliff 
of  moimt  Oeta. 

Thr  plain  beyond  Thermopyl.T.  is  girt 

Half  round  by  mountains,  half  by  Neptune  lav'd. 

The  arduous  ridge  is  broken  deep  in  clefts, 

W'hich  open  channels  to  pelhicid  ilreanis 

In  rapid  flow  fonorous.     Chief  in  fame 

Spercheos,  boalling  once  his  poplars  tall. 

Foams  down  a  fl:ony  bed.     Throughout  the  face 

Of  this  broad  champain  numberlefs  are  pitch'd 

Barbarian  tents.     Along  the  winding  flood 

To  rich  Theffalia's  confines  they  extend. 

'Phey  fill  the  vallies,  late  profufely  blefs'd 

In  nature's  vary'd  beauties.     Hoftilc  fpears 

Now  bridle  horrid  through  her  languid  fhrubs. 

Pale  die  her  flowrets  under  barb'rous  feet. 

Embracing  ivy  from  its  rock  is  torn. 

The  lawn,  dilinantled  of  its  verdure,  fades. 

The  poplar  groves,  uprooted  from  the  banks. 

Leave  defolate  the  flream.     Elab'rate  domes, 

To  heav'n  devoted  in  receflcs  green. 

Had  felt  rude  force,  infenfibie  and  blind 

To  elegance  and  art.     The  ftatues,  bulls. 

The  figur'd  vafes,  mutilated  lie 

With  chifell'd  columns,  their  engraven  freeze. 

Their  architrave  and  cornice,  all  disjoin'd. 

Yet  unpolluted  is  a  part  referv'd 
In  this  deep  vale,  a  patrimonial  fpot 
Of  Aleuadian  prince^,  who,  allies 
To  Xerxes,  reign'd  in  ThelTaly.     There  glow 
Inviolate  the  fhrubs.     There  branch  the  trees. 
Sons  of  the  forefl.     Over  downy  mofs 
Smooth  walks  and  fragrant,  lucid  here  and  broad, 
There  clos'd  in  myrtle  under  woodbine  roofs, 
Wind  to  retreats  deleiftable,  to  grots, 
To  filvan  flrudlure;.,  bcw'rs,  and  cooling  dells, 
Enliven'd  all  and  mufical  with  birds 
Of  vocal  fwcetaefs,  in  relucent  plumes 
Innumerably  various.     Lulling  falls 
Of  liquid  cryfral  from  perennial  founts 
Attune  their  pesbled  channels.    Here  the  queen, 
The  noble  dames  of  Perfia,  here  the  train 
Of  royal  infants,  each  with  eunuch  guards. 
In  rich  pavilions,  dazzling  to  the  fight, 
PofTefs'd,  remote  from  onfct  and  furprife, 
A  tranquil  fiation.     Ariana  here, 
lU-dtflin'd  princefs,  from  Darius  fprung, 
Hangs,  undelighted,  o'er  melodious  rills 
Her  drooping  forehead.     Love-affllfled  fair  ! 
All  inharmonious  are  the  fcather'd  choirs 
To  her  f^d  ear.     Prom  flow'rs,  and  florid  plants 
To  her  the  breezes,  wafting  frefh  perfumes, 
Tranfmit  no  pleafure.     Sedulous  in  vain. 
Her  tender  fl.ives  in  harmony, with  lutes 
Of  foothirig  found,  their  warbled  voices  blend 
To  charm  her  fadnefs.     This,  the  precious  part 
Of  Afia's  camp,  Artuchus  holds  in  charge, 
A  fatrap,  long  expericnc'd,  who  prefides 
O'er  all  the  regal  palaces.     High  rank'd. 
Bold,  refolute  and  faithful,  he  commands 
The  whole  Sperchean  vale.     In  profpe6l  rife 
The  dillant  navy,  dancing  on  the  foam, 
Th'  unbounded  camp,  enveloping  the  plain, 
With  Xerxes'  tent,  auguft  in  flrufture  plac'd 
A  central  obje(£l  to  attra(ft:  the  eyes 
Of  fubjeft  millions.  Thither  now  refort 
Tigrancs  and  Phraortes.  Him  they  find 
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Enclos'd  by  princes,  by  illuftrious  chiefs, 

The  potentates  of  Afia.  Near  his  fide 

Abrocomes  and  Hyperanthes  wait, 

Hib  gallant  brothers,  with  Mazxus  brave, 

Pandates,  Intapherncs,  mijjhty  lords. 

Their  fcepter'd  maftcr  from  his  radiant  feat 

Looks  down  imperious.    So  tlic  (lately  tow'r 

Of  Behis,  mingling  its  majeftic  brow 

With  hcav'n's  bright  azure,  from  on  highfurvcy'd 

The  huge  extent  of  Babylon,  with  all 

Her  fumptuous  domes  and  palaces  beneath. 

This  day  his  banners  to  unfurl  in  Greece 

The  monarch's  will  decides ;  but  firfl  ordains, 

That  grateiul  hymns  fhould  celebrate  the  name 

Of  HoromaBCs:  So  the  Pcrfians  call'd 

The  world's  great  author.    Rob'd  in  purefh  white, 

The  Magi  rang'd  before  th'  unfolded  tent. 

Pirc  blaz'il  befide  them.  Tow'rds  the  facred  flame 

They  turn'd,  and  fent    their    tuneful    praife    to 

heav'n. 
From  Zoroafires  was  tlie  fong  dcriv'd, 
Who  on  the  hills  of  Perfia,  from  his  cave, 
By  flow'rs  environ'd,  and  melodious  founts, 
"Which  footli'd  the  folemn  manfion,  had  reveal'd. 
How  Horoniazcs,  radiant  fourcc  of  good. 
Original,  i  nmortal,  fram'd  the  globe 
In  I'ruitfiur.cfs  and  beauty  :  how  with  flars 
By  iiim  the  heav'ns  were  fpangled  :  how  the  fun, 
Refulgent  Tvlithra,  pureft  fpring  of  light, 
And   genial    \varmth,     whence    teeming    nature 

fmllcs, 
Eurft  from  the  eaft  at  bis  creating  voice  ; 
When  flraight  beyond  the  golden  verge  of  day- 
Night  llioiv'd  the  horrors  of  her  diftant  reign. 
Where  1  lack  and  hateful  Arimanius  frown'd. 
The  authcr  foul  of  evil:   how  with  fhades 
From  his  dire  manfion,  he  deform'd  the  works 
Of  Horomazes,  turn'd  to  noxious  heat 
The  folar  beam,  that  fcodful  earth  might  parch, 
That  fireams,  exhaling^iight  forfake  their  beds. 
Whence  pefiilence  and  lamine  :  how  the  pow'r 
Of  Horomazes  in  the  human  breaft 
Benevolence  and  equity  infus'd. 
Truth,  temperance,  and   wifdom,    fprung    from 

jicav'n  ; 
When  Arimanius blacken'd  all  the  foul 
With  falfchood  and  injuflice,  with  defires 
Infatiable,  with  violence  and  rage, 
Malignity  and  folly.    If  the  hand 
Of  Horomazes  on  precarious  life 
Sheds  v.-ealth  and  pleafure ;  fwift  th'  infernal  god 
With  wild  excefs,  or  av'rice,  blafls  the  joy. 
Thou  Hoi  omazes,  vidlory  dofl:  give. 
By  thee  with  fame  the  regal  head  is  crown'd. 
Great  Xerxes  owns  thy  fuccour.  When  in  florms 
The  hate  of  direful  Arimanius  fweU'd 
The  Hellefpnnt ;  tliou  o'er  its  chafing  breafl 
The  deftin'd  mafler  of  the  worjd  didll  lead. 
This  day  his  promis'd  glories  to  enjoy  : 
WJicn  Greece  affrighted  to  his  arm  fliall  bend  ; 
Ev'n  as  at  lafl  fliall  Arimanius  fall 
Before  thy  might,  and  (  vil  be  no  nfore. 

Tiie  Magi  ceas'd  their  harmony.    Behold, 
From  hrr  tal!  fliip,  between  a  double  row 
Of  naval  warriors,  while  a  golden  ray 
Shoots  from  Jier  ftandard,  Artcmifia  lands. 
In  her  enricli'd  accouti  tmcnts  of  war. 
The  fuU-wrcurht  buckler,  and  high-crcRgd  helm, 


In  Caria  firft  devis'd,  acrofs  the  bcaclr 
Her  tow'ring  form  advances     So  the  pine. 
From  Taurus  hewn  mature  in  fpiry  pride. 
Now  by  the  failor  in  its  canvafj  wmgs 
Voluminous,  and  dazzling  pendants  drefs'd, 
On  Artemifia's  own  imperial  deck 
U  feen  to  rife,  and  overtop  the  grove 
Of  crowded  mafts  furrounding.    In  her  heart   • 
i)cep  fcorn  of  courtly  counfellors  flie  bore. 
Who  fill  with  impious  vanity  tlicir  king; 
As  when  he  lafh'd  the  Hellefpont  with  rods. 
Amid  the  billows  cafL  a  golden  chain 
To  fetter  Neptune.   Yet  her  brow  levere 
Unbent  its  rigour  often,  as  Ibe  glanc'd 
On  her  young  fon.  who,  pacing  near  in  arms 
Of  Carian  guife,  proport;ond  to  jiis  years, 
Look'd  up,  and  vaken'd  by  repeated  fmiles 
A'laternal  fondnefs,  melting  in  that  eye, 
V/hich  fcowl'd  on  purpled  flatterers.  Her  feat 
j-vt  the  light  hand  of  Xerxes  flie  aflumcs. 
Invited  ;  while  in  adoration  bow'd 
Tigranes  and  Phracrtes.    Prone  they  lay, 
Acrofs  their  foreheads  fpread  thtirfervile  palms, 
As  from  a  prcfent  deity,  too  bright 
For  mortal  vifion,  to  conceal  their  eyes. 
At  length  in  abjedt  phrafe  'Figranes  thus. 

O  Xerxes,  live  for  ever  !  Gracious  lord. 
Who  doft  permit  thy  fervants  to  approach 
Thy  awful  fight,  and  profliate  to  confefs 
'I'hy  majefly  and  radiance.  May  the  pow'r 
Of  Horomazes  ffretch  thy  regal  arm 
O'er  endlefs  nations,  from  the  Indian  fhores 
To  thofe  wide  floods,  which  beat  Iberian  llrands, 
From  northern  Tanais  to  the  Iburce  of  Nile  ! 
Still  from  thy  head  may  Arimanius  bend 
Againft  thy  foes  his  malice  !  Yonder  Greeks, 
Already  fmit  with  frenzy  by  his  wrath, 
Rejed;  thy  profcr'd  clemency.   They  choofe 
To  magnify  thy  glory  by  their  fall. 

l"he  monarch,  turning  to  his  brothers,  fpake. 
Say,  Hyperanthes,  can  thy  foul  believe 
Thefe  tidings?    Sure  thcfe  Haves  have  never  dar' 
I'o  face  the  Grecians,  but  delude  our  ears 
With  bafc  impcilurcs,  which  their  fear  fuggefls. 

He  frown'd,  and  Hyperanthes  calm  reply'd. 

0  from  his  fervants  may  the  king  avert 
His  indignation  !  Greece  was  fam'd  of  old 
For  luartiai  fpirit,  and  a  dauntlefs  breed. 

1  once  have  try'd  their  valour.    To  my  words 
Abrocomes  can  v.itiiefs.  When  thy  fire 

And  ours,  Darius,  to  Atb.enian  fhores 
With  Artaphernes  brave,  and  Datis,  fent 
Our  tender  youth  ;  at  i>.Iarathon  we  found 
How  weak  the  hope,  that  numbers  could  difmsy 
A  foe,  relolv'd  on  viiSfory.  or  death. 
Yet  not,  as  o!:e  contemptible,  or  bafe. 
Let  me  appear  before  thee.    Thougii  the  Greek* 
With  fucli  perliiling  courage  be  endu'd. 
Soon  as  the  king  fhail  fummon  to  the  field. 
He  Iliall  behold  me  iji  the  dang'rous  van 
Kxalt  my  fpear,  and  pierce  the  hoflile  ranks. 
Or  fink  beneath  them.    Xerxes  fwift  rejoin'd. 

Why  over  Afia,  and  the  Libyan  foil, 
^Vith  all  tlieir  nations,  doth  my  potent  arm 
Extend  its  fceptrc  f  Wherclore  do  I  fweep 
Acrofs  the  earth  with  millions  in  my  train  ? 
A^Niy  (liade  the  ocean  with  unnumber'd  fails  .' 
M'hy  all  this  pow'r,  uukis  th'  Almighty's  will 
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lieCT-eed  one  mafter  to  the  Ulbj^l£l  world  ; 
ind  that  the  earth's  extremity  alone 
iiould  bound  my  empire  ?   He  for  this  reduc'd 
'he  Nile's  revolted  Ions,  enlarg'd  my  fway 
i/ith  fandy  Libya,  and  the  lultry  clime 
||f  Ethiopia.   He  for  this  fiibdu'd 
i'he  Hellefpontic  foam,  and  taught  the  fea 
bedience  to  my  nod.  Then  dream  no  more, 
hat  beav'n,  defeiting  my  imperial  caule, 
/ith  courage  more  than  human,  will  infpire 
on  defpicable  Grecians,  and  expunge 
'he  common  fears  of  nature  from  their  breads. 
The  monarch  ccas'd.    Abrocomes  began. 
he  king  commands  ui  to  reveal  our  thoughts, 
icredulous  he  hears.    But  time  and  truth 
ot  Horomaiies  can  arreft.    Thy  beams 
0  iiiltant  lightning,  Mithra,  may'ft  thou  change 
or  ray  deftrudl:ion  ;  may  th'  oftended  king 
rown  on  his  i'ervant,  call  a  lothing  eye  ; 
'  the  aflertion  of  my  lips  be  falfe  : 
ur  further  march  thofe  Grecians  will  oppofe. 
Amid  th'  encircling  peers  Argeftes  far, 
potent  prince.    O'er  Sipylus  he  reign'd, 
'hole  verdant  fimmits  overlook'd  the  waves 
f  Hermus  and  I'adolus.    Either  ftream, 
jnrlch'd  by  golden  fands,  a  tribute  pay'd 

0  this  great  latrap.    Through  the  fervile  court 
let  none  was  found  more  pradlic'd  in  the  arts 
If  mean  fubraiffion  ;   none  more  fkill'd  to  gain 

1  he  royal  favour  ;  none,  who  better  knew 
[he  phrafe,  the  look,  the  gefture  of  a  Have ; 

one  more  deteiling  Artemiila's  worth, 
jy  her  none  more  defpis'd.    His  maftet's  eye 
|:e   caught,   then  fpake.     Difplay  thy  dazzling 
j  fiate, 

hou  deity  of  Afia.  Greece  will  hide 
[efore  thy  pvefence  hf  r  dejedled  face, 
I  Laft  Artemifia,  riling  Item,  beo-an  : 
j/hy  fits  the  lord  of  Alia  in  his  tent, 
[nproiitably  wafting  precious  hours 
[)  vain  dil'caffion,  whether  yonder  Greeks, 
.ang'd  ia  defence  of  that  important  pafs, 
l/iil  fight,  or  fly  ?  A  queftion  by  the  fword 
jo  be  deemed.    Still  to  narrow  flreights 
<y  land,  by  fea  thy  council  hath  conrin'd 
.ach  enterprife  of -war.    In  numbers  weak 
Vice  have  th'  Athenians  in  Eubcca's  frith 
-epuU'd  thy  navy — But  whate'er  thy  will, 
e  it  enforc'd  by  vigour.    Let  the  king 
"he  ditf 'rence  fee  by  trial  in  the  field 
ftween  fmoo-th  lound  and  valour.   Then  diffolve 
nefe  impotent  de'eates.    Afcend  thy  car. 
'he  future  ftage  *f  war  thy  I'elf  explore, 
chind  thee  leave  the  vavuty  of  hope, 
"hat  luch  a  foe  to  fplendour  will  fubHiIt, 
.'hom  ftecl,  not  gold  nmCi  vanquifli.    Thou  pro- 
vide 
^hy  mail,  Argeftes.     Not  in  filken  robes, 
lot  as  in  council  with  an  oily  tongue, 
ut  fpear  to  fpear,  and  clanging  (hield  to  fliield, 
hou  foon  mull:  grapple  on  a  field  of  blood. 
The  king  arofe— No  more.  Prepare  my  car. 
he  Spartan  exile,  Demaratus,  call. 
'  e  will  ourfclves  advance  to  view  the  foe. 
The  monarch  will'd;  and  fuddenly  he  heard 
'S  trampling  horfes.  High  on  filver  wheels 
he  iv'ry  car  with  azure  fapphires  Ihone, 


C;erulean  beryls,  and  the  jafper  green, 
The  emerald,  the  ruby's  glowing  bludi. 
The  flaming  topaz  with  its  golden  beam, 
The  pearl,  th'  empurpled  amethyfl:,  and  all 
The  various  gems,  which  India's  mines  affoni 
To  deck  the  pomp  of  kings.   In  burnifli'd  gold 
A  fculptur'd  eagle  from  behind  difplay'd 
His  ftately  neck,  and  o'er  the  royal  head 
Q^tltretcli'd  his  dazzling  wings.    Eight   gen'rous 

iteeds. 
Which  on  the  fam'd  Nifsean  plain  were  nurs'd 
In  wint'ry  Media,  drew  the  radiant  car. 
Not  thofe  of  old,   to  Hercules  refus'd 
By  falfe  Laomedon,  nor  they,  which  bore 
The  fon  of  Thetis  through  the  fcatter'd  rear 
Of  Troy's  devoted  race,  vvith  thefe  might  vie 
In  ftrength,  or  beauty.  In  obedient  pnde 
They  hear  their  lord.  Exulting,  in  the  air 
They  tofs  their  foreheads.     On   their   gliil'ning 

cherts 
The  fiiver  manes  difport.  The  king  afcends. 
Befide  his  footftool  Demaratus  fits. 
The  charioteer  now  fhakes  th'  effulgent  reins. 
Strong  Patiramphes.     At  the  fignal  bound 
Th'  attentive  fteeds  ;   the  chariot  flies  :    behind, 
Ten  thoufand  horfe  in  thunder  fweep  the  field. 
Down  to  the  fea-beat  margin,  ou  a  plain 
Of  vaft  expanfion  in  battalia  wait 
The  eaftern  bands.    To  thefe  th'  imperial  wheelsj 
By  princes  foUow'd  in  a  hundred  cars. 
Proceed.     The  queen  of  Caria  and  her  fon 
With  Hyperanthes  rode.  The  king's  approach 
Switt  through  the  wide  arrangement  is  proclaim'd. 
He  now  draws  nigh.  Th'  innumerable  holt 
Roll  back  by  nations,  and  admit  their  lord 
With  all  his  fatraps.     As  from  cryrtal  domes, 
Built  underneath  an  arch  of  pendent  feas. 
When  that   ftern  pow'r,  whole  trident  rules  the 

floods. 
With  each  cerulean  deity  afcends, 
Thron'd  in  his  pearly  chariot,  all  the  deep 
Divides  its  bofom  to  th'  emerging  god  ; 
So  Xerxes  rode  between  the  Afian  world. 
On  eitlier  fide  receding  :  when,  as  down 
Til'  immealurable  ranks  his  fight  was  loft, 
A  momentary  gloom  o'ercaft  his  mind, 
VvHiile  this  reflexion  fill'd  his  eyes  with  tears : 
ToMt,  foon  as  time  a  hundred  years  had  toid, 
Not  one  among  thofe  millions  ihould  furvive. 
Whence  to  obfcure  thy  pride  arofc  that  cloud  I 
Was  it,  that  once  humanity  could  touch 
A  tyrant's  breaft?  or  rather  did  thy  foul 
Repine,  O  Xerxes,  at  the  bitter  thought, 
That  all  thy  pow'r  was  mortal  ?   but  the  veil 
Oi  fadnefs  foon  forfook  his  brightning  eye. 
As  with  adoring  awe  thofe  millions  bow'd, 
And  to  his  heart  reientiefs  pride  recall'd. 
Elate  the  mingled  profpedl  he  furveys 
Of  glitt'ring  files  unnumber'd,  chariots  fcythM, 
Onthundring  axles  roU'd,  and  haughty  fteeds, ' 
In  fumptuous  trappings  clad,  Barbaric  pomp. 
While  gorgeous  banners  to  the  fun  expand 
Their  rtreaming  volumes  of  reJucent  gold, 
Pre-eminent  amidft  tiaras  geram'd. 
Engraven  helmets,  fliields  embofs'd,  and  fpears 
In  number  equal  to  the  bladed  grafs, 
Whofe  living  green  in  vernal  beauty  clothes 
liiij 
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I'liclTalia's  vale.  Whnt  pow'rsof  Ibundinjr  vcrfe 

Can  to  the  mind  prclent  th'  amazing  iteiK-  ? 

Not  tlice,  wham  riunour's  fabling  voice  dtlights, 

Poetic  t'ancy,  to  my  aid  1  call ; 

Cut  thou,  hiltoric  truth,  fiipport  my  fong. 

Which  fiiall  tlie  variou:  ruiiltitiule  difplay. 

Iheir  arms,  their  manners,  and  their  native  fiats. 

The  Perfians  tirft  in  fcaly  corf  "lets  flioiic, 
A  gen'rous  nation,  won  by  to  enjoy 
The  liberty,   their  injur'd  fathers  loft, 
Whofe  arms  fos"  Cyrus  overturned  the  flrengtlj 
Of  baljvlon  and  Sardis.  I'ow'r  advanc'd 
The  vidlor's  ht'ad  above  his  coniury'.s  laws. 
Their  tongue^  were  prachis"d  in  the  words  of  truth, 
Tlieir  limbs  iriur'd  to  ev'ry  iiiaiily  toil. 
To  brace  the  bow,  to  rule  th'  impetuous  fteeJ, 
To  dart  the  j  iveliii  j  but  untaught  to  form 
The  ranks  of  war,  with  unconnetlcd  force, 
With  ineflecluil  Ibrtiiude  they  rulh'd, 
As  on  a  fence  of  adamant,  to  pierce 
Th'  indilfuluble  phalanx.  Lances  lliort, 
And  ullcr-woven  targets  they  oppo;.M 
'I'.i  wrijrhty  CJrecian  fpcars,  and  malTy  flutlds. 
On  ev'ry  h;'aii  tiaras  rofe  like  tow'rs, 
Tinper.etrable.   With  a  golden  glofs 
Biaz'd  their  gay  fandals,  and  the  floating  reins 
Of  each  proud  courfer.  Daggers  on  their  thighs, 
Wi.ll-furninjM  quivers  on  their  iLouklcrs  hung, 
And  ilron^^ert  bows  of  niighty  li/.e  tl.cy  bore. 
Refembling  thcic  in  arm?,  the  I\Iedes  are  fetn, 
The  Cillians  and  HyrcaniaTis.   Media  once 
T'roiii  her  bleak  mountains  aw'd  the  fu'.ijecl  eaft. 
Her  kings  in  cold  Ecbatana  were  thron'd. 
The  Cifiians  march'J  from  Sufa's  regal  walls, 
I'roru    fuhty    licids,    o'erfprcad    with    branching 

palms. 
And  white  with  lilies,  water'd  by  the  f.oods 
Of  fainM  Choafpe?,  His  tranfp^;rent  wave 
"J'he  coltly  goblet  wafts  to  Perfia's  kings. 
All  othrr  flreams  the  royal  lip  dil'dains, 
Hyrcania'.s  race  forl'ook  their  fruitful  clime, 
Dark  in  the  /liadov.'s  of  exi)anding  oaks. 
To  Ceres  dear  and  Bacchus.  There  the  corn. 
Hen*  by  its  foodful  burden  ilieds,  u'.ireap'd, 
Its  pl.'nteous  feed,  impregnating  the  foil 
With  future  harvelfs;  while  in  ev'ry  wood 
'i'hcir  precious  labours  on  the  loadenbounhs 
The  honey'd  Iwarnis  purine,  .^.l^yria's  fci-.s 
Dilplay  their  l-.razcn  cafques,  unlkilful  work 
Of  rude  Barbarians,  Kach  fiiftnins  a  mace. 
O'er  laid  with  iron.  Near  Eupluates'  banks 
"^Vithin  tile  mighty  Babylonian  gates 
Tl.iy    dwell,    and  where   ftill   mightier  once    in 

fway 
Old  Ninus  n-ar'd  its  head,  th'  imperial  feat 
<^>f  cldi.-li  tyrants.  Thefe  Chald-.ea  joins, 
'i'hc  land  of  IhcpherJj.  From  the  pailures  wide 
'li.cre  I;ohis  firll  difcern'd  the  various  ourfe 
Of  Ileav'n's  bright  plii'cts,  and  the  clull'ring  ftars 
With   names  diltingiiilli'd  ;  whence  himfelf  was 

deem'd 
The  firft  of  gods.  His  ll;y-afcend;iig  fane 
In  Babylon  the  proud  Aliyrians  rais'd. 
Drawn  from  the  bounteous  foil,  by  Ochns  iav'd, 
The  Baclriars  (lood,  and  rough  in  Ikins  of  goats 
']'he  F  iricanian  archer;.  Cafpian  ranks 
From  baticn  moiuuuiiis,  from  tlie  jojlcfs  coalt 


Around  the  ftormy  lake,  whofc  name  they  bore, 
Their  fcimiters  upheld,  and  cany  bows. 
The  Indian  tribes,  a  threefold  hoft  compofe. 
Part  guide  the  courier,  jjart  the  rapid  car; 
The  reft  on  foot  within  the  bending  caue 
For  ftaughtf-r  fix  the  iron-pointed  reed. 
They  o'er  the  Indus  from  the  diftant  verge 
Of  Canges  palling,  left  a  region,  lov'd 
I]y  laviili  nature.  There  the  feafon  bland 
Beft(jws  a  double  harveft.  Honey'd  flirubs. 
The  cinnamon,  tha  fpikenard  blefs  their  helds. 
Array'd  in  native  wealth,  each  warrior  /Lines. 
Mis   ears    bright-beaming    pendants    grace;    hisi 

hands, 
lincircled,  wear  a  bracelet,  ftarr'd  with  gems, 
.Such  were  the  nations,  who  to  Xtrxcs  fent 
Their  mingled  aids  of  infantry  and  horfe. 

Now,  niufe,  recite,  what  multitudes  obfcur'd 
The  |)lain  on  foot,  or  elevated  high 
On  martial  axles,  or  on  camels  beat 
'I  lie  Idofcn'd  mold.  The  Parthians  Irrft  apjicar, 
Then  weak  in  numbers,  from  unfruitlul  hills, 
From    woods,    nor  yet    for   warlike   fteeds    re- 

iiown'd. 
Near  them  the  Sogdians,  Dadices  arrange, 
Gandarians  and  Chorafmians.  Sacian  throngs 
From  cold  Imaaspour'il,  from  Oxus'  wave, 
From  Cyra,  built  on  laxaites'  brink, 
A  bo'.uid  of  Perfia's  empire.   Wild,  untam'd, 
To  fury  prone  their  deferts  they  forfook. 
A  bow,  a  falciiioii,  and  a  pond'rous  ax 
The  favage  legions  arm'd.    A  pointed  cafque 
O'er  each  grim  vifage  rear'd  an  iron  cone. 
In  arms  like  Perfians  the  Saranges  Itood, 
High,  as  their  knee?,  the  faapely  bufkins  clung 
Around  their  legs.   Magnificent  they  trod 
In  garments  richly  tindlur'd.   Next  are  feen 
The  Paclian,  Mycian,  and  the  Utian  train, 
In  fk;ns  of  goats  rude-vefted.   But  in  fpoils 
Of  tawny  liens,  and  of  fpotted  pards 
The  graceful  range  of  Ethiopians  Ihows 
An  equal  ftature,  and  a  beauteous  frame. 
'1  heir  torrid  region  had  imbrown'd  their  cheek*, 
And  curl'd  their  jetty  locks.     In  ancient  fong 
Renown'd  for  juliire,  riches  they  difdain'd, 
As  foes  to  virtue.  From  their  feat  remote 
On  Nihis'  verge  above  th'  Egyptian  bound 
Forc'd  by  their  Izing's  malignity  and  pride, 
Thefe  friends  of  hofpitality  and  peace, 
Themfelves  uuinjur'd,  wage  reluciant  war 
Againil  a  land,  whofe  climate,  ai.d  w'hofe  name 
To  thjCm  were  ftrange.     With  hardeft  Hone  the; 

point 
The  rnj.id  arro\'-.    Bows  four  cubits  long, 
I'orm'd  of  elailic  brmches  from  the  palm, 
Tiiey  cairy,  knotted  clubs,  and  lances,  arm'd       j 
With  hornsof  goats.  The  Paphlagonians  march'd  | 
From  where  Carambis  with  projected  brows        i 
O'erlooks  the  dulky  Euxine,  wrapt  in  mifts,  i 

From  where  through  flow'rs,  which  paint  his  VI  j 
ry'd  banks,  j 

Parthenius  flows.  The  Ligyan  bands  fuccecd  ; 
T!ie  Martienians,  Mariandenians  next; 
To  them  theSyiian  multitudes,  who  range 
Atnong  the  cedars  on  the  fhaded  ridge  ' 

Of  Libanus ;  v.ho  cultivate  the  glebe. 
Wide. water'd  by  Orontes;  who  reftde 


LEONID  AS. 


Near   Daphne's  gi"Ove,    or    pluck    from   loaded 

palms 
The  foodful  date,  which  clufters  on  the  plains 
Of  rich  Damalcus.    All,  whu  bear  the  name 
Of  Cappadocians,  fwell  the  Syrian  hoft, 
With  thofe,  who  gather  from  tlic  fragrant  flimb 
The  aromatic  balfam,  and  extracT: 
Its  milky  juice  along-  the  lovely  i:de 
Of  Jordan,  winding,  till  ifnmers'd  he  deeps 
Beneath  a  pitchy  I'urface,  which  obl'cures 
Th'  Afphaltic  pool.  The  Phrygians  then  advance, 
To  them  their  ancient  colony  are  join'd, 
Armenia's  tons.  Thefe  fee  the  guOiing  founts 
Of  ftrong  Euphrates  cleave  the  yielding  earth. 
Then,  wide  in  lakes  expanding,  hide  the  plain  ; 
Whence  with  colledled  waters,  tierce  and  deep. 
His  paffage  rending  through  diminilh'd  rocks, 
To  Babylon  he  foanjs.  Not  lb  the  ftream 
Of  loft  Araxes  to  the  Cafpian  glides  ; 
Ke,  ftealing  imperceptibly,  fultains 
The  green  profulion  of  Armenia's  meads. 
Now  ftrange  to  view,  i;i  fimilar  attire, 
But  far  unlike  in  manners  to  the  Greeks, 
Appear  the  Lydians.  Wantonnefs  and  fport 
Were  all  their  care.  Befide  Cayfter's  brmk, 
Or  fmooth  Mieander,  winding  iilent  by, 
Eelide  Patlolean  waves,  among  the  vines 
Of  Timolus  riling,  or  the  wealthy  tide 
Of  golden-fanded  Hernnis  they  allure 
The  fight,  enchanted  by  the  graceful  dance; 
(Jr  with  melodious  fweetnefs  charm  the  air, 
And  melt  to  foftelt  languilhment  the  foul. 
What  to  the  field  of  danger  could  incite 
Thefe  tender  fons  of  luxury  ?  The  lath 
Of  their  fell  fov'reign  drove  their  fliiv'ring  backs 
Through    hail  and  tempeft,  which  enrag'd  the 

main. 
And  ihook  beneath  their  trambltng  fteps  the  pile. 
Conjoining  Afia  and  the  weltern  world. 
To  them  Moeunia  hot  with  fulph'rous  mines 
Unites  her  troops.  No  tree  adorns  their  fields, 
Unbiefs'd  by  verdure.  Aflies  liide  the  foil; 
Black  are  the  rocks,  and  ev'ry  hill  deform'd 
By  conflagration.  Helmets  profs  their  brows. 
Two  darts  they  brandifh.  On  their  woolly  vefts 
A  fword  is  girt :  and  hairy  hides  compofe 
Their  bucklers  round  and  fmall.  The  Myfians  left 
Olympus  wood-envelop'd,  left  the  meads, 
Wafli'd  by  Ca'icus,  and  the  baneful  tide 
Of  Lycus,  nurfe  to  ferpents.  Ne.-ct  advance 
An  ancient  nation,  who  in  early  times 
By  Trojan  arms  aflail'd,  their  native  land 
Efteem'd  lefs  dear,  than  freedom,  and  eschang'd 
Theiifeat  on  Strymon,  where  in  Thrace  he  pours 
A  freezing-  current,  for  the  diftant  flood 
Of  lilhy  Sangar.  Thefe,  Bithynians  nam'd, 
Their  habitation  to  the  facred  feet 
Of  Dindymus  extend.  Yet  there  they  gro?.n 
Beneath  oppreffion,  and  their  freedom  mourn 
On  Sangar  now,  as  once  on  Strymon  loft. 
The  ruddy  fliins  of  foxes  cloth'd  their  lieads. 
Their  fliields  were  fafliian'd  like  the  horned  moon. 
A  veft  erabrac'd  their  bodies  ;  while  abroad, 
Ting'd  with  unnumber'd  hues,  a  mantle  flow'd. 
But  other  Thracians,  who  their  former  name 
Retain'd  in  Afia.  fulgent  morions  wore, 
With  horns  of  bulls  in  iraiutirjg  braf":, 


Curv'd  o'er  the  crelled  ridge.  Pliceniclan  cloth 
Their  legs  infolded.  Wont  to  chafe  the  ^\'oif, 
A  hunter's  i'pear  they  giafp'd.  What  nation;,  flili 
On  either  fide  of  Xerxes,  while  he  p;ifs'd. 
Their  huge  array  difcov'ring,  fwell  his  foul 
With   more    than   mortal   pride  ?    The    ciufter'd 

bands 
Of  Mofchians  and  Macronians  now  appear, 
The  Mofynceciaiis,  who,  on  berries  fed, 
(n  wooden  towers  along  the  Pontic  fands 
Rf-pofe  their  p.iinted  limbs ;  the  mirthful  race 
Of  Tibarenians  next,  whnfe  careleis  minds 
Delight  in  play  and  langijter.  Tlien  advance 
In  garments,  buckled  on  their  Ipaciuus  chelts, 
A  people,  deftin'd  in  eternal  vevfe, 
Ev'n  thine,  fublirae  Mceonides,  to  live. 
Thefe  are  the  Milyans.  Solymi  their  name 
In  thy  celeftial  ftrains,  Pifulia's  hills 
Their  dwelling.  Once  a  form.dable  train 
They  fac'd  the  ftrong  Bellcrophon  in  war. 
Now  dooin'd  a  moie  tremendous  foe  to  meet, 
Themfelves    unnerv'd   by    thraldom,    they    muft 

leave 
Their  putrid  bodies  to  the  dogs  of  Greece. 
The  Marians  follow.  Next  is  Aria's  hoft. 
Drawn  from  a  region  horrid  all  in  thorn, 
A  dreary  walle  of  fands,  which  mock  the  toil 
Of  patient  culture  ;  fave  one  favour'd  fpot. 
Which  from  the  wild  emerges  like  an  ille, 
Attir'd  in  verdure,  interiper'd  with  vines 
Of  gen'rous  nurture,  yielding  juice,  wliich  fcorns 
The  injuries  of  time  :  yet  nature's  hand 
Hnd  fown  their  rocks  with  coral ;  had  enrich'd 
Their  dcfert  hills  with  veins  of  fapphires  blue. 
Which  on  the  turbant  Ihine.  On  ev'ry  neck 
The  coral  blulhes  through  the  num'rous  throng. 
The  Allarodiaiis,  and  Safperian  bands, 
Equipp'd  like  Colchians,  wield  a  falchion  fmall. 
Their  heads  are  guarded  by  a  helm  of  wood. 
Their  lances  fliort,  of  hides  undrelVd  their  ihields. 
The   Colchians  raarch'd  from    Phafis,    from  the 

Ifrand, 
Where  once  Medea,  fair  enchantrefs,  flood. 
And,  woud'ring,  vievv'd  the  firft  advent'rous  keel. 
Which  cut  the  Pontic  foam.  From  Argo's  fide 
The  demigods  defcendcri.  They  repaired 
To  her  fell  fire's  inhofpitable  hall. 
His  blooming  graces  Jai'un  there  difclos'd- 
With  ev'ry  art  of  eloquence  divine 
He  claim'd  the  golden  fleece.     The  virgin  heard. 
She  gaz'd  in  fatal  ravifhment,  and  lov'd. 
Then  to  the  hero  (he  refigns  her  heart. 
Her  magic  tames  ihe  brazen-footed  bulls. 
She  lulls  the  fleeplefs  dragon.  O'er  the  main 
He  wafts  the  golden  prize,  and  gen'rous  fair. 
The  deftin'd  vidlim  of  his  treach'rous  vows. 
The  hoftile  Colchians  then  purfu'd  their  flight 
In  vain.    By  ancient  enmity  inflam'd, 
Or  to  recal  the  long- forgotten  wrong 
Compell'd  by  Xerxes,  now  they  menace  Greece 
With  defolatlon.  Next  in  Median  garb 
A  crowd  appear'd,  who  left  the  peopled  ifles 
In  Perfia's  gulf,  and  round  Arabia  ftrewn. 
Some  In  their  native  topaz  were  adorn'd, 
From  Ophiodes,  from  Tapazos  fprung  ; 
Some  in  the  Ihells  of  tortolfes,  which  brocKl 
•Around  Ciifitii'  vei-ge.  For  b.ittle  r^n^e 
I  i  iiij 
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Thnfe.  who  rende,  vhere.  r.Il  btfer  with  palms 

I.rythras  lies  ciitorrb'd,  a  potent  king, 

AVho  nam'd  of  old  the  Eryihrx-an  main. 

Oil  chariots  fcyth'd  the  Libyans  fat  array'd 

111  fkins  terrific,  brandilliirp;  their  darts 

Of  wood,  well-tem[)cr'd  inthe  hard'ning  flames." 

Is'ot  Libya's  dcfcrts  from  tyrinr.ic  fway 

Could  hide  her  I'um ;  much   Icfs   cuuld  freedom 

dwell 
Amid  the  plenty  of  Ariibia's  fields: 
Wheic  fpicy  Ca(fia,  where  the  fragrant  reed, 
AVheie  mvrrh,    and  hallow'd   frankincenfe' per- 
fume 
The  zephyr's  winjj.     A  bow  oflarireft  Cze 
Th'  Arabian  came?.     O'er  his  kic'id  veil 
Loofe  floats  a  mantle,  on  his  lhou!der  clafp'd. 
Two  cbofen  myriads  on  the  lofty  backs 
Of  camels  rode,  who  match'd  the  fl-eteft  h;irfe. 

Such  were  the  numbers,  which,  fiom  Alia  led, 
In  lafc  proftration  bow'd  before  the  wheels 
Ot  Xerxes' chariot.  Yet  wh2tle;^ions  more 
The  Malian  fand  o'erfliadow  ?  Forward  rolls 
The  rej^'al  car  through  natioi:?,  who  in  arms. 
In  ordcr'd  ranks  unlike  the  orient  tribes, 
Upheld  the  fpear  and  buckler.    But,  untaught 
To  bend  the  fervile  l:nee,  erccl  they  rtood  ; 
1 'nlefs  that,  mourning  o'er  the  fliameful  weight 
Ol  thtir  new  bondage,  fome  their  brows  deprelVd, 
Their  arms  with  grief  diftaining.  Europe's  fons 
Were  thefe,  whom  Xerxes  by  refiftlei's  force 
Had   gather'd   round   his  (landards.    Murm'rin? 
here,  ^ 

The  fons  of  Thrace  and  Macedonia  rang'd  ; 
l^ere  on  his  tteed  the  brave  Thelialian  frown'd  ; 
There  pin'd  rcludant  multitudes,  of  Greece 
Redundant  plants,  in  colonies  difpers'd 
Between  Byzantium,  and  the  Maiian  bay. 

Through  all  the  nations,  who  ador'd  li'is  pride, 
Or  lear'd  his  pow'r,  the  monarch  now  was  pafs'd  • 
Nor  yet  among  thofe  millions  could  be  found 
One,  who  in  beauteous  feature  might  compare, 
Or  tow'ringfi:je  with  Xerxes.   O  polTefs'd 
Ot  all,  but  virtue,  doom'd  to  fliow,  how  mean, 
How  weak  without  her  is  unbounded  po'.v'r, 
The  charm  of  beauty,  and  the  blaze  otltaie,' 
How  inlccure  of  happinefs,  how  vain  I 
Thou,  who  couldft  mourn   the  common  lot,  by 

heav'n 
From  none  v.-ithlicld,    which   oft   to   thoufands 

proves 
Their  only  refuge  from  a  tyrant's  rage  ; 
"Which  in  confuming  ficknefs,  age,  or  pi»in 
Jiecomes  at  lall  a  foorhing  hope  to  all  : 
Thou,   who  couldft   weep,    that  nature's  gentle 

hand 
Should  lay  her  weary'd  otT>pring  in  the  tomb  ; 
Yet  couldft  remorfelefs  from  their  peaceful  feats 
Xead  halt  the  nations,  vidims  to  thy  jiride, 
To  famine,  plague  and  mafl'acre  a  prey  ; 
"V^'hat  didit  thou  merit  from  the  injur'd  world  ? 
"What  li'.ft'rings  to  compenfate  for  the  tears 
Of  Afia's  mothers,  for  unp-opled  realms. 
For  all  this  waftc  of  nature  ?  On  hi';  huft 
Th'  exulting  monarch  bends  his  haughty  fight, 
To  Deraaratus  then  directs  his  voice. 

My  father,  great  Darius,  to  thv  mind 
Hecal,  O  Spartan,  Gracious  he  receiVd 
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.  Thy  vvand'ring  Hcp^,  exrell'd  their  nitive  honiC 
[  ^ly  f.ivour  too  rcmcmlirr.     To  bcjjuili; 
Thy  h?ne;'2<!-'^or,  and  di'-.igure  truth 
Would  ill  become  tlicc.     With  confid'rate  cye« 
Look  back  on  thefc  battalions.     Now  declare. 
If  yonder  Clrecians  will  oppofc  their  march. 

■J'o  him  the  exile.     Deem  not,  mighty  lord, 
I  will  d-ceive  thy  goodnefs  by  a  tale 
To  give  tluni  glory,  who  degraded  mine. 
Xor  be  the  king  offended,  wliiie  I  ufc 
'J'hc  voice  of  truth.     The  Spartans  never  fly. 

Contemptuous  fmii'd  the  monarch,  and  rcfum'd. 
V^'ilt  tliou  in  Lacedenion  once  fuprcnic. 
Encounter  twenty  I'erlians  ?  Yet  thcfe  Greeks 
In  grcat-jr  difproportion  n-.uft  engage 
Our  holl  to-morrow.     Demaratug  then. 

By  finRlc  combat  were  'he  trial  vaiu 
To  fhow  the  pow'r  of  weil-ur.ited  forte, 
Which  oft  by  military  Ikiil  furmounts 
The  weight  of  numbers.     PiLiice,  the  dilT'rcncc 

leL.rn 
Between  thy  warriors,  and  the  fons  of  Greece. 
The  flow'r,  the  fafcguard  of  thy  nam'rous  camp 
Are  mercenaries.     '1  hefe  are  canron'd  round 
Thy  provinces.     No  fu  tile  fifld  demands 
Their  painful  hand  to  break  the  fallow  gkbe. 
Them  to  the  noon-day  toil  nc  harvefl  calls. 
Nor  on  the  mountain  falls  the  ftuhborn  oak 
By  their  laborious  ax.     Thtir  watchful  eyes 
Obferve  Hot,  how  the  flocks  and  heifers  feed. 
To  them  of  wealth,  of  all  pofilflions  void, 
The  name  of  country  with  an  empty  fou.^d 
flics  o'er  the  ear,  nor  warms  their  joykfb  iicarts. 
Who  fhare  no  country.     Needy,  yet  in  fcorn 
Reicdiing  labour,  wretched  by  their  wants, 
Yet  proiligate  through  indolence,  with  limbs 
Lnervatcd  and  foft,  with  minds  corrupt, 
From  niil'cry,  d:-Lauchery  and  flotii 
Are  thele  to  battle  drawn  againft  a  foe, 
Train'd  in  gymnaftic  cxercife  and  arms, 
hnu-'d  tn  hardlhip,  and  the  child  of  toil.       [Oorm 
VVont  through  the   freezing  Ihow'r,  the   wiiu'ry 
O'er  his  own  glebe  the  tardy  ox  to  j^oad, 
Or  in  the  fuji's  impetuous  heat  to  glow 
Beneath  the  burden  of  his  yellow  fluaves ; 
Whence  en  hiinL-lf,  on  ht'r,  whofc  faithful  arms 
Infold  him  joyfu!  on  a  growing  race. 
Which  glad  his  dwelling,  pknty  htr  beftows 
\\'i:h  independence.     V\'hcn  to  battle  cali'd, 
For  them  his  dcareft  comfort,  and  his  care. 
And  for  the  harvcft,  promis'd  to  his  toil, 
F!e  hits  ihe  fliieLl,  nor  Hums  unequal  force, 
Such  are  the  troops  of  ev'ry  ftate  in  Greece. 
One  only  yields  u  breed  more  varlike  ftiil, 
Ot  w  honi  ll-lechd  bands  ajipcar  in  fight, 
All  citizens  of  Sparta.     They  the  glebe 
l-livc  never  tuni'd,  nor  bound  the'goldcn  (lieaf. 
T  hey  are  devoted  to  feverer  talks, 
For  war  alone,  their  fole  delight  and  care, 
i'roni  infancy  to  n-.anhood  they  ar<:  train'jd 
To  vinter  watches,  to  inclement  fkits, 
'l"o  j>liinge    through  torrents,    brave   the   tuflcy 

b(/ar. 
To  arms  and  wounds;  a  difcipline  of  pain 
.^o  fierce,  lo  conftant,  that  to  them  a  camp 
With  all  its  hardlhips  is  a  feat  of  reft, 
And  war  itfelf  remifllon  from  their  toil. 

Thy  words  are  folly,  with  redoubled  fcorn 
Returns  the  faiouaich.     Doth  not  ifrccdom  JwcD 
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.mong  the  Spartans?  Therefore  will  they  fliun 
uperior  foes.     The  unrellrain'd  and  free 
Vill  fly  from  danger  ;  while  ray  vaffals,  born 
^o  abfolute  controhiient  from  their  king, 
Cnow,  if  th'  allotel  ilation  they  defert, 
The  fcourge  awaits  them,  and  my  heavy  wrath. 

To  this  the  exile.     O  conceive  not,  prince. 
That  Spartans  want  an  objed:,  where  to  fix 
Their  eves  in  rev'rence,  in  obedient  dread, 
iro  them  more  awful  than  the  name  of  king 
ipo  Afia's  trembling  millions,  is  the  law  ; 
A^hofe  facred  voice  enjoins  them  to  confront 
'Jnnumber'd  foes,  to  vanquilh,  or  to  die. 
j    Here  Demaratus  paufes.     Xerxes  halts. 
its  long  detiJe    Thermopylse  prefents. 
jrhe  fatraps  leave  their  cars.    On  foot  they  form 
|\  fplendid  orb  around  their  lord.     By  chance 
!rhe  Spartans  then  compos'd  th'  external  guard, 
rhey,  in  a  martial  exercife  employ'd, 
[iecd  not  the  monarch,  or  his  g-audy  train ; 
ijut  poife  the  Ipcar,  protended,  as  in  fight ; 
|)r  lift  their  adverfe  IhieldB  in  fingle  itrife  ; 
pr,  trooping,  forward  ruih,  retreat  and  wheel 
}n  ranks  unbroken,  and  with  equal  feet : 
while  others  calm  beneath  their  polilli'd  helms 
bravv  down  their  hair,  whofe  length  of  fable  curls 
p'erfpread  their  necks  with  terror.     Xerxes  here 
irhe  exile  queflions.     What  do  thefe  intend, 
jSA'ho\Yith  affiduous  hands  adjuft  their  hair  i 
'   I'o  whom  the  Spartan.     O  imperial  lord, 
■uch  is  their  cufLom,  to  adorn  their  heads, 
Ivhen  full  determia'd  to  encounter  death. 
5ring  dovv-n  thy  nations  in  refplendent  fleel; 
^rm,  if  thou  canfl;,  the  gen'ral  race  of  man, 
\.]\,  who  poffcfs  the  regions  unexplor'd 
jJeyond  the  Ganges,  all  whofe  wand'ring  fleps 
jibove  the  Cafpian  range  the  Scythian  wild, 
A''ith  thofe,  who  drink  the  fecret  fount  of  Nile  : 
ket  to  I^aconian  bofoms  fliall  difmay 
llemain  a  ftranger.     Fervour  from  his  lips 
Ifhus  breaks  aloud  ;  when,  gufhing  from  his  eyes, 
|lcfifl;lefs  grief  o'erflows  his  cheeks.     Afide 
|iis  head  he  turns.     He  weeps  in  copious  flreams. 
li'he  keen  remembrance  of  his  foi;mer  {late, 
jlis  dignity,  his  greatnefs,  and  the  fight 
pf  thcle  brave  ranks,  which  thus  unfliaken  flopd, 
[uid  fpread  amairement  through  the  world  in  arms, 
•Excite  thefe  forrov.s.     His  impufllon'd  looks 
leview  the  godlilve  warriors,  who  beneath 
lis  ftandard  once  vidiorious  fought,  who  call'd 
iim  once  their  king,  their  leader ;  then  again, 
j)'ercharg'd  with  anguiCi,  he  bedews  with  tears 
iis  rev'rtnd  beard,  in  agony  bemoans 
lis  faded  honours,  his  illuftrlous  name 
■"orgotten  long,  his  majefly  defil'd 
py  exile,  by  dependence.     So  obfcur'd 
!y  fordid  mofs,  and  ivy's  creeping  leaf, 
lome  princely  pa!ace,  or  fl.upendous  fane 
I  lagnificent  in  ruin  nods  ;  where  time 
I'rom  under  fhelving  architraves  hath  mov/'d 
"he  column  down,  and  cleft  the  pond'rous  dome. 
,  Not  unobferv'd  by  Hyperanthes,  mourn'J 
|"h'  unhappy  Spartan.     Kindly  in  his  own 
ile  prefs'd  the  exile's  hand,  and  thus  humane. 
I  O  Demaratus,  in  this  grief  I  fee, 
'low  juft  thy  praifes  of  l.aconia's  ftate. 
rhough  cherifli'd  here  with  univerfal  love, 
,\Hou  flill  deplor'fl:  thy  abfence  from  her  face, 


Howe'er  averfe  to  thine.     But  fwift  relief 
From  indignation  borrow.     CslI  to  mind 
Thy  injuries.     Th'  aufpicious  fortune  blefi, 
Which  led  thee  far  from  calumny  and  fraud, 
To  peace,  to  honour  in  the  Perfian  court. 

As  Demaratus  with  a  grateful  mind 
His  anfvver  was  preparing,  Perfia's  king 
Stern  interrupted.     Soon  as  morning  fhines, 
Do  you,  Tigranes  and  Phraortes,  head      [bound. 
The   IVIedes  andCiflians.     Bring   thefe  Grecians 

This  faid,  the  monarch  to  his  camp  returns. 
Th'  attendant  princes  reafcend  their  cars. 
Save  Hyperanthes,  by  the  Carian  queen 
Detain'd,  who  thus  began.     Impartial,  brave, 
Nurs'd  in  a  court,  yet  virtuous,  let  my  heart  , 
To  thee  its  feelings  undifguis'd  reveal. 
Thou  hear'll:  thy  royal  brother.     He  demands 
Thefe  Grecians  bound.     Why  flops  his  mandate 

there  .•' 
Why  not  command  the  mountains  to  remove. 
Or  fink  to  level  plains.     Yon  Spartans  view. 
Their  weighty  arms,  their  countenance.   To  die 
My  gratitude  inflrudts  me  in  the  caufe 
Of  our  imperial  mafler.     To  fucceed 
Is  not  within  the  fhadow  of  my  hopes 
At  this  dire  pafs.     What  evil  genius  fways  ? 
Tigranes,  falfe  Argefles,  and  the  refl 
In  name  a  council,  ceafelefs  have  oppos'd 
My  dictates,  oft  repeated  in  defpight 
Of  purple  flatt'rers,  to  embark  a  force. 
Which,  pouring  on  Laconia,  might  confine 
Thefe  Tons  of  valour  to  their  own  defence. 
Vain  are  my  words.     The  royal  ear  admits 
Their  four.d  alone  ;  while  adulation's  notes 
In  fyren  fweetnefs  penetrate  his  heart, 
There  lodge  enfnaring  mifchicf.     In  a  Cgh 
To  her  the  prince.     O  faithful  to  thy  lord, 
Difcreet  advifer,  and  in  adlion  firm, 
What  can  I  anAver  ?  My  afflidled  foul 
Mull  feek  its  refuge  in  a  feeble  hope. 
Thou  mayft  be  partial  to  thy  Doric  race, 
Mayft  magnify  our  danger.     Let  me  hope, 
Whaie'er  the  danger,  if  extreme,  believe. 
That  Hyperanthes  for  his  prince  can  bleed 
Not  with  lefs  zeal,  than  Spartans  for  their  laws. 

They  feparate.     'I'o  Xerxes  he  repairs. 
The  queen,   furrounded  by  the  Carian  guard, 
Stays  and  retraces  with  fagacious  ken 
The  deflin'd  field  of  war,  the  vary'd  fpace. 
Its  depth,  its  confines  both  of  hill  and  fea. 
Meantime  a  fcene  more  fplendid  hath  allur'd 
Her  fon's  attention.     His  tranfported  fight 
With  ecdafy  like  worfnip  long  purfues 
The  pomp  of  Xerxes  in  retreat,  the  throne, 
Which  Ihow'd  their  idol  to  the  nations  round. 
The  bounding  fleeds,  caparifon'd  in  gold. 
The  plumes,  the  chariots,  flandards.     He  excites 
Her  care,  exprefs'd  in  thefe  pathetic  flrains. 

Took  on  the  king  with  gratitude.     His  fire 
Prote6lcd  thine.     Himfelf  upholds  our  flate. 
By  loyalty  inflexible  repay 
The  obligation.     To  immortal  pow'rs 
The  adoration  of  thy  foul  confine  ; 
And  look  undazzled  on  the  pomp  of  man 
Moll  weak,  when  higheft.    Then  the  jealous  gods 
Watch  to  fupplant  him.  They  his  paths,  his  courts, 
His  chambers  fill  with  flatt'ry'spois'nous  fwarms, 
Whofe  honcy'd  bsne,  bj'kintrlv  pride  dcvour'd^ 
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Confumes  the  health  of  kinfrdoms.     Here  the  boy 
By  an  acteiuion,  which  furpafs'd  his  years, 
Unlocks  her  ininoft  bofom.     Thrice  accurb'd 
Be  thofc,  til'  indignant  heroine  purfiies, 
Thofe  who  ]>ave  tempted  their  imperial  lord 
To  that  prepofl'rous  arrogance,  which  call 
Chains  in  the  deep  to  manacle  the  waves, 
Chaftis'd  with  ftripes  in  heav'ns  offended  fight 
The  Hellefpont,  and  fondly  now  demands 
The  Spartans  bound.     O  child,  my  foul's  delight, 
Train'd  by  my  care  to  equitable  fway, 
And  imitation  of  the  gods  by  deeds 
To  merit  their  prote(5^ion,  heed  my  voice. 
They,  who  alone  can  tame,  or  fwell  the  floods, 
Compofe  the  winds,  or  guide  their  flrong  career, 
O'erwhelming  human  greatnefs,  will  confound 
Such  vanity  in  mortals.     On  our  fleet 
Their  indignation  hath  already  fall'n. 
Perhaps  our  boaftcd  army  is  prcpar'd 
A  prey,  for  death  to  vindicate  their  pow'r. 
This  faid,  a  curious  fearch  in  zv^ry  part 
Here  eye  renews.     Adjoining  to  the  ftreight*, 
Frefh  bloom'd  a  thicket  of  entwining  flirubs, 
A  feeminw  fence  to  fome  fequellcr'd  ground, 
By  travellers  unbeaten.     Swift  her  guards 
Addrefs'd  their  fpears  to  part  the  pliant  boughs. 
Held  back,  they  yield  a  paffage  to  the  queen, 
And  princely  boy.     DeUcious  to  their  fight 
Soft  dales  meandring,  Ihow  their  flow'ry  laps 
Among  rude  pile,  of  nature.     In  their  fides 
Of  rock  are  manrions  hewn;  nor  loaden  trees 
Of  clufter'd  fruit  are  wanting  :  but  no  found, 
Except  of  brooks  in  murmur,  and  the  fong 
Of  winged  warblers,  meets  the  lift'ning  ear. 
No  grazing  herd,  no  flock,  nor  human  form 
Is  feen,  no  careful  hufband  at  his  toil, 
Befide  her  threfhold  no  induflrious  wife, 
Uo  playful  child.     Inflruiftive  to  her  fon 
The  princefs  then.  Already  thefe  abodes 
Are  defolate.  Once  happy  in  their  homes 
Th'  inhabitants  forfake  them.  Plcafing  Icene 
Of  nature's  bounty,  foon  will  favage  Mars 
Peform  the  lovely  ringlets  of  thy  Ihrubs, 
And  coarfely  pluck  thy  violated  fruits 
Unripe;  will  deafen  with  his  clangour  fell 
Thy  tuneful  choirs.  1  mourn  thy  delHn'd  fpoil, 
Yet  come  thy  firll  defpoiler.  Captains,  plant. 
Ere  morning  breaks,  my  fecret  flandard  here. 
Come,  boy,  away.  Thy  fafety  will  I  truft 
To  Demaratu's ;  while  thy  mother  tries 
With  thefe  her  martial  followers,  what  fparks, 
Left  by  our  Doric  fathers,  yet  inflame 
Their  Ions  and  daughters  in  a  ftcrn  debate 
"With  other  Dorians,  who  have  never  breath'd 
The  foft'ning  gaksof  Afia,  never  bow'd 
In  forc'd  allegiance  to  Barbarian  thrones. 
Thou  heed  my  order.  Thofe  ingenuous  looks 
Of  difcontent  fupprcf^.    For  thee  this  fight 
Were  too  fevcre  a  kffon.  Thou  might'fi:  bleed 
Among  the  thoufands,  fated  to  e.xpire 
By  Sp.irta's  lance.  Let  Artemifia  die, 
Ye  all-difpofing  rulers,  but  prote*il: 
Her  fon.  Slie  ccas'd.  The  lionefs,  who  reigns 
Queen  of  the  forcfl,  terrible  in  Urcngth, 
And  prone  to  fury,  thus  by  nature  taught. 
Melts  o'er  her  youtig  in  b'lnndifhment  and  love. 

Now  flcwiy  tow'rds  the  Perfian  camp  her  flops 
lu  filence  fhc  directed  ;  when  a  voice, 


Sent  from  a  rock,  acrefli^e  which  feem'd 
To  none,  but  feather'd  pafTengers  of  air, 
By  this  reproof  detain'd  her.    Caria's  queen 
Art  thou,  to  Greece  by  Doric  blood  ally'd? 
ComTt  thou  to  lay  her  fruitful  meadows  wafle 
Thou  homager  of  tyrants  ?     Upward  gaz'd 
Th"  aftoiiifli'd  prxiicefs.     Lo  !  a  female  Ihape, 
Tali  and  .majeftic,  from  th'  impendent  ridge 
Look'd  awful  down.     A  holy  fillet  bound 
Her  graceful  iiair,  Jcofe  flowing.     S-jldom  wept 
Great  Artemifia.     Now  a  I'pringing  tear 
Between  her  eyelids  gleatn'd.      Too   true     (Le 

figh'd, 
A  homager  of  tyrants !  Voice  aufler^, 
And  prefence  half  divine  !   Again  the  voice. 

O  Artemifia,  hide  thy  Doric  fvvord. 
Let  no  barbarian  tyrant  through  thy  might, 
Thy  counfels,  valiant  as  thou  art  and  wife, 
Confume  the  holy  fanes,  deface  the  tombs. 
Subvert  the  laws  of  Greece,  her  fons  enthral. 

The   qneen   made   no  reply.     Her  breaft-plate 
heav'd. 
The  tremulous  attire  of  cov'riiig  mail 
Confefs'd  her  ftruggle.     She  at  length  excIaim'J. 

Olympian  rhund'rer,  from  thy  neighb'ring  hill 
Of  facred  oaths  remind  me  1     Then  afide 
She  turns  to  Ihun  that  majefty  of  form. 
In  folemn  founds  upbraiding.     Torn  her  thou'^hts 
She  feels.     A  painful  conflicl:  fhe  endures 
With  recollection  of  her  Doric  race  ; 
Till  gratitude,  reviving,  arms  her  bre?.fl. 
Her  royal  benefactor  flie  recals. 
Back  to  his  fight  precipitates  her  f!ep?, 

BOOK  V. 

THE    ARGUMEKT. 

Leonidas,  rifing  by  break  of  day,  hears  the  intel- 
ligence which  Agis  ar.d  Melibceus  bring  from  the 
upper  pals,  then  commands  a  body  of  Arcadians, 
with  the  Platffians  and  Thefpians,  to  be  drawn 
out  for  battle,  under  the  condu(ft  ol  Demophi- 
lus,  in  that  ()art  of  Thermopyl^  which  lies 
clofetothe  Phocian  wall,  frorn  whence  he  ha. 
rangue§  them.  The  enemy  approaches.  Diome- 
don  kills  Tigranes  in  fingle  combat.  Both  ar- 
mies join  battle.  Dithyrambus  kills  Phraor- 
tes.  The  Perfian?,  entirely  defeated,  are  purfu- 
ed  by  DeniophiUis  tr>  tlie  extremity  of  the  pafs. 
The  Arcadians,  iuconfideratcly  advancing  be- 
yond it,  fall  into  an  ambufli,  which  Artemifia 
had  laid  to  cover  the  retreat  of  the  Perfians. 
She  kills  Clonius,  but  is  herfelf  repulfed  byDe- 
mophilus.  Diomedon  and  Dithyrainbw:*  give 
chafe  to  her  broken  forces  over  the  plaias.  in  the 
fight  of  Perfia'i  camp,  whence  file  receives  no 
aliirtance.  She  rallies  a  fmall  body,  and,  facing 
the  enemy,  difables  Dithyrambus  by  a  blow  on 
his  helmet.  This  puts  the  Grecians  into  fotne 
confiifion,  and  gives  her  an  ojiportuniiy  of  pre-  ' 
ferving  the  remainder  of  her  Carians  by  a  time- 
ly retreat.  She  gains  the  camp,  accufes  Argef. 
tes  of  treachery,  Imt  pacified  hy  Demaratus,  is 
accompanied  by  him  with  a  thoufan<l  horfe,  to  , 
collccft  the  dead  bodies  of  fcei"  foldicrs  fur  fe-  I 
pulchrc.  I 
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Aurora  dawn'd.  Leonidas  arofe. 
With  Melibceus  Agis,  now  return'd, 
Addreis'd  the  king.  Along  the  mountain's  fide 
We  bent  our  journey.  On  our  way  a  voice, 
Loud  from  a  crag,  on  Melibceus  call'd. 
He  look'd  and  aniwer'd.  Mycon,  ancient  friend  '. 
Far  haft  thou  driv'n  thy  bearded  train  to-day  ; 
But  fortunate  thy  prefence.  None  like  thee. 
Inhabitant  of  Oeta  from  thy  birth. 
Can  furnifli  that  intelligence,  which  Greece 
Wants  for  her  fafety.  Alycon  fliow'd  a  track. 
We  mounted  high.  The  fummit  where  we  ftopp'd, 
Gave  to  the  fight  a  profpedl  wide  o'er  hills, 
<^'er  dales  and  forefts,  rocks,  and  dafhing  iioods 
In  catararts.  The  objecfl  of  ourfearch 
Beneath  us  lay,  the  fecret  pafs  to  Greece, 
Where  not  five  warriors  in  a  rank  can  tread. 
We  thence  defcended  to  the  Phocian  camp, 
Befet  with  fcatter'd  oaks,  which  rofe  and  fpread 
It)  height  ai>d  fhade  ;  on  whofe  fuftaining  boughs 
Were  hung  in  fnowy  folds  a  thoufand  tents, 
Containing  each  a  Phociau  heavy-mail'd. 
With,  two  light-weapon'd  menials.    Northward 

ends 
The  vale,  contradled  to  that  narrow  ftreight. 
Which  firft  we  faw  with  Mycon.  Prudent  care 
Like  yours  alleviates  mine,  well  pleas'd  the  king 
Reply 'd.  Now,  Agis,  from  Arcadia's  bands 
Select  a  thoufand  fpears.  To  them  unite 
Tlie  Thefpians  and  Platseans.   Draw  tlieir  lines 
Beneath  the  wall,  which  fortifies  the  pafs. 
There,  clofe  embody'd,  will  their  might  repulfe 
The  num'rous  foe.     Demophilus  falute. 
Approv'd  in  martial  fervice  him  I  name 
The  chief  fupreme.     Obedient  to  his  will 
Th'  appointed  warriors,  illuing  from  the  tents, 
Fill  their  deep  files,  and  v/atch  the  high  command. 
So  round  their  monarch,  in  his  ftormy  hall. 
The  winds  alTemble.  From  his  dutky  throne 
Flis  dreadful  mandates  ^Eolus  proclaims 
To  fwellthe  main,  or  heav'n  with  clouds  deform. 
Or  bend  the  foreft  from  the  mountain's  brow. 
Laconia's  leader  from  tlie  rampart's  height 
To  battle  thus  the  lift'ning  hoft  inflames. 

This  day,  O  Grecians,  countrymen,  and  friends, 
Your  wives,  your  offipring,  your  paternal  feats, 
Your  parents,  country,  liberty,  and  laws. 
Demand  your  fwords.  You  gen'rous,  active,  brave, 
Vers'd  in  the  various  difcipline  of  Mars, 
Are  now  to  grapple  with  ignoble  foes 
In  war  unfliilful,  nature's  bafeft  drofs, 
And  thence  a  monarch's  mercenary  (laves. 
Relax'd  their  limbs,  their  fpirits  are  deprav'd 
By  eaftern  floth  and  pleafures.  Hire  their  caufe, 
Their  only  fruit  of  vidtory  is  fpoil. 
They  know  not  freedom,  nor  its  lib'ral  cares. 
Such  is  the  flow'r  of  Afia's  hoft.  The  reft. 
Who  fill  her  boafted  numbers,  are  a  crowd, 
Forc'd  from  their  homes ;  a  populace  in  peace 
By  jealous  tyranny  difarm'd,  in  war 
Their  tyrant's  vidlims.  Taught  in  paffive  grief 
To  bear  the  rapine,  cruelty,  and  fpurns 
Of  Xerxes'  mercenary  band,  they  pine 
In  fervitude  to  Haves.  With  terror  founds 
The  trumpet's  clangour  in  their  trembling  ears. 
Unwonted  loads,  the  buckler  and  the  lance 
Their  hands  fuftain^  encumbei'd,  and  prefent 


The  mockery  of  war .But  ev'ry  eye 

Shoots  forth  impatient  flames.  Your  gallant  breads 
Too  long  their  fw^lling  fpirit  have  confin'd. 
Go  then,  ye  fons  of  liberty  ;  go,  fweep 
Thefe  bondmen  from  the  field.  Refiftlefs  rend 
The  glitt'ring  ftandard  from  their  fervile  grafp. 
Hurl  to  the  ground  their  ignominious  heads, 
The  warrior's  helm  profaning.  Think,  the  Ihades 
Of  your  forefathers  lift  their  facred  brows, 
Here  to  enjoy  the  glory  of  their  Ions, 

He  fpake.  Loud  paeans  iflue  from  the  Greeks. 
In  fierce  reply  barbarian  fliouts  afcend 
From  hoftile  nations,  thronging  down  the  pafs. 
Such  is  the  roar  of  TEtna,  when  his  mouth 
Difplodes  combuftion  from  his  fnlph'rous  depths, 
To  blaft  the  fmiles  of  nature.     Dauntlefsftood, 
lu  deep  array  before  the  Phocian  wall 
The  phalanx,  wedg'd  with  implicated  fhlelds. 
And  fpears  protended,  like  the  graceful  range 
Of  arduous  elms,  whofe  interwoven  boughs 
Before  fome  rural  palace,  wide  expand, 
Their  venerable  umbrage  to  retard 
The  north's  impetuous  wing.  As  o'er  the  main. 
In  lucid  rows,  the  rifing  waves  refleifl 
The  iun's  effulgence  ;  fo  the  Grecian  helms 
Return'd  his  light,  which  o'er  their  convex  pour'd 
A  fplendour,  fcatter'd  through  the  dancing  pliunes. 

Down  rufti  the  foes.  Exulting  in  their  van. 
Their  haughty  leader  (hakes  his  threat'ning  lance. 
Provoking  battle.  Inftant  from  his  rank 
Diomedon  burfts  furious.  On  he  fcrides. 
Confronts  Tigranes,  whom  he  thus  defies. 

Now  art  thou  met,  barbarian.  'vVouldft  thou 
prove 
Thy  adlions  equal  to  thy  vaunts,  command 
Thy  troops  to  halt,  while  thou  arid  I  engage, 

Tigranes,  turning  to  the  Perfians,  fpake. 
My  friends  and  foldiers,  check  your  martial  hafte. 
While  my  ftrong  lance  that  Grecian's  pride  con»' 
founds. 
He  ceas'd.  In  dreadful  oppofition  foon 
Each  combatant  advanc'd.  Their  finewy  hands 
Grip'd  fait  their  fpears,  high  brandifli'd.     Thrice 

they  drove, 
With  well-diredted  force,  the  pointed  fteel 
At  cither's  throat,  and  thrice  their  wary  (hields 
Repell'd  the  menac'd  wound.  The  Afian  chief 
At  length,  with  pow'rs  colledled  for  the  ftroke. 
His  weapon  rivets  in  the  Grecian  targe. 
Afide  Diomedon  inclines,  and  fliuns 
Approaching  fate  ;  then  all  his  martial  (kill 
Undaunted  fummons.    His  forfaken  fpear 
Befide  him  caft,  his  faulchion  he  unfheaths. 
The  blade,  defcending  on  Tigranes'  arm. 
That  inftant  ftruggling  to  redeem  his  lance. 
The  nervous  hand  diflevers.     Pale  affright 
Unmans  the  Perfian  ;  while  his  adlive  foe 
Full  on  his  neck  difcharg'd  the  rapid  fword, 
Which  open'd  wide  the  purple  gates  of  death- 
Low  finks  Tigranes  in  eternal  fliade. 
His  proftrate  limbs  the  conqueror  beftrides; 
Then  in  a  tuft  of  blood-diftilling  hair 
His  hand  entwining,  from  the  mangled  trunk 
The  head  disjoins,    and  whirls  with   raatchlefs 

rtrength 
Among  the  adverfe  legion?.     All  in  dread 
Recoil'd,  where'er  the  ghaftJy  vifage  flew 
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In  fano^uine  circles  and  purlu'd  its  track 
©f  horror  through  the  air.    Not  more  aniaz'd, 
A  barb'rous  nation,  whom  the  cliccriul  dawn 
Of  fciencL  ne'er  iiluniin'd,  view  on  high 
A  meteor,  waving  its  portentous  fires ; 
Where  oft,  as  fupcrftition  vainly  dreams, 
Some  demon  fits  amid  the  baneful  blaze, 
Difperfing  plague  and  defohtion  round. 
A  while  the  flern  Diom'edon  rcmain'd 
Triumjihant  o'er  the  dire  diirnay,  which  froze 
The  heart  of  Pcrfia;   then  with  haughty  pace 
In  fulleii  joy  among  his  gludfome  friends 
Kefum'd  his  llation.    Still  tlie  hof^fle  throng 
]n  confternation  motionlefs  fufpcnd 
'J'hc   charge.     Their  drooping   hearts  Phraortes 
warms. 
Heav'n  !  can  one  leader's  fate  appal  this  hofl, 
Which  counts  a  train  of  princes  for 'its  chiefs  ? 
Behold  Phraortes.    From  Niphates'  rido-e 
i  draw  my  fubjedl  files.    My  hardy  toil° 
'Fhrough  pathlefs  woods  and  deferts  hath  explor'd 
The  tiger's  cavern.    This  unconquer'd  hand 
Hath  from  the  lion  rent  his  fhaggy  hide. 
ISo  through  this  field  of  flaughter  will  1  chafe 
Yon  vaunting  Greek.    His  ardent  words  revive 
Declining  valour  in  the  van.    His  lance 
Then  in  the  rear  he  brandifhes.    The  crowd 
3efore  his  threat'ning  ire,  affrighted,  roll 
Their  numbers  headlong  on  the  Grecian  fleel. 
Thus  with  his  trident  ocean's  angry  god 
From  their  vafl  bottom  turns  the  mighty  mafs 
Of  waters  upward,  and  o'erwhelms  the'beach. 

Tremendous  frown'd  the  fierce  Plataean  chief 
Full  in  the  battle's  front.    His  ample  fnield 
Tike  a  flrong  bulwark  prominent  he  rais'd 
Before  tlie  line.    There  thunder'd  all  the  llorm 
Of  darts  and  arrows.    His  undaunted  train 
In  emulating  ardour  charg'd  the  foe. 
Where'er  they  turn'd  the'formidable  fpears. 
Which  drench'd  the  glebe  of  Maratf.on  in.blood, 
Barbarian  dead  lay  heap'd.    Diomedon 
Ted  on  the  flaughter.    From  his  nodding  crefl 
The  fable  plumes  ihook  terror.    Alia's  holl 
-■shrunk  back,  as  blafted  by  the  piercing  beams 
Of  that  uncoiKjucrable  fword,  which  fell 
With  lightning's  fwiftnefs  on  diffever'd  iiehns, 
And,  menacing  Tigranes'  doom  to  all, 
Their  multitude  difpers'd.    The  furious  chief, 
Fncompafs'd  round  by  carnage,  and  befmear'd 
With  fanguinc  drops,  enflames  his  Avariihe  friends. 

O  Ditl'.yranibus,  let  thy  deeds  this  day 
Surmotuit  their  wonted  luftre.    'Fhou  in  arms, 
Demophilus,  worn  gray,  thy  youth  recal. 
Behold,  thefe  flaves  without  refiftance  bleed. 
Advance,  my  hoary  friend.    Propitious  fame 
Smiles  on  thy  years.    t;he  grants  thy  aged  hand 
To  pluck  frefh  laurels  for  thy  hriiiour'd  brow. 

As,  wlien  endu'd  with  Promethean  heat, 
The  molten  clay  refpir'd;  a  fudden  warmth 
Glows  in  the  venerable  Thefpian's  veins ; 
In  cv'ry  finew  new-born  vigour  fwells. 
His  falchion,  thund'ring  on  Chcrafmcs'  helm, 
The  fon  head  cleaves.    F.cbatana  to  war 
Sent  forth  Cherafines.    From  her  potent  gates 
He  proud  '<:\  hope  her  fwarming  numbers  led. 
Him  Ariaziis  and  Peucefles  joiu'd. 
His  martial  brotJu  r^.    They  attend  his  fate, 
By  Dithjrrambus  pierc'd.    '1  heir  hoary  fire 


Shall  o'er  his  folitary  palacr  roam  ; 
Lamenting  luul  his  ehildlels  years,  fliall  cutfc 
Ambition's  fury,  and  the  luft  of  war, 
I'heii,  pining,  bow  in  anguifli  to  the  grave. 

Next  by  the  fierce  Placxan's  fatal  fword 
Expir'd  Damates,  once  the  hoft  and  friend 
Of  fall'n  I'igranes.    By  his  fide  to  fight 
He  left  his  native  bands.    Of  Syrian  birth 
In  Daplme  he  refided  near  the  grove, 
Whofe  hofnitable  laurels  in  their  fliade 
Conctal'd  the  virgin  fugitive;  averfe 
To  young  Apollo.    Hither  file  retir'd 
Far  from  her  parent  fliream.    Here  fables  feio-D, 
Merlelf  a  laurel  chang'd  her  golden  hair 
To  verdant  leaves  in  this  retreat,  the  grove 
Of  Daphne  call'd,  the  feat  of  rural  blifs, 
Faini'd  by  the  breath  of  fcephyrs,  and  with  rills 
From  bubbling  founts  irriguous,  Syria's  boaft, 
"J'he  happy  rival  of  Theffalia's  vale. 
Now  hiJ  for  ever  from  Damates'  eyes. 

Demophilus,  wife  leader,  foon  improves 
Advantage.    All  the  vef  rans  of  his  troop, 
In  age  his  equals,  to  condcnfc  the  files, 
To  rivet  dole  their  bucklers  he  commands. 
As  fomk-  broad  vcflll,  heavy  in  her  flrength, 
But  well-compad-cd,  when  a  fav'ring  gafe 
Invites  the  ficilful  niafier  to  expand 
The  fails  at  large,  her  flow  but  fl^cady  courfc 
Impels  through  myriads  of  dividing  waves  ; 
So,  unrefilled,  through  Barbarian  throngs 
The  hoary  jihalanx  pafs'd.    Arcadia's  fons 
Purfu'd  more  fwift.    Gigantic  Clonius  prcfs'd 
The  yielding  Perfians,  who  before  him  funk, 
Crulh'd  like  vib  fhibbie  underneath  the  fitps 
Of  fomc  glad  peafant,  vifiting  his  fields 
Of  new-fliorn  harveft.    On  the  gen'ral  rout 
Phraortes  look'd  intrepid  flill.    He  fpran-i- 
O'er  hilh  of  carnage  to  confront  the  foe. 
His  own  inglorious  friends  he  thus  reproach'd. 
_  Fly  then,  ye  cowards,  and  defert  your  chief. 
Yet  finglc  here  my  target  fiiall  oppofe 
The  fliock  of  thoufancis.    Raging,  he  impels 
His  dcathful  point  through  Arifiandcr's  bread. 
Him  Dithyrambus  lov'd.    A  facred  bard, 
RevLT'd  for  jullice,  for  his  verfe  renovvn'd. 
He  lung  the  deeds  of  heroes,  thofe  who  fell, 
Or  thofe  who  conquer'd  in  their  couHtry's  caufc, 
Th'  enraptur'd  ioul  infpiring  v.Tth  the  love 
Of  glory,  carn'd  by  virtue.    Ilis  high  ftrain 
The  mufes  favour'd  from  their  neighi)'rin"-  bow'rs 
And  hki'i'd  with  heav'nly  nitlojy  Ids  lyre. 
No  more  fiom  Th<  fpia  Ihall  his  feet  afctnd 
The  fiiady  fiecp  of  Helicon  ;  no  more 
1  h"  ftream  divine  of  Aganippe's  fount 
Bedew  his  lip  harmonious  :  nor  his  hands, 
Which,  dying,  grafp  the  unforfaken  lance. 
And  prc-flrate  buckler,  evermore  accord 
His  lofty  numbers  to  the  founding  fiiell. 
Lo  !  Dithyrambus  weeps.    Amid  the  rage 
Ot  war  anil  conquefl  fwifrly-gufliing  tears 
Find  one  fad  moment's  interval  to  fall 
On  his  pale  friend.    But  foon  the  vi<ftor  proves 
His  ftern  revenge,     'Fhrough  fliield  and  corfelet 

plung'd. 
His  forceful  blade  divides  the  PerCan's  clicft; 
"Whence  ifl^ue  flreams  of  royal  blood,  dcriv'd 
From  ancellors,  who  fway'd  in  Ninus  old 
Th'  Afl'yriun  fceptrc.    He  to  Xerxes'  throue 
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A  tributary  fatrap  nil\l  tiic  v;ilcs. 
Where  Tigris  fvvift  between  the  parted  hills 
Of  tall  Niphates  drew  his  foamy  tide, 
Impregnating  tlie  meads.    Phraortes  finks, 
Not  inltantly  expiring.    Still  his  eyes 
Flafii  indignation,  while  the  Perfians  fly. 

Beyond  the  Malian  entrance  of  the  llreights 
Th'  Arcadians  rufh  ;  when,  uuperceiv'd  liil  felt. 
Spring  from  concealment  in  a  thicket  deep 
New  fwarms  of  warriors,  cluft-'ring  on  the  flank 
Of  thefe  unwary  Grecians.    Tow'rds  the  bay 
They  fhrink  ;  they  totter  on  the  fearful  edge, 
Which  overhangs  a  precipice.'  Surpris'd, 
The  flrength  of  Clonius  fails.    His  giant  bulk 
Beneath  tiie  chieftain  of  th'  affailing  band 
Falls  proflrate.    Thefpians  and  Plat:Eans  wave 
Auxlliar  enfigns.    They  encounter  foes, 
Refembling  Greeks  in  difcipline  and  arms. 
Dire  is  the  fhock.    What  lefs,  than  Caria's  queen 
In  their  career  of  victory  could  check 
Such  warriors.''    Fierce  The  druggies;  while  the 

rout 
Of  Medes  and  Ciffians  carry  to  the  camp 
Contagious  terror ;  thence  no  fuccour  flows. 
Demophilus  flands  firm  ;  the  Carian  band 
At  length  recoil  before  him.    Keen  purfuit 
He  leaves  to  others,  like  th'  almighty  ure, 
Who  fits  unfhaken  on  his  throne,  while  floods. 
His  inftruments  of  wrath,  o'erwhclm  the  earth, 
And  whirlwinds  level  on  her  hills  the  growth 
Of  proudcft  cedars.    Through  the  yielding  crowd 
Plataa's  chief  and  Dithyrambus  range 
Triumphant  fide  by  fide.    Thus  o'er  the  field. 
Where  bright  Alpheus  heard  the  rattling  car, 
And  concave  hoof  along  his  echoing  banks. 
Two  gen'rous  courfers,  Hnk'd  in  mutual  reins. 
In  fpecd,  in  ardour  equal,  beat  the  dufi:, 
To  reach  the  glories  of  Olympia's  goal. 
Th'  intrepid  hemes  on  the  plain  advance. 
They  prefs  the  Carian  rear.    Not  long  the  queen 
Endures  that  fliame.    Her  people's  dying  groans 
Tranfpierce  her  bofom.    On  their  bleeding  limbs 
JShe  looks  maternal,  feels  maternal  pangs. 
A  troop  Ihe  rallies.    Goddefs-like  fl^e  turns. 
Not  lefs  than  Pallas  with  her  Gorgon  ihield. 
Whole  ranks  flie  covers,  like  th'  imperial  bird 
Extending  o'er  a  neft  of  callow  young 
Her  pinion  broad,  and  pointing  fierce  her  beak. 
Her  claws  outflretch'd.     The  Thefpian's  ardent 

hand. 
From  common  lives  refraining,  hafles  to  fnatch 
More  fplcndid  laurels  from  that  nobler  head. 
His  pond'rous  falchion,  fwift  defcending,  bears 
Her  buckler  down,  thence  glancing,  cuts  the  thong, 
Which  holds  her  headpiece  fait.   That  golden  fence 
Drops  down.    Thick  trefles,  unconlin'd,  difclajc 
A  female  warrior  ;  one  whofe  fummer  pride  > 
Of  fleeting  beauty  had  begun  to  fade. 
Yet  by  th'  heroic  charadler  fupply'd. 
Which  gvevj  more  awful,  as  the  touch  of  time 
Reniov'd  the  foft'ning  graces.    Back  he  fteps, 
Unmann'd  by  wonder.    With  indignant  eyes. 
Fire-darting,  flie  advances.    Both  her  hands 
Full  on  his  crcfl;  difcharge  the  furious  blade. 
The  forceful  blow  compels  him  to  recede 
"Yet  further  back,unwoundcd,  though  confus'd. 
His  foldiers  flock  around  him.    From  a  i'cene 
Of  bleed  more  diHiUit  fpeeds  Platxa's  chki. 


Tlie  fair  occ^fion  of  fufpendcd  fight 
She  feiz&s,  bright  in  glory  wheels  away, 
And  faves  her  Carian  remnant;  while  his  friend 
In  fervent  founds  Diomedon  belpake. 

If  thou  art  flain,  I  curfe  this  glorious  day. 
Be  all  thy  trophies,  be  my  own  accurs'd. 

The  youth,  recover'd,  anfwers  in  afmile. 
I  am  unhurt.    The  weighty  'nlow  proclaim'd 
'I'he  queen  of  Caria,  or  Bellona's  arm. 
Our  ioujTcr  flay  Demophilus  may  blame. 
Eet  us  prevent  his  call.    This  faid,  their  flaps 
They  turn,  both  ftriding  through  empurpled  heap?? 
Of  arms,  and  mangled  flain,  themfelves  with  gore 
Difcain'd,  like  two  grim  tigers,  who  have  forc'd 
A  nightly  manfion,  011  the  defert  rais'd 
By  feme  lone-wand'ring  traveller,  then  dy'd 
In  human  crimibn,  through  the  forefl  deep 
Back  to  their  covert's  dreary  gloom  retire. 

Stern  Artemifia,  fweeping  o-'er  the  field» 
Burfts  into  Afia's  camp.    A  furious  look 
Slic  cails  around.    Abrocomes  remote 
With  Hyperanthes  from  the  king  were  fent. 
She  fees  Argefi:es  in  that  quarter  chief. 
Who  from  battalions  numberlefs  had  fpar'd 
Not  one  to  fuccour,  but  his  malice  gorg'd 
With  her  diftrefs.    Her  anger  now  augments. 
Revenge  frowns  gloomy  on  her  darken'd  browr. 
He  cautious  moves  to  Xerxes,  where  he  fat 
High  on  his  car.    She  follows,   l.ofl:  her  helm, 
Refign'd  to  fportive  winds  her  clufler'd  locks, 
Wild,  but  majeflic  like  the  waving  boughs 
Of  fume  proud  elm,  the  glory  of  the  grove. 
And  full  in  foliage.    Her  emblazon'd  fhield 
With  gore  is  tarnifli'd.    Pale  around  are  feen 
All  faint,  ail  ghallly  from  repeated  wounds 
Her  bleeding  foldiers.    Brandifliing  her  fword, 
I'o  them  fhe  points,  to  Xerxes  thus  fne  fpeaks. 

Behold  thefe  mangled  Carians,  who  have  fpent 
Tb.eir  vital  current  in  the  king's  defence, 
F.v'n  in  his  fight ;  while  Medes  and  Cifliansfled-, 
By  thele  proteiited,  whom  Argefles  faw 
Purfu'd  by  flaughter  to  thy  very  camp. 
Yet  left  unhelp'd  to  perifli.    Ruling  fire, 
Tet  Horomazes  be  thy  name,  or  Jove, 
To  thee  appealing,  of  the  king  I  claim 
A  day  fcr  juiiice.    Monarch,  tg  my  arm 
Give  him  a  prey.    Let  Artcmifia's  truth 
Chaflife  his  treafon.    With  an  eye  fubmifs, 
A  mien  obfequioas,  and  u  foothing  tone 
I'o  cheat  the  king,  to  moderate  her  ire 
iVrgeflcs  utters  thefe  fallacious  words. 

May  Horomazes  leave  the  fiend  at  large 
To  blaft  my  earthly  happinefs,  confine 
Amid  the  horrors  of  his  own  abode 
My  ghoft  hereafter,  if  the  facred  charge 
Of  Xerxes'  perfon  was  not  my  reftraint, 
iViy  f.jle  reftraint !  To  him  our  all  is  due, 
(3ur  all  how  trifling,  with  hisfafety  weigh'd. 
Hi^  prefervation  I  prefer  to  fame, 
And  bright  occafion  for  immortal  deeds 
Forego, in  duty.    Elfe  my  helpful  iword. 
Fair  heroine  of  Afia,  hadfl;  thou  feen 
Among  the  foremoft:  blazing.    Lo !  the  king 
A  royal  prefent  will  on  thee  befl;ow, 
Pci fumes  and  precious  unguents  on  the  dead, 
A  golden  wreath  to  each  furvivor  brave. 

Aw'd  by  her  fpirit,  by  the  flatt'rers  fpell 
Dcliid-'d,  languid  Ihrough  difmay  and  (h?,mc 
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At  hisdifeat,  thf  monarch  for  a  time 

Sat  mute,  at  leiij^th  unlock' J  his  falt'ring  lips. 

Thou  hear'ft,  great  princcfs.    Reft  content.    Ills 
words 
I  ratify.    Yet  farther,  I  proclaim 
Thee  of  my  train  firll  counfcllor  and  chief. 

O  caglt-ey'd  difccrimicnt  in  the  king ! 

0  wifdom  equal  to  his  boundlefs  power  ! 
The  purpled  fycophant  ixcliiinis.    Thou  fccfl 
Her  matchlefs  talents.    Wanting  her,  thy  fleet, 
The  floating  bulwark  of  our  hopes,  laments, 
Foil'd  in  her  abfencc,  in  her  condudl:  fafc. 
Thy  penetrating  fight  dircifls  the  field  ; 
There  let  her  worth  be  hazarded  no  more. 

Thy  words  are  wile,  the  blinded  prince  rejoins. 
Return,  brave  Carian,  to  thy  naval  charge. 

'I'hus  to  remove  her  from  the  royal  car 
Malicious  guile  prevails.    Redoubled  rage 
•Swells  in  her  bofom.    Ucmaratus  fees 
And  calms  the  florm  by  rend'ring  up  his  charge 
To  her  maternal  hand.    Her  fon  bclov'd 
Difpelsthe  furies.    'I'iien  the  .Spartan  thus: 

O  Artemifia,  of  the  king's  eonmiand 
Be  thou  obfervant.    To  thy  flaughter'J  friends 
Immediate  care,  far  other  tlian  revenge, 
Is  due.    The  ravens  gather.    From  his  ncfk 
Among  thole  clifts  the  eagle's  rapid  flight 
Denotes  his  fccnt  of  carnage.    Thou,  a  Greek, 
Well  know'il  the  duty  facred  to  the  dead. 
Depart ;  thy  guide  is  piety.    CoUeft, 
Tor  honouraole  fepulchres  prepare 
Thofe  bodies,  mark'd  with  honourable  wounds. 

1  will  afTift  thee.    Xer.xes  will  intruft 

To  my  command  a  chofen  guard  of  horfe. 

As  oft,  when  flormsin  fummer  have  o'ercafh 
The  night  with  double  darkncfs,  only  pierc'd 
By  heav'n's  blue  fire,  while  thunder  fliakes  the 

pole, 
The  orient  fun,  difFiifing  genial  warmth. 
Refines  the  troubled  air;  the  blaft  is  mute; 
Death-pointed  flames  difperfe;  and  placid  Jove 
Xiooks  down  in  fniiles:  fo  prudence  from  the  lips 
Of  Demaratus,  by  his  tone,  his  mien. 
His  afpe(5l  flrength'ning  imooth  pcrfuafion's  flow, 
Compos'd  her  fpirit.    .She  with  him  departs. 
The  king  afhgns  a  thoufand  horfe  to  guard 
Th'  Jlluftrious  exile,  and  heroic  dame. 

BOOK  VI. 

THE   ARGUMENT. 

The  Grecian  commanders,  after  the  purfult,  retire 
for  refrefhment  to  a  cave  in  the  fide  of  numnt 
Oeta.  Dcmophilus  returns  to  tl'.c  camp  ;  Dio- 
medon  remains  in  the  cave  ;  while  Dithyram- 
bus,  difcovering  a  paffage  through  it,  afccnds  to 
the  temple  of  the  niufes.  After  a  long  difcourfe 
with  MelifTa,  the  daughter  of  Oileus,  Ihe  intrufls 
him  with  a  folemn  mclTage  to  Leonidas.  Dithy- 
lambus  deputes  this  charge  to  Megifcias,  the  au- 
gur. Leonidas,  recalling  the  forces,  firfl  engag- 
ed, fends  down  a  frefh  Body.  Diomcdoa  and 
Dithyrambus  arc  permitted,  on  their  own  re- 
quell,  to  continue  in  the  field  v.ith  the  Plata;- 
ans.  By  the  advice  of  Diomcdon,  the  Grecians 
advance  to  the  broadcfl  part  of  Thermopy!x, 
■where  they  form  a  line  of  twenty  in  depth,  con- 
fiftiDg  of  the  riata;ar.5,  MautiiieaiU;  Tcg.x-anr,  i 
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rhcbans,  Corinthians,  PhliafianS,  and  Myce« 
n:eans.  The  Spartans  compofe  a  fecond  line  in 
a  narrower  part.  Behind  them  are  placed  the 
light  armed  troops  under  Alplieus,  and  further 
back  a  phalanx  of  Locrians  under  Medon,  the 
fon  of  Oileus.     Dicneces  commands  the  whole. 

Now  Dithyrambus  and  Plat^ca's  chief. 
Their  former  pofl  attaining,  had  rcjoin'd 
Dcmophilus.    Recumbent  on  his  fhield 
Phraortcs,  gafping  there,  attracfts  their  fight. 
Ti)  him  in  pity  Tlicfpia's  gallant  youth 
Approaching,  thus  his  gen'rous  f(Mil  exprefs'd. 

Liv'll  tiiou,  brave  Pcrfian  .'  By  propitious  Jove^' 
From  whom  the  pleafing  flrcam  of  mercy  flows 
Through  mortal  i)ofoms,  lefs  my  foul  rejoic'd, 
When  fortune  blef»"d  wirh  vidory  my  arm. 
Than  now  to  raife  thee  from  this  field  of  death. 

His  languid  eyes  the  dying  prince  unclos'd, 
Then  with  expiring  voice.    Vain  man,  forbear 
To  proffer  me,  what  foon  thyfclf  mud  crave. 
The  day  is  quite  extinguifli'd  in  thefe  orbs. 
One  moment  fate  allows  me  to  difdain 
Thy  mercy,  Grecian.    Now  I  yield  to  death. 

This  efTort  made,  the  haughty  fpirit  fled. 
So  (lioots  a  meteor's  tranfitory  gleam 
Through  nitrous  folds  of  blaak  nodlurnal  clouds, 
Then  diffipates  for  ever.    O'er  the  corfe 
His  rev'rend  face  Dcmophilus  inclin'd, 
Pois'd  on  his  lance,  and  thus  addrefs'd  the  flain. 

Alas  !  how  glorious  were  that  bleeding  brcaft, 
Had  juflicc  brac'd  the  buckler  on  thy  arm, 
And  to  prcfcrve  a  people  bade  thee  die. 
V\'ho  now  fliall  mourn  thee  !  Thy  ungrateful  king 
Will  foon  forget  thy  worth.    Thy  native  land 
M.iy  raife  an  empty  monument,  but  feel 
No  public  forrow.    Thy  recorded  name 
Shall  wake  among  thy  countrynien  no  fighs 
For  their  lofl  hero.    What  to  them  avaii'd 
Thy  might,  thy  dauntlefs  fpirit  ?  Not  to  g-uard 
Their  wives,  their  offspring  from  th'  oppreffor'e 

hand ; 
But  to  extend  opprrffion  didfk  thou  fall. 
Perhaps  with  inbcrn  virtues  in  thy  foul. 
Which,  but  thy  froward  deftiny  forbade, 
By  freedom  cherifh'd,  might  have  hltfs'd  mankind. 
All-bounteous  nature,  thy  impartial  laws 
To  no  feledted  race  of  men  confine 
The  fenfe  of  glory,  fortitude,  and  all 
The  nobler  paffions,  which  exalt  the  mind, 
.A.nJ  render  life  illuflrious.    Thefe  thou  plant'ft 
In  cv'ry  foil.    But  freedom  like  the  fun 
Muft  warm  the  gen'rous  feeds.    By  her  alone 
They  Llooni,  they  flourifii ;  while  oppreffion  blafts 
The  tender  virtues  :  hence  r.  fpurious  growth, 
Falff  honour,  favage  valour  taint  the  foul. 
And  wild  ambition  :  hence  rapacious  pow'r 
The  ravaged  earth  unpeoples,  and  the  brave, 
A  feail  for  dogs,  th'  cnfanguin'd  field  beflrew. 

He  faid.    Around  the  venerable  man 
The  warriors  throng'd  attentive.  Conqucfl  hufh'd 
Its  joyful  tranfports.    O'er  the  horrid  field. 
Rude  fccne  fo  late  of  tumult,  all  was  calm. 
So,  when  th:'  fong  of  Thracian  Orpheus  drew 
To  Hohrus'  margin  from  their  dreary  feats 
The  favage  breed,  which  Hxmus,  wrapp'd  in 

cloud,, 
Pangruus  ccld,  and  Rhodopean  fnows 
In  hiood  and  difcord  nurs'd,  the  fcothing  llraia 
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Flow'dwith  enchantment  through  the  ravifh'd  ear, 
rheir  fiercenefs  melted,  and,  amaz'd,  they  learn'd 
irhe  facred  laws  of  juftice,  which  the  bard 
(Vlix'd  with  the  mufic  of  his  heavenly  ftring. 
'    Meantime  th'  Arcadians  with  inverted  arms 
knd  banners,  fad  and  folemn  on  their  fhields 
l["he  giant  limbs  of  Clonius  bore  along 
iPo  fpread  a  gen'ral  woe.    The  noble  corfe, 
pire  fpeiSaele  of  carnage,  paffing  by 
iFo  thofc  laft  honours,  which  the  dead  partake, 
'itruck  Dithyrambus.    Swift  his  melted  eye 
jleview'd  Phraoites  on  the  rock  fupinc  ; 
Then  on  the  fage  Demophilus  he  look'd 
ntent,  and  fpake.    My  heart  retains  thy  words. 
'rhis  hour  may  witnefs  how  rapacious  pow'r 
Irhe  earth  unpeoples.    Clonius  is  no  more. 
Jut  he,  by  Greece  lamented,  will  acquire 
|\.  fignal  tomb.    This  gallant  Perfian,  crulh'd 
jJeneath  my  fortune,  bath'd  in  blood  ftill  warm, 
jvlay  lie  forgotten  by  his  thanklefs  king  ; 
'fet.not  by  mc  negleifted  fhall  remain 
A  nr.ked  corfe.   The  good  old  man  replies. 
j    My  gen'rous  child,  deferving  that  fuccefs 
[rhy  arm  hath  gain'd  !  When  vital  breath  is  fled, 
Dur  friends,  our  foes  are  equal  dufl.    Both  claim 
|rhe  fun'ral  palTage  to  that  future  feat 
Of  being,  whei-e  no  enmity  revives. 
'fhere  Greek  and  Perfian  will  together  quaff 
n  amaranthine  bow'rs  the  cup  of  blifs 
immortal.    Him  thy  valour  fiew  on  earth, 
in  that  blafs'd  region  thou  may'ft  find  a  friend, 
I    Tliis  faid,  the  ready  Thefpians  he  commands 
[Po  lift  Phraortes  from  his  bed  of  death, 
ll'h'  empurpled  rock.      OatllretchM   on   targets 
I  broad, 

'luftain'd  by  hands  late  hoftile,  now  humane, 
Iric  follows  Clonius  to  the  fun'ral  pyre. 

A  cave  not  diftant  from  the  Phocian  wall 
Through  Oeta  s  cloven  Tide  had  nature  form'd 
I  n  fpacious  windings.    This  in  mofs  (he  clad  ; 
D'er  half  the  entrance  downward  from  the  roots 
|She  hung  the  fhaggy  trunks  of  branching  firs, 
To  heav'n's  hot  ray  impervious.    Near  the  mouth 
,R.elucent  laurels  fpread  before  the  fun 
A  broad  and  vivid  foliage.    High  above. 
The  hill  was  darken'd  by  a  folemn  fhadc, 
(DifFus'd  from  ancient  cedars.    To  this  cave 
Diomedon,  Demophilws  refort, 
And  Thefpia's  youth.    A  deep  recefs  appears, 
iCool  as  the  azure  grot,  where  Thetis  flecps 
.Beneath  the  vaulted  ocean.    Whifper'd  founds 
Of  waters,  trilling  froni  the  riven  flone 
To  feed  a  fountain  on  the  rocky  floor, 
In  pureft  llrcamso'erflowing  to  the  fca. 
Allure  the  warriors  hot  with  toil  and  thirft 
To  this  retreat  ferene.    Again!!  the  fules 
Their  difencumbet'd  hands  repofe  their  Ihields; 
The  helms  they  loofen  from  their  glowing  cheeks ; 
jPropp'd  on  their  fpcars,  they  reft  :  when  Agis 
I  brings 

[From  Lacedemon's  leader  thefe  commands, 
I     Leonidas  recals  you  from  your  toils, 
I  Ye  meritorious  Grecians.    You  have  reap'd 
i  The  firft  bright  harvefl  on  the  field  of  fame. 
Our  eyes  in  wonder  from  the  Phocian  wall 
I  On  your  unequall'd  deeds  inceflant  gaz'd. 
To  whom  Plats  a's  chief.    Go,  Agis,  fay 
1  To  Lacedemon's  rukr,  that,  untir'd, 


Diomedon  can  yet  exalt  his  fpear, 
Nor  feels  the  armour  heavy  on  his  limbs. 
Then  fhall  I  quit  the  conteft  ?  Ere  he  finks. 
Shall  not  this  early  fun  again  behold 
The  flaves  of  Xerxes  tremble  at  my  lance, 
Should  they  adventure  on  a  frefli  aflault  ? 

To  him  the  Thefpian  youth.     My  friend,  mf 
guide 
To  noble  aiftions,  fince  thy  gen'rous  heart 
Intent  on  fame  difdains  to  reft,  O  grant 
I  too  thy  glorious  labours  may  partake, 
May  learn  once  more  to  imitate  thy  deeds. 
Thou,  gentlefl  Agis,  Sparta's  king  entreat 
Not  to  command  us  from  the  field  of  war. 

Yes,  perfevering  heroes,  he  reply'd, 
I  will  return,  will  Sparta's  king  entreat 
Not  to  command  you  from  the  field  of  war. 

Then  interpos'd  Demophilus.    O  friend, 
Who  lead'ft  to  conquefl  brave  Plataea's  fons  ; 
Thou  too,  lov'd  offspring  of  the  deareft  man. 
Who  doft  rcflore  a  brother  to  n»y  eyes  ; 
My  foul  your  magnanimity  applauds : 
But,  O  reiledl,  that  unabating  toil 
Subdues  the  mightieft.    Valour  will  repine. 
When  the  weak  hand  obeys  the  heart  no  more. 
Yet  I,  declining  through  the  weight  of  years. 
Will  not  affign  a  m.eafure  to  your  ftrcngth. 
If  flill  you  find  your  vigour  undecay'd, 
Stay  and  augment  your  glory.    So,  when  time 
Calls  from  your  whiten'd  heads  the  helm  afide  ; 
When  in  the  temples  your  enfeebled  arms 
Have  hung  their  confecrated  fhields,  the  land. 
Which  gave  you  life,  in  her  defence  employ'd. 
Shall  then  by  honours,  doubled  on  your  age, 
Bequit  the  gen'rous  labours  of  your  prime. 

So  fpake  the  fenior,  and  forfook  the  cave. 
But  from  the  fount  Diomedon  receives 
Til'  o'erfiowing  waters  in  his  concave  helm, 
AdJrefling  thus  the  genius  of  the  ftream. 

Whoe'er  thou  art,  divinity  unftain'd 
Of  this  fair  fountain,  till  unfparhig  Mars 
Heap'd  carnage  round  thee,  bounteous  are  thy 

fireams 
To  me,  who  ill  repay  thee.    I  again 
Tliy  filver-gleaming  current  mufl  pollute. 
Which,  mix'd  with  gore,  fhall  tinge  the  Maliao 
flime. 

He  faid,  and  lifted  in  his  brimming  cafque 
The  bright,  refrefhing  moiflure.   Thus  repairs 
The  fpotted  panther  to  Hydafpes'  fide. 
Or  eallern  Indus,  fealted  on  the  blood 
Of  fome  torn  deer,  which  nigh  his  cruel  grafp 
Had  roam'd  unheeding  in  the  fecret  ihade  ; 
Rapacious  o'er  the  humid  brink  he  fi;oops. 
And  in  the  pure  and  fluid  cryftal  cools 
His  reeking  jaws.    Meantime  the  Thefpian's  eye 
Roves  round  the   vaulted  fpace  ;   when  fudden 

founds 
Of  mufic,  utter'd  by  melodious  harps. 
And  melting  voices,  diftant,  but  in  tones 
By  diftance  foften'd,  while  the  echoes  figh'd 
In  lulling  replication,  fill  the  vault 
With  harmony.    In  admiration  mute. 
With  nerves  unbrac'd  by  rapture,  he,  cntranc'd. 
Stands  like  an  eagle,  when  his  parting  plumes 
Tjie  balm  of  fleep  relaxes,  and  his  wings 
Fall  from  his  languid  fide.    Platxa's  chief, 
Obferving,  rous'd  the  warrior.   Son  of  Mars, 
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Shall  mufic's  roftnefb  from  thy  bofom  (leal 
The  fenfe  of  glory?  From  liis  neighl/riiig  camp 
Perhaps  the  Pcrfian  fends  frefli  nations  down. 
Soon  in  bright  ftcel  Thermopylffi  will  blaze. 
Awake.     Accuftom'd  to  the  clang  of  arms, 
Intent  on  vengeance  for  invaded  Greece, 
IVIy  ear,  my  fpirit  in  this  hour  admit 
No  new  fenfation,  nor  a  change  of  thought. 

The  Thei'pian,  ftarting  from  oblivious  lloth 
Of  ravifliment  and  wonder,  quick  reply 'd. 

Thefe  founds  were  more   than  human.     Hark  I 
Again  '. 
O  honour'd  friend,  no  adverfe  banner  ftreams 
In  fight.     No  fliout  proclaims  the  Perfinn  freed 
From  his  late  terror.     Deeper  let  us  jjlunge 
In  this  myfterious  dwelling  of  the  nyniphs, 
Whofe   voices  charm  its  gloom.     In  fmiles  re- 

join'd 
Diomedon.     I  fee  thy  foul  enthrall'd. 
Me  thou  vvould'll  rank  among  th'  unletter'd  rout 
Of  yon  barbarians  fliould  I  prefs  thy  (lay. 
Time  favours  too.     Till  Agis  be  return'd. 
We  cannot  acl.     Indulge  thy  eager  fearch. 
Here  will  I  wait,  a  centinel  unmov'd. 
To  "watch  thy  coming.     In  exploring  hade 
Th'  impatient  Thefpian  penetrates  the  cave. 
He  finds  it  bounded  by  a  fteep  afcent 
Of  rugged  fteps;  where  down  the  hollow  rock 
A  modulation  clear,  dlftincT:  and  (low 
In  movement  folemn  from  a  lyric  firing, 
DifTolves  the  ftagnant  air  to  fweet  accord 
With  thefe  fonorous  lays.     Celeftial  maids ! 
While,  from  our  cliffs  contemplating  the  war, 
We  celebrate  our  heroes,  O  impart 
Orphean  magic  tn  the  pious  drain  ! 
That  from  the  mountain  we  may  call  the  groves. 
Swift   motion   through    thefe    marble    fragments 

breathe 
To  overleap  the  high  Oetsean  ridge, 
And  crsfli  the  fell  invaders  of  our  peace. 

The  animated  hero  upward  fprings 
Light,  as  a  kindled  vapour,  which,  confin'd 
In  fubterraiiean  cavities,  at  length 
Pervading,  rives  the  furface  to  enlarge 
The  Jong-imprifori'd  flame.     Alcending  foon, 
lie  fees,  he  ftands  abafli'd,  then  rev'rend  kneels. 

An  aged  temple  with  infculptur'd  forms 
Of  Jove's  harmonious  daughters,  and  a  train 
Of  "nine  bright  virgins,  round  their  prieftefs  rang'd, 
Who  Hood  in  awful  majefty,  receive 
His  unexpe(5ted  feet.     'J  he  fong  is  iiudi'd. 
The  meafur'd  movement  on  the  lyric  chord 
In  faint  vibration  dicf<.     The  prieftefs  fage, 
Whofe  elevated  port  and  aipeili't  rofe 
To  more,  than  mortal  dignity,  her  lyre 
Coi.figning  graceful  to  attendant  hands. 
Looks  with  reproof.     The  loofc,  uncovci'd  hair 
Shades  his  inclining  forehead,  while  a  flulli 
Of  modcft  crimfoTi  dyes  his  youthful  cheek. 
Her  pcnfive  vifage  foftens  to  a  fmile 
On  worth  fo  blooming,  which  flie  thus  accofts. 

I  fliould  reprove  thee,  inadvertent  youth. 
Who  through  the  fole  accefs,  by  nature  left 
To  this  pure  manfion,  with  intruding  fteps 
Doft  interrupt  mw  lays.   But  rife.   Thy  fword 
Perhaps  embcllilli'd  that  triumphant  fcene, 
Wbjch  wak'd  thefe  harps  to  celebrating  nylcs. 


What  is  the  imprefs  on  thy  warlike  fliield  ? 

A  golden  eagle  on  my  Ihield  I  bear. 
Still  l)f  nding  low.  he  am'wers.     She  purfues. 

Art  thou  poiTeffor  of  that  glorious  orb, 
By  me  diftinguilh'd  in  the  late  defeat 
Of  AfiH,  driven  before  thee  ?    Speak  thy  name. 
Who  IS  thy  fire  ?  Where  lies  thy  mtive  feat  ? 
Com'lt  ihou  for  glory  to  this  f.ital  fpot, 
Or  frem  barbarian  violence  to  guard 
A  parent's  age,  a  fpoufe,  and  tender  babe«, 
Who  call  thee  father?   Humbly  he  again. 

I  am  of  Theipia,  Dithyrimbus  nam'd. 
The  fon  of  Harmatides.     Snatch'd  by  fate, 
He  to  his  brother,  and  my  fecond  fire, 
Drmophilu^,  confign'd  me.     Thei'pia's  fons 
By  him  are  led.      His  dictates  I  obey, 
Him  to  referable  flrive.     No  infant  voice 
Calls  me  a  father.     To  the  nuptial  vow 
I  am  a  ftranger,  and  among  the  Greeks 
The  leaft  entitled  to  thy  partial  praife. 

None  more  entitled,  interpos'd  the  dame.  • 
Deferving  hero,  thy  demeanour  fpeaks. 
It  j\iftifies  the  fame,  fo  widely  fprcad. 
Of  Harmatides'  heir.     O  grace  and  pride 
Of  that  fair  city,  which  the  mules  love. 
Thee  an  acceptant  vifitant  I  hail 
In  this  their  ancient  temple.     Thou  flialt  view 
Their  facred  haunts.    Defcending  from  the  dome 
She  thus  purfues.    Firft  know,  my  youthful  houi 
Were  exercis'd  in  knowledge.     Homei's  mufe 
To  daily  meditation  won  my  foul, 
With  my  young  fpirit  mix'd  undying  fparks 
Of  her  own  rapture.     By  a  father  fage 
Conducfted,  cities,  manners,  men  I  law. 
Their  inftitutes  and  cuftoms.     I  return'd. 
The  voice  of  Locris  cali'd  me  to  fufl.>in 
I'he  holy  function  here.     Now  throw  thy  fight 
Aciofs  that  meadow,  whofe  enliven'd  bir.des  ,  ■■ 
Wave  in  the  breeze,  and  gliften  is  the  fun 
Behind  the  hoary  fane.     I^ly  bleating  train 
Are  nourifli'd  there,  a  fpot  of  plenty  fpar'd. 
From  this  lurrounding  wildcrnefs.     Remark 
That  fluid  mirror,  edg'd  by  flirubs  and  flow'rs, 
Shrubs  of  my  culture,  flow'rs  by  Iris  drefs'd. 
Nor  pafs  that  fmiling  conca%'e  on  the  hill. 
Whofe  pointed  crags  are  foften'd  to  the  fight 
By  figs  and  grapes.     Shepaufes;  while  around 
His  eye,  delighted,  roves  in  more  delik,ht 
Soon  to  the  fpot  returning,  where  Die  ftood 
A  deity  in  femblance,  o'er  the  place 
Prefiding  awful,  as  ;\Iinerva  wife, 
Auguft  like  Juno,  like  Diana  pure. 
But  not  more  pure  than  fair.      The  beauteoi 

l.-ike. 
The  pines  wide-branching,  falls  of  water  clear, 
The  multifarious  glow  on  Flora's  lap 
Lofe  all  attraiflion,  as  her  gracious  lips 
Refumc  their  tale.     In  folitude  remote 
Here  I  have  dwelt  contemplative,  ferene, 
Oft  through  the  rocks  refponfive  to  my  lyre, 
Oft  to  th'  AmphiClyons  in  allembly  full, 
When  at  this  flirinc  their  annual  vows  they  pay  ' 
In  mealur'd  declamation  I  repeat 
The  praife  of  Greece,  her  liberty  and  laws.        ^ 
From  me  the  hinds,  who  tend  their  wand'rii  j 
goats  ' 

If,  thefe  rude  purlieus^  njodiilate  their  pipes 
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!  To  fmoothcr  cadence,  Juftice  from  my  tongue 
iDiflentions  calms,  which  ev'n  in  deferts  rend 
,  Th'  unquiet  heart  of  man.     Now  furious  war 
My  careful  thoughts  engages,  which  delight 
To  help  the  free,  th'  oppreflbr  to  confound. 
j  Thy  feet  aufpicious  fortune  hither  brings, 
iln  thee  a  noble  meflenger  I  find. 
[Go,  in  thefe  words  Leonidas  addrefs. 
i"  Meliffa,  prieftefs  of  the  tuneful  nine, 
"  By  their  behefts  invites  thy  honour'd  feet 
"  To  her  divine  abode.     Thee,  firft  of  Greeks, 
i"  To  conference  of  high  import  flie  calls." 

Th'  obedient  Thefpian  down  the  holy  cave 
jReturns.     His  fwiftneis  fuddenly  prevents 
[His  friend's  impatience,  who  falutes  him  thus.    • 
I     Let  thy  adventure  be  hereafter  told. 
Look  yonder.     Frefli  battalions  from  the  camp 
[File  through  the  Phocian  barrier  to  conftrudl 
[Another  phalanx,  moving  tow'r  of  war, 
(Which  fcorns  the  ftreiigth  of  Alia.     Let  us  arm 
That,  ready  llation'd  in  the  glorious  van, 
|We  may  feciire  permilEon  from  the  king 
There  to  continue,  and  renew  the  light, 
t     That  inftant  brings  Megiftias  near  the  grot. 
iTo  Sparta's  phalanx  his  paternal  hand 
IWas  leading  Menalipijus.     Not  unheard 
By  Dithyrambus  in  their  flow  approacl), 
iPhe  father  warns  a  young  and  lib'ral  mind. 
\    Sprung  from  a  diftant  boundary  of  Greece, 
A  foreigner  in  Sparta,  cherilh'd  thtre, 
jliiltj  ii(fted,  honour'd,  nor  unworthy  held 
[To  fight  for  Lacedeinon  in  her  line 
lOf  ctil'cipline  and  valour,  lo  I   my  fon, 
|rhe  hour  is  come  to  prove  thy  gen'rous  heart : 
That  in  thy  hand,  not  ill-intruited,  flime 
The  fpear  and  buckler  to  maintain  the  caufe 
pf  thy  protedtrels.     Let  thy  mind  recal 
[Leonidas.     On  yonder  bulwark  plac'd, 
jHe  overlooks  the  battle  ;  he  difcerns 
The  bold  and  fearful.     May  the  gods  I  ferve, 
jSrant  me  to  hear  Leonidas  approve 
My  fon  !  No  other  boon  my  age  implores. 
^    The  augur  paus'd.     The  animated  cheek 
Of  Menalippus  glows.     His  eager  look 
iDemands  the  fight.     This  ftruck  the  tender  (ire, 
jkVho    then    with   moiften'd    eyes.     Remember 
i  too, 

\\.  father  lees  thy  danger.     Oh  I  my  child, 
|ro  me  thy  honour,  as  to  thee  is  dear ; 
/et  court  not  death.    '  By  ev'ry  filial  tie, 
py  all  my  fondnefs,  all  my  cares  I  fue  '. 
Vriiid  the  conflict,  or  the  warm  purfuit, 
itill  by  the  wile  Dieneces  abide. 
pis  prudent  valour  knows  th'  unerring  paths 
pf  glory.     He  admits  thee  to  his  fide. 

ie  will  direifi  thy  ardour.     Go They  part. 

!    Megiftias,  turning,  is  accofted  thus 
|5y  Dithyrambus.     Venerable  feer, 
[io  may  that  fon,  whufe  merit  I  eftee.m, 
lyhofe  precious  head  in  peril  I  would  die 
1^0  guard,  return  in  triumph  to  thy  breaA, 
jVs  thou  deliver'ft  to  Laconia's  king 
[!i.  high  and  folemn  mefliige.     While  anew 
|rhe  line  is  forming,  from  th'  embattled  field 
muft  not  ftray,  unc^U'd.     A  faired  charge 
jrhroiigh  hallow'd  lips  will  bell  approach  the 
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The  Acarnanian  in  fufpenfe  remains 
And  filence.     Dithyrambus  qui;  k  relates 
Melifla's  words,  defcribes  the  holy  giot, 
Then  quits  th'  inftrudled  augur,  and  attends 
Diomedon's  lond  call.     That  fervid  chief 
Was  reaffuming  his  diftinguifli'd  arms. 
Which,  as  a  fplendid  recompenfe,  he  bore 
From  grateful  Athens,  for  achievements  bold  ; 
When  he  with  brave  Miltiades  redeem'd 
Her  domes  from   Afian  flames.     The  fculptur'd 

helm 
Enclos'd  his  manly  temples.     From  on  high 
A  four-fold  plumage  nodded  ;  while  beneath 
A  golden  dragon  with  effulgent  fcales, 
Itfelf  the  crelt,  fliot  terror.     On  his  arm 
He  brac'd  his  buckler.     Bord'ring  on  the  rim, 
Gorgoiiian  feipents  twin'd.     Within,  the  form 
Of  Fallas,  martial  goddefs,  was  embofs'd. 
Low,  as  her  feet,  the  graceful  tunic  flow'd. 
oetwixt  two  grifnns  on  her  helmet  fat 
A  fphynx  with  wings  expanded  ;   while  the  face 
Of  dire  Medufa  on  her  breaftplate  frown'd. 
One  hand  fupports  a  javelin,  which  confounds 
1  he  pride  of  kings.     The  other  leads  along 
A  bloommg  virgin,  Victory,  whofe  brow 
A  wreath  encirles.     Laurels  flie  prefents: 
But  from  her  fliouiders  ail  her  plumes  we're  fliorn, 
In  favour'd  Athens  ever  now  to  reft. 
This  dread  of  Alia  on  his  mighty  arm 
Diomedon  uprear'd.     He  Inatch'd  his  lance, 
Then  fpake  to  Dithyrambus.     See  my  friend, 
Alone  of  all  the  Grecian's,  who  futtain'd 
The  tormer  onftt,  inexhaufted  Itand 
PiatK;i'b  ions.     They  well  may  keep  the  field, 
Who  w.th  unfiaken'd  nerves  endur'd  that  day, 
Which  law  ten  myriads  of  Barbarians  dnv'u 
Back  to  their  fliips.  and  Athens  left  fccure. 
Charge  in  our  line.     Amid  the  foremoit  rank 
Thy  valour  fnall  be  plac'd  to  fliarc  command, 
And  ev'ry  honour  with  Piatn;a's  chiel. 

He  laid  no  more,  but  tow'rds  the  Grecian  vai: 
Impetuous,  auknt  flrode.     Nor  flow  behind 
Tlie  pride  or  i  hefpia,  Dithyrambus  mov'd 
Like  youthful  Hermes  in  celefiial  arms  , 
When  lightly  gracelul  with  his  feather'd  feet 
A.Iong  Scamander's  llow'ry  verge  he  pafs'd 
To  aid  tir  incens'd  divinities  of  Greece 
Againit  the  Phrygian  tow'rs.     Their  eager  hafte 
Soon  brings  the  heroes  to  ih"  embattling  ranks. 
Whom  thus  the  brave  Diomedon  exhorts. 

Not  to  contend,  but  vanquifh  are  )e  come. 
Here  in  the  blood  of  fugitives  your  fpears 
Shall  unoppos'd,  be  ftain'd.     My  valiant  friends. 
But  chief,  ye  men  of  Sparta,  view  that  fi^ace. 
Where  from  the  Maiian  gulf  more  diftant  rife 
Th'  Oeta;an  rocks,  and  lei's  confine  the  ftreights. 
There  if  we  range,  extending  cur  wide  front. 
An  ampler  fcope  to  havoc  will  be  giv'a. 

To  him  DieneCes.     Platiean  friend. 
Well  deft   thou    counfel.      On    that    widenin'* 
groand  ** 

Clofe  to  the  mountain  phce  thy  vet'ran  files. 
Proportion'd  numbers  from  thy  right  Ikall  ftretcle 
Qj-ure  to  the  fliore  in  phalanx  deep  like  thine. 
The  Spartans  wedg'd  in  this  contracied  part 
Will  I  contain.  Behind  me  Alpheas  waits 
With  lighter  bodies.  Further  back  the  lice 
Kk 
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Of  Locris  torms  a  ftrong  refc-ive.     He  faid. 
The  dirt'rent  bands,  confiding  in  his  ikill, 
Move  on  Uicceflive.     The  Pluta;ans  tint 
Agaiuft  the  hill  are  ftation'd.     In  their  van 
Dithyrumbus  rank'd.     Triumphant  joy 
Diitends  their  bufoms,  Ipaiklei  it»  their  eyes. 

blefs'd  be  the  great  Dioraedon,  they  lliout. 
Who  brings  another  hero  to  our  line. 
Hail  :    Dithyrainbus.     Hail '.   ilkiflrious  youth. 
liad  tender  age  permitted,  thou  hadlt  gaiii'tl 
An  early  palm  at  Marathon.      His  po(t 
He  take  i.     His  gladnei'b  blufhes  on  his  cheek 
Amid  the  foremofl:  rank.     Around  him  crowd 
The  long-tryM  warriors.    Their  unniimbcr'd  I'cars 
Difcovering,  they  in  ample  phrafc  recount 
Tiieir  various  dangers.    He  their  wounds  luiveys 
In  veneration,  nor  diulaii^s  to  hear 
The  oft-repeated  talc,      from  Sparta's  king 
Keturn'd,  the  gracious  Agii  tljele  addrefs'd. 

Leonida^  iahilcs  Piatica's  chief 
And  Dithyrambus.     To  your  fwords  he  grants 
A  further  elTort  vviih  Platiei's  band,  ^ 

If  vet  by  toil  unconquer'd but  I  lee, 

Tiidt  all.  unyielding,  court  the  promis'd  fight- 
Hail  :  glorious  volerans.     Tliii  iignal  day 
Miv  yoiu  victorious  aims  augment  the  wreaths 
4rouud  your  venerable  heads,  and  grace 
Thermopyia;  with  Marathonlan  fame. 

This  fuul,  he  ha  (tens  back.    Meantime  advance 
The  Mantinean,  Diophantus  brave. 
Then  Hegefander,  Tegea's  dauntlefs  chief, 
Wiu)  near  Diomedon  in  equal  range 
r.re>ft  their  itandaius.     Next  the  Thebans  form. 
Alcm.Teon,  hold  Eniialanius  fuccecd 
With  their  Corinlhian  and  Phlialian  bands. 
Lafl  on  the  Malian  iliore  Mycenajs  )ouih 
Ariitobulus  draw?.     From  Oeta's  iide 
Down  to  the  bay  in  well-conneCled  length 
Each  gleaming  rank  contains  a  hundred  fpears. 
While  twenty  bucklers  cv'ry  rank  coadcnle. 
A  fure  fupport,  Dieneces  behind 
Arrays  th(;  Spartans.      Godlike  Agis  here, 
There  Menaiippus  by  their  leader  Hand 
Two  bulwarks.     Breathing  ardour  in  the  rear, 
The  words  of  Alpheus  fan  the  growing  tiame 
Of  expectation  chrough  his  light  arm'd  force  ; 
While  Polydorus  prcient  in  his  thoughts 
To  vengeance  fliatjiens  liis  indignant  foul. 

No  foe  is  feen.     No  diftant  liiout  is  heard. 
Thn  paui'e  of  action  Dithyraml)us  chofe. 
The  folcmii  fccne  on  Oeta  to  his  friend 
He  0|)eii'd  large;   pourtiay'd  rjlelifla's  form, 
Reveal'd  her  mandate;  when  I'lalica's  chief. 

Such  elevation  of  a  female  mind 
Befpcaks  Meliua  worthy  to  obtain 
The  conference  ihe  alks.      Th.is  wond'rons  dame 
Amid  her  hymii>  conceives  fomc  lolly  thought 
To  make  thefe  llavcs,  vvho  loicc-r  in  their  camp, 
Diead  ev'n  our  women,      liul.  my  gentle  friend) 
Say,  JLhtiiyrambus,  whom  the  liquid  fpeU, 
Of  long  enchants,  Hiould  I  reproach  the  pods, 
Wiio  form'd  me  coi,d  to  mulic's  pleating  pow'r  ? 
Or  (liould  1  thank  them,  that  the  foft'ni:ig  charm 
Of  found  or  numbers  ne'er  dillolv'd  my  luul '. 
Yet  I  confefs.  thy  valour  breaks  that  charm, 
Which  may  enrapture,  not  unman  thy  brealK 
Towhjn.  his  fikml.  Doth  I.t;,  whufelays  record 


The  woes  of  Priam,  and  the  Grecian  fame. 
Doth  he  dilVolve  thy  ipirit  ?  Yet  he  Hows 
In  all  the  fweetiiefs  harmony  can  breathe. 

No,  by  the  gods  Diomedon  rejoins. 
I  feel  that  mighty  mufe.     1  fee  the  car 
Of  fierce  Achilles,  fee  th'  encumber'd  wheels 
O'er  heroes  driv'n,  and  clotted  with  their  gore. 
Another  too  demands  my  foul's  elteem. 
Brave  .Kfchylus  of  Athens.     1  have  feen 
His  niufc  begirt  by  furies,  while  llie  fwell'd 
Her  tragic  numbers.     Him  in  equal  rage 
His  country's  foes  o'erwhelming  I  beheld  >^ 

At  Marathon.     If  Phoebus  would  diftufe  1 

Such  lire  through  ev'ry  bard,  the  tunetul  band 
Might  in  thcmfe'ives  find  heroc?,  for  tiicir  fongs.       j 
Eui,  fon  of  Harmatides,  btt  thine  eye  1 

I'o  >onder  point,  remoteft  in  the  bay.  I 

Thoic   feeining   clouds,  which  o'er   the    billows-T 

fleet 
Succellive  round  the  jutting  land  are  fails. 
Th'  Athenian  pendant  haltens  to  falute 
Leonidas.     O  .Efchylus,  my  friend, 
Firlt  in  the  train  of  Phorbus  and  of  Mars, 
lie  thou  on  board  1  Swift-bounding  o'er  the  wave?, 
Come,  and  be  wlrncfs  to  heroic  deeds  ! 
iJrace  thy  llrong  harp  with  loftier-founding  chori]' 
To  celebrate  this  battle  I  Fall  who  may  ; 
But  if  they  fall  with  honour,  lei  their  names 
Round  fcllivc  goblets  in  thy  numbers  ring, 
A;>d  joy,  not  grief,  accompany  the  long. 

Cunvcrfmg  thus,  their  courage  thty  be^uil'd, 
Which  ellc  impatient  (,)f  inactive  hours 
Ai  long-lufpended  gioyy  had  repiii'd. 

BOOK  VII. 

THE  ARGUMfcNT. 

Megistias  delivers  MelllTa's  meffage  to  Leoni- 
das.  Mcdon,  her  brother,  conducts  him  to  th« ' 
temple.  She  furniflies  Leonidas  with  the  ineani 
of  eiecuting  a  delign  he  had  piemeditated  t( 
annoy  the  enemy,  'lliey  are  joined  by  a  bodj 
of  mariners  under  the  command  of  yElchylus, » 
celebrated  poet  and  warrior  amnng  the  Athe. 
nians.  Leonidas  takes  the  necelTary  meafures 
and,obferving  from  afummitof  Oetathe  motion 
of  the  Perlian  aimy,  expects  another  attack 
this  is  renewed  with  great  violence  by  Hyperank 
thes,  Abroroines,  and  the  principal  Pcrfiat. 
leaders  at  the  Lead  of  forae  choleu  troops. 

iMf.c;isti.\s,  urging  to  unwonted  fpeed 
His  aged  Heps,  iiy  Dithyrambus  charg'd 
With  la^e  Melilla's  word^,  had  now  rejoia'd 
The  king  of  Lacodemon.     At  ins  iide 
Was  Maron  polVcd,  \vatchful  to  receive 
His  high  injunction.     In  the  rear  they  flood 
behind  two  thoufand  Locrians,  deep-array 'd 
By  warlike,  Medon,  from  Oileus  fprung. 
I-oonidas  tn  tiicm  his  anxious  mind 
Was  thijs  d.ils:lof:ng.     Medon,  Maron,  hear. 
From  this  low  rampart  my  exploring  eye  _ 

But  lialf  commands  the  action,  yet  hath  maj:k'«|- 
Enough  for  caution.  Yon  barbarian  camp,  .4 
Iinmenfe,  exhauitlcfs,  deluging  the  ground  j 
With  myriads,  Itiil  o'gritowing,  may  confunae.  J 
By  endlel's  liiimbcrs,  and  unCeafmg  toil  '   • 
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The  Grecian  ftrength.     Not  marble  is  our  flefh, 
Nor  a<ianiant  our  finews.     Sylvan  pow'rs, 
[Who  dwell  on  Oeta,  your  iuperior  aid 
iVVe  mufl-  folicit.     Your  Ihipenduus  cliffs 
jln  thole  looCe  rocks,  and  branchlefs  trunks  con- 
[  tain 

|More  fell  annoyance  than  the  arm  of  man. 
I    He  ended,  when  Megiftias.  Virtuous  king, 
(MelilTa,  prieftefs  of  the  tuneful  nine, 
[By  their  behefts  invites  thy  honour'd  feet 
To  her  chalte  dwclhng,  feated  on  that  hill. 
\L'o  conference  of  high  import  flie  calls 
rhee.  tirft  of  Grecians.     Medon  interpos'd. 
I    She  is  my  fuler.     Juftice  rules  her  ways 
[•Vith  piety  and  wifdom.     To  her  voice 
i'he  nations  round  give  ear.     The  mnfes  breathe 
iL'heir  iiifpiration  through  her  f|jotlefs  foul 
Vhich  borders  on  divinity.     She  calls 
)n  thee.     O  truly  ftyl'd  the  firft  of  Greeks, 
legard  her  call.     Yon  clitY'a  projedting  head 
fo  thy  difcernment  will  afford  a  fcope 
l»]ore  full,  more  certain  ;   thence  thy  ikilful  eye 
jViU  belt  direct  the  right.     Meliffa's  fire 
iVas  ever  prefent  to  the  king  in  thought, 
iVho  thus  to  RIedon.     Lead,  Oileus' Von. 
'before  the  daughter  of  Oi.eus  place 
,/[y  willing  feet.     They  lialten  to  the  cave. 
j/legiltias,  Maron  follow.     Through  the  rock 
-eonidas,  afcending-  to  the  fane, 
Lofe  like  the  god  of  morning  from  the  cell 
|)f  night,  when,  fiiedding  cheerfuhiefs  and  day 
|)n  hill  and  vale  emblaz'd  with  dewy  gems, 
|Ie  gladdens  nature.     Lacedemoa'a  king, 
l-Iajeltically  graceful  and  ferene, 
)ifpels  the  rigour  in  that  folemn  feat 
)f  holy  fecue.'tration.     On  the  face 
|)f  penlive-ey'd  religion  rapture  glows 
a  admiration  of  the  goldlike  man. 
idvanc'd  Meliffa.     He  her  proffer'd  hand 
n  hue,  in  purity  like  fnow,  receiv'd. 
L  heav'n-iilumin'd  dignity  of  look 
)n  him  flie  fix'd.     Rever'd  by  all,  Ihe  fpake. 
Hail:  chief  of  men,  feledted  by  the  gods 
or  purer  fame,  than  Hercules  acquir'd. 
'his  hour  allows  no  paufe.     She  leads  the  king 
I'ith  Medon,  Maron,  and  Megiftia|  down 
-  flope,  declining  to  the  moffy  verge, 
I'hich   terminates  the   mountain.      While    they 

pafs, 
he  thus  proceeds.     Thefe  marble  maffes  view, 
/hich   lie   difpers'd    around  you.      They  were 

hewn 
rem  yonder  quarry.  Note  thofe  pond'rous  beams, 
'he  fylvan  off^pnng  of  that  hill.     With  thefe 
t  my  requeil  th'  Amphiclyons  from  their  feat 
>(  gen'ral  council  pioully  decreed 
"o  raile  a  dome,  the  ornament  of  Greece. 
'bferve   thofe   vvither'd  firs,    thofe  mouid'rlng 

oaks, 
'own  tliat  declivity,  half-rooted,  bent, 
iviting  human  force — Then  look  belpw. 
'here  lies  Thermopylie.     I  fee,  exclaims 
he  high-conceiving  hero.     I  recal 
hy  father's  words  and  forecaft.     He  prefag'd, 
fliould  not  find  his  daughter's  counfel  vain. 
e  to  accomplifh  what  thy  wifdom  plans, 
ath  am£lell  meaas  fupi)ly'd.    Go,  Medon,  brir.g; 
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j  The  thoufand  peafants  from  th'  C'f'ean  vale 
Detach'd.     Their  leader  Melibceus  bring. 
Fly,  Maron.     Ev'ry  inftrument  provide 
To  fell  the  tree<,  to  drag  ihe  niaffy  beams, 
To  lilt  the  broad-hevvn-fragments.     Are  not  tliefo 
For  facred  ufe  referv'd,  Megiftias  faid  ? 
Can  thefe  be  wielded  by  the  hand  of  Mars 
Without  pollution  ?     In  a  folemn  tone 
I'he    pneftefs    anfwer'd.      Rev'rend   man,     who 

bear'lt 
Pontific  wreaths,  and  thou,  great  captain,  hear. 
Forbear  to  think  that  my  unprompted  mind, 
Calm  and  fequelter'd  in  religion's  peace. 
Could  have  devis'd  a  ftratagem  of  (var  • 
Or,  unpermitted,  could  refign  to  Mars 
Tiiefe  rich  materials,  gather'd  to  reltore 
In  Ifrength  and  fplendour  yon  decrepid  walls, 
And  that  time-fliaken  roof     Rejecling  lleep, 
Lalt  night  I  lay,  contriving  fwift  reveinre 
On  thefe  Barbarians,  whofe  career  profane 
O'erturns  the  Grecian  temples,  and  devotes 
Their  holy  bow'rs  to  flames.     I  left  my  couch. 
Long  ere  the  fun  his  orient  gates  unbarr'd. 
Beneath  yon  beach  my  penfive  head  reclinM. 
The  rivulets,  the  fountains,  warhiino- round 
Attracted  llumber.     In  a  dream  I  faw 
Callinjje.     Her  lifters,  all  with  harps. 
Were  rang'd  around  her ;   as  their  Parian  forn-.s 
Show  in  the  temple.     Doft  thou  Qeep.  (tie  laid  > 
Meliffa.  dolt  thou  lleep?   The  barb'rous  holt 
Approaches  Greece.      The  firit  of  Grecians  cornea 
By  death  to  vanquifh.      Prieltefs,  let  him  hull 
Thefe  marble  heaps,  thefe  confecrated  beams. 
Our  fane  itfelf  to  crufli  the  impious  ranks. 
The  hero  fiimmon  to  our  facred  hill. 
Reveal  the  promis'd  fiiccour.     All  is  due 
To  liberty  againlt  a  tyrant's  pride. 
She  ftruck  her  fhell.     In  concert  full  reply 'd 
The  filter  lyres.     Lennidas  they  fimn 
In  ev'ry  note  and  diaJedl  yet  known. 
In  mealures  new,  in  language  yet  to  come. 

She  finiili'd.  Then  Megiltias.  Dear  to  heav'iu 
By  nations  honour'd,  and  in  tow'ring  thought 
O'er  either  fex  pre-eminent,  thy  words 
To  me  a  foldier  and  a  prieft  fuffice. 
I  hefitate  no  longer.     But  the  king. 
Wrapt  in  ecllatic  contemplation,  (tood, 
Revolving  deep  an  anfwer,  which  might  fuit 
His  dignity  and  hers.     At  length  he  fpake. 

Not  Lacedemon's  whole  collected  Itate 
Ot  fenate,  people,  ephori,  and  kings, 
Not  the  Amphictyons,  whofe  convention  hold? 
The  univerfal  majefty  of  Greece, 
E'er  drew  fuch  rev'rence,  as  thy  fingle  form, 

0  all-furpaffing  woman,  worthy  child 
Of  time-renown'd  Oileus.     In  thy  voice 

1  hear  the  goddefs.  Liberty.     I  fee 
In  thy  fublimity  of  look  and  port 

That  daughter  bright  of  Eleutherian  fove. 
Me  thou  halt  prais'd.  My  confcious  fpirit  feels. 
That  not  to  triumph  in  thy  virtuous  praife 
Were  want  of  virtue.     Yet,  illuftrious  dame. 
Were  I  affiir'd,  that  oracles  delude  ; 
That,  unavailing,  I  fliould  fpill  my  blood ; 
That  all  the  mufes  of  fubjeifted  Greece 
Hereafter  would  be  filent,  and  my  name 
Es  v.t'ti  traufmitteJ  to  recording  tinte^ 
Kkij 
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There  is  in  virtue  for  her  fake  alone, 

A\'liat  fliouid  uphold  my  refolution  firm. 

]\ly  country's  laws  I  ntver  would  furvivt-. 

MovM  at  his  words,  rtflc^fling  on  his  falc, 

She  had  rela.v'd  her  dignity  ot   mind, 

Had  funk  in  fadncfs;  hut  her  brother's  helm 

13efore  her  beams.     Rtliiaiining  htr  night. 

He  throu;^!i  iIk'  cave  like  Hefpcruj  afiends, 

Th'  Oileaii  hinds  conduclmg  to  achieve 

The  cnterjirifc,  (lie  countels.     Now  her  ear 

li  pierc'd  by  notes,  lliriU  founding  from  the  vault. 

Ujjftarts  a  dill'rent  band,  aleit  and  light, 

Athenian  failors.     Long  and  fep'rate  files 

Of  luUy  flioulders,  cas'd  by  union,  bear 

Thick,  well-comjjaclieJ  cables,  wont  to  heave 

Tlie  reitifl" anchor,      i'o  a  naval  pipe, 

As  if  one  foul  invigorated  all. 

And  all  compos'd  one  body,  they  had  trod 

In  equal  paces,  mazy,  yet  unbroke 

Throughiiur  iheir  i-alTage     So  the  fpinal  ftrength 

Ot  lomf  poittntous  icrpent,  whom  the  heals 

Of  Libya  hreed,  jndiHblubly  knit, 

lint  flexible,  a-crofs  the  fandy  plain, 

Or  lip  the  mountain  draws  his  fpotted  length. 

Or  where  a  winding  excavation  leads 

Through  rocks  abrupt  and  wild.  Of  ftature  large, 

In  arns,  which  flioiv'd  limplicity  of  Ihength, 

!No  decoration  of  redundant  art, 

■\Viih  uible  lioife-hair,  fl..uting  down  his  back, 

A  warrior  moves  behind.     Compos'd  in  gait, 

Auftcrely  grave  and  thoughtful,  on  his  Ihield 

'i'he  liemocrutic  majtlty  he  bore 

Of  Athens.     Carv'd  in  emblematic  brafs. 

Her  image  ftood  with  Palias  by  her  lide. 

And  trampled  under  e;.ch  viclcrious  foot 

A  regal  crown,  one  PeiTian,  one  ufurpt 

Hy  her  own  t)  rants  on  the  well-foiight  ])lain 

Oi  Marathon  ron.oundcd.     He  commands 

Thele  future  guardians  of  their  country's  weal, 

Of  gcn'ral   Greece   the   bulwarks.      Their  high 

deeds 
From  Artemifium,  from  th'  empurpled  fliores 
Ot  Sa!i.mis  renown  Ihall  ctlio  wide  ; 
Shall  teil  pollerity  in  latell  times. 
That  naval  forritude  controuls  the  worlcl. 
Swilt  Maron,  following,  !)rings  a  vig'rous  band 
Of  Helots.     ILv'ty  inftrurrrent  they  wield 
To  delve,  to  hew,  to  heave  ;  and  aclive  laft. 
Jjounds  Melibcsus,  vigilant  to  urge 
The  tardy  forward.     To  Laconia's  king 
Advanc'd  th'  Athenian  leader,  and  began  : 

Thou  godlike  ruler  of  liurotas,  hail ! 
Thee  by  my  voice  Themiftocles  falutes, 
The  admiral  of  Athens.    I  conduifl 
By  public  choice  the  iquadron  of  my  tribe. 
And  iEfchylus  am  call'd.    Our  chief  hath  giv'n 
'i'hree  days  to  gh)ry  on  Lubcea's  coall. 
Whole  promontories  ahnoft  rifeto  meet 
Thy  ken  from  Oeta's  clifli.    This  morning  faw 
Tlie  wr.rfted  foe.  from  Artemifium  driv'n. 
Leave  their  difablfd  fl;ip\  and  tloating  wrecks 
For  Grecian  troph  cs.   When  the  t\fj\t  was  clos'd, 
I  wasde'ach'd  tn  bring  th'  au'picious  nev.s, 
Tohi:!  thee  welcome.  Fottuiute  my  keel 
Hath  Twiftly  borne  me.  JoyJul  I  concur 
In  thy  .-.ttempt.   Appris'd  'oy  yonder  chiefs. 
Who  cKt  mc  landing,  inlta.:t  froui  the  liuns 
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A  thoufand  gallant  mariners  I  dre\r, 

Who  till  the  fctting  lun  lliall  lend  their  toil. 

Themiftoclcs  and  thou  accept  my  heart, 
Lfonidas  reply 'd,  and  clofel>  Ilrain'd 
The  brave,  the  iearn'd  Athenian  to  his  bread. 
To  envy  is  ignoble,  to  admire 
Th'  a(fl:ivity  of  Athens  will  become 
A  king  of  Sparta,  who  Idle  thee  condemn'd 
His  country's  floth.   But  Sparta  now  isarm'd. 
Thou  Paalt  commend.  Behold  me  ftation'd  here 
To  watch  the  wild  viciflitudes  of  war, 
Direcfl  the  courfe  of  llaughter.    To  this  poll 
By  tb.at  fuperior  woman  1  was  call'd. 
By  long  protracled  fight  left  fainting  Greece 
Should  yield,  outnurobcr'd,  my  enhghten'd  foul 
Througli    her,    whom    hcav'n    enlightens,    hatl 

devis'd 
To  whelm  the  num'rous,  perfevering  foe 
In  hideous  death,  and  fignalize  the  day 
With  horrors  new  to  war.   Tiie  mufes  prompt 
The  bright  achievement.  Lo  !  from  Athens  fmile 
Minerva  loo.  Her  fwift,  aulpicious  aid 
In  thee  we  find,  and  thefe,  an  ancient  race, 
By  her  and  Neptune  cherifli'd.  Straight  he  mcel 
The  gallant  train,  majeftic  with  his  arms 
Outftietch'd,  in  this  applauding  .'train  he  fpake: 

0  lib'ral  people,  earlieft  arm'd  to  Ib.ield 
Not  your  own  Athens  more,  than  gen'ril  Giceci 
You  belt  deferve  her  gratitude.  Her  praife 
Will  rank  you  foremolt  on  the  rolls  ot  fame. 

They  hear,  they  gaze,  revering  and  revcr'd. 
Frelli  numbers  inufter,  rufliing  from  the  Iiills, 
The  thickets  round.  Melilla,  pointing,  fpake: 

1  am  their  leader.  Native  of  the  hills 
Are  thefe,  the  rural  worlliippcrji  of  Pan, 

Who  breathes  an  ardour  through  their  humb 

minds 
To  join  your  warriors.  Vaflals  thefe,  not  mine, 
But  of  the  mules,  and  their  hallow'd  laws, 
,\dminifler'(';  by  me.  Their  j.-atienr  hands 
Make  cidturt  fniiic,  where  nature  feemj  to  chid( 
Nor  wanting  my  inltruClious,  or  my  pray'rs, 
Feitility  they  Icalter  by  their  toil 
Around  this  aged  tervaple's  wild  domain. 
Is  Melibceus  here  1    Ihou  fence  ft-cure 
To  old  vi;eus  from  the  cares  of  time, 
Thrici  art  thou  welcome.  Ufeful,  wife,  beloT'dl 
Where'er  thou  fojourneft,  on  Oeta  known, 
As  oft  the  bounty  -jf  a  father's  love 
Thcu  on  MtlifTa'sfolitude  doft  pour. 
Be  iliou  director  cf  thefe  mountain  hinds. 
Th'  important  labour  to  inlpiring  airs 
From  flutes  and  harps  infymj.hony  with  hymD." 
Of  holy  virgins,  ardent  all  perforu), 
la  bands  d;vided  under  dif. 'rent  chiefs. 
Huge  timbers,  blocks  of  marbleto  remove       ' 
They  firit  attempted  ;  then  alVcmbled  flones      I 
Loofe  in  their  beds,  and  wiiher'«l  tiunks,  uptor  j 
By  temjiells;  next  diimembti'd  from  the  rock 
Broad,  lusged  fragments  j  from  the  mounta  j 
hew'd  1 

Their  venernble  firs,  and  aged  oaks, 
Which,  oJ  iheir  branches  by  the  lightning  bar' 
I'rciented  Hill  againft  the  blading  flame 
Their  lioary  pride  unlhaken.    Thcfc  tne  Grct 
But  cliief  ih'  Athenian  mariners,  to  force 
UmtiDg  (kill,  with  uiaffy  leavers  heave, 
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With  <!rong-knit  cables  drag  :  till,  now  difpos'd, 

Where  great  Leonid  as  appoints,  the  piles 

Nod  O'er   the   Streights.    This  new  and   fudden 

fcene 
Might  lift  imagination  to  belief, 
That  Orpheus  arrd  Amphion  from  their  beds 
Of  ever  blooming  afphodel  had  heard 
rhc  mufescall;  had  brought  thsir  fabled  harps, 
At  u'hoie  mellifluent  charm  once  more  the  trees 
Had  burfl  their  fibrous  bands,  and  marbles  leap'd 
tn  rapid  motion  from  the  quarry's  womb, 
rhat  day  to  follow  harmony  in  aid 
,3f  gen'rous  valour.  Fancy  might  difcem 
Cerulean  Tethys,  from  her  coral  grot 
emerging,  feated  on  her  pearly  car, 
A'^ith  Nereids,  floating  on  the  furge  below, 
To  view  in  wonder  from  the  iMalian  bay 
The  Attic  Ions  of  Neptune  ;  who  forfook 
Their  wooden  walls  to  range  th'  Oetjean  crates, 
Ifo  rend  the  foreits,  and  disjoin  the  rocks. 
Meantime  a  hundred  fiieep  are   flain.     Their 
limbs 
prom  burning  piles  fume  grateful.  Bounty  fpreads 

V  decent  board.  Simplicity  attends. 

Then  fpake  the  prieftefs.    Long.enduring  chiefs, 

/our  efforts,  now  accomplilli'd,  may  admit 

|lefle<fl:ion  due  to  this  hard-labour'd  train, 

{3ue  to  yourfelve?.  Her  hofpitable  fmile 

Vins  her  well-cholen  guefts,  Laconia's  king, 

ier  brother,  Maroti,  ^fchylus  divine 

Vith  Acarnania'sprieft.  Her  firlt  commands 

To  Meliboeus  fedulous  and  blithe 

)iftribute  plenty  through  the  toiling  crowd. 

Then,  ikreen'd  beneath  clofe  umbrage  of  an  oak, 

'^ach  care-divefted  chief  the  banquet  fliares. 

Cool  breezes,  xvhifp'ring,  flatter  in  the  leaves, 
^liole  verdure,  pendent  in  an  arch,  repel 
The  weft'ring  fun's  hot  glare.  Favonius  bland 
lis  breath  impregnates  with  exhaling  fweets 
'rom  flow'ry  beds,  whofe  fcented  clufters  deck 
"he  gleaming  pool  in  view.    Faft  by,  a  brook 
n  limpid  lampfes  over  native  fteps 
Utu.",es  his  cadence  to  fonorous  fl:rings, 
Uid  liquid  accents  of  Melifla's  maids.' 
"he  floating  air  in  melody  r^fpires. 
^  rapture  mingles  in  the  calm  repaft. 
Jprifes  ^fchylus.   A  goblet  full 
ie  grafps.   To  thofe  divinities,  who  dwell 
;.n  yonder  temple,  this  libation  firft, 
"o  thee,  benignant  holleis,  next  I  pour, 
riien  to  thy  fame,  Leonidas.  He  faid. 
lis  breait,  with  growing  heat  diftended,  prompts 
iis  eager  hand,  to  whole  expreflive  fign 
3ne  of  the  virgins  cedes  her  lacrcd  lyre. 
Lheir  choral  fong  complacency  reftraius. 
The  foul  of  mufic,  burfting  from  his  touch, 
lU  once  gives  birth  to  fentiment  fublime. 

O  Hercules,  and  Perfeus,  he  began, 
■tar-fpangled  twins  of  Leda,  and  "the  reft 
)i  Jove's  immediate  feed,  your  fplendid  a^s 
^ankmd  protedled,  while  the  race  was  rude  ■ 
^_hile  o'er  the  earth's  unciviliz'd  extent 
|the  lavage  monfter,  and  the  rufiian  fway'd. 
■W  favage  fliil.    No  pohcy,  ner  laws 
iati-framM  focieties.    By  Tingle  (Irength 

V  tingle  ruffian,  or  a  monfter  fell. 

'he  legiJlator  role.   Three  lights  in  Greece, 
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Lycurgns,  Solon  and  Zaleuci:s  blaz'd. 

Then,  lubitituting  wifdom,  Jove  profufe 

Ot  his  own  blood  no  longer,  gave  us  more 

In  difcipline  and  manners,  which  can  form 

A  hero  like  Leonidas,  than  all 

The  god-begotten  progeny  before. 

The  pupils  next  of  Solon  claim  the  mufe. 

Sound  your  hoarfe  conchs,  ye  Tritons.    You  be-. 

held 
The  Atlantean  fliapc  of  flaughter  wade 
Through  your  aflronifli'd  deeps,  his  purple  arm 
Uplifting  high  before  th'  Athenian  line. 
You  taw  bright  conqueft,  riding  on  the  gale, 
Which   fwell'd  their  fails;    faw  terror  at 'their 

helms 
To  guide  their  brazen  beaks  on  Afia's  pride. 
Her  adamantine  grapple  from  their  decks 
Fate  threw,  and  ruin  on  the  holtile  fleet 
Inextricably  faftsn'd.    Sound,  ye  nymphs 
Of  Octa's  mountains,  of  her  woods  and  ilreams 
Who  hourly  witnefs  to  Melifla's  worth,  * 

Ye  oreads,  dryads,  naiads,  found  her  praife. 
Proclaim  Zaleucusby  his  daughter  grac'd 
Like  Solon  and  Lycurgus  by  their  fons. 

Laconia's  hero,  and  the  prieftefs  bow'd 
Their  foreheads  grateful  to  the  bard  fublime, 
S.ie,  rihng.  takes  the  word.    More  fweet  thy  lyr«> 
To  friendihip's  ear,  than  terrible  to  foes 
Thy  Ipear  in  battle,  though  the  keeneft  point,    ' 
Which  ever  pierc'd  Barbarians.    Clol^  we  here 
The  fong  and  banquet.    Hark  I   a  diftant  din 
From  Aha  s  camp  requires  immediate  care. 

She  leads.    Along  the  rocky  verge  they  pafj. 
In  calm  delight  Leonidas  furveys 
All  in  the  order,  which  he  laft  aflign'd; 
As  o'er  Thermopylae  beneath  he  caft 
A  wary  look.   The  mountain's  furtheft  era? 
Now  reach'd,  MeUff.x  to  the  king  began  • 

Oblerve  that  fpace  below,  dirycrs'd  in  dales,    ^ 
In  hollows,  winding  through  diflever'd  rocks. 
The  fleiuler  outlet,  ikrecn'd  by  yonder  flnubs, 
Leads  to  the  pais.    There  ftately  to  my  view  ' 
The  martial  queen  of  Caria  yefter  fun, 
Defcending,  (how'd.    Her  loudly  I  rep'rov'd. 
But  flic,  devoted  to  the  Perfian  king, 
In  ambuni  there  preferv'd  his  flying  hoft. 
She  laft  vetreated;  but,  retreating,  prov'd 
Her  valour  equal  to  a  better  caufe. 
Again  I  fee  rhc  heroine  approach. 

Megiftias  then.    I  fee  a  powerful  arm, 
Suftaining  hrm  the  large,  emblazon'd  fliicld, 
Which,  fa.Tiion'd  firft  in  Caria,  we  have  learn'd 
To  imitate  in  Greece.    Sublime  her  port 
Bdpc.iks  a  mighty  fpirit.   Prieftefs,  look. 
An  aill:  of  piety  Ibe  now  performs, 
Direaing  thofe,  perhaps  her  Garian  band, 
lo  bear  dead  bret!,renfrom  the  bloody  field. 
Among  the  horfemen  an  exalted  form- 
Like  Demaratus  ftrikes  my  fearching  eye. 
To  me,  riciilling  his  tranfcendent  rank 
In  Sparta  once,  he  leems  a  languid  fun, 
v.  hich  dimly  finks  in  exhalations  dark. 
Enveloping  his  radia.ice.    While  he  fpake. 
Intent  on  martial  duty  Mcdon  views 
The  dang'rous  tliicket ;   Lnr edcmon's  chief 
Around  thcregion  his  confld'rate  eye  ' 

.E.vtendin^-,  marks  each  movement  of  the  foe. 
K  k  iij 
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Th'  imprridl  Pcrnan  frcm  Iiis  loftv  car 
J!ad  in  the  niornin(;'s  early  coiiflii.'l  feen 
TCii  vaiKj-iifli'd  army,  pouring  from  the  flreights 
Back  to  their  tents,  and  o'er  his  camp  dilpers'd 
In  conHcrnation  ;  as  a  river  biirlts 
Impetuous  from  his  fountain,  then,  enlargM, 
Spreads  a  dead  iurface  o'er  fome  level  marrti. 
Th'  aitonilh'd  king  thrice  darted  from  his  feat  ; 
Shame,  fear  and  indignation  rent  his  breaft  ; 
As  ruin  irrcfiltible  tverc  near 
To  overwhelm  his  mill'ons.    Hafte,  he  call'd 
To  Hyperanthts,  is.iitc  and  meet  the  Greeks. 
Their  daring  rage,  their  infolence  repel. 
Yvym  fuch  diflionour  vindicate  our  name. 

His  royal  brother  through  th'  extenfive  camp 
Obedient  mov'd.    Deliberate  and  brave, 
Jiach  adlvve  prince  from  ev'ry  tent  remote, 
The  hardieft  troops  he  fummon'd.    Caria's  queen, 
To  Hyperanthcs  bound  by  firm  efteem 
Of  worth,  unrivaird  in  the  Perfian  court, 
In  Tolemn  pace  whs  now  returnin,^  flow 
JJefore  a  band,  tranfporting  from  the  field 
Their  (lain  companions  to  the  fandy  beach. 

She  Itopp'd,  and  thus  addrefs'd  him.    Learn,  O 
prince. 
From  one,  whofe  wiflies  on  thy  merit  wait, 
The  only  means  to  bind  thy  gallant  brow 
In  faireit  wreathes.    To  break  the  Grecian  line 
In  vain  ye  Itruggle,  unarray'd  and  lax, 
Bepriv'd  of  union.     Try  to  form  one  band 
In  order'd  ranks,  and  emulate  the  foe. 
Nor  to  fecurc  a  thicket  next  the  pafs 
Forget.    Seleded  numbers  ftation  there. 
Farewell,  young  hero.  May  thy  fortune  prove 
Unlike  to  mine.    Had  Afia's  millions  fpar'd 
One  myriad  to  fultain  me,  none  had  i'een 
]Me  quit  the  dang'rons  contell.    Bat  the  head 
Of  bafc  /\rgeftes  on  fome  future  day 
Shall  feel  my  treafur'd  vengeance.    From  the  fleet 
I  only  flay,  till  burial  ril&s  are  paid 
To  thcfe  dead  Canans.     On  this  fatal  ftrantl 
May  Artemilia's  grief  appeafe  your  gholls, 
My  faithful  fuhje^^s,  facrific'd  in  vain. 

Th'.'  hero  >;ratefnl  and  refpeclful  heard, 
'^Vhat  foon  hi'^  warmth  neglecfled  at  the  fi^^'t 
Oi  fpearsj  which  fiam'd  innumerable  round. 
E'vond  the  reft  in  luih-e  was  a  band, 
Tlie  fatcUites  of  Xer>tes.  They  forfook 
'I'heir  conl>ant  orbit  round  th'  imperial  throne 
At  this  dread  crifis.   To  a  myriad  lix'd. 
From  their  unchanging  number  tlicy  deriv'd 
The  title  of  Immortals.    Light  their  fpears ; 
Set  in  pomegranates  of  refulgent  gold. 
Or  burnilli'd  filver,  were  the  llender  blades. 
Magnificent  and  llalely  were  the  ranks. 
The  prinre.  commanding  mute  attention,  fpake. 

In  twodivifions  part  your  number,  chiefs. 
One  will  1  lead  to  onfet.  In  my  ranks 
Abrocomes,  H\ dames  Ihall  advance, 
I'andates,  Miudus,  Intanhernr.s  brave 
To  wrefl  this  ihort-liv'd  vi(flory  from  Greece. 
Thou,  Abradates,  by  Sofarmes  join'd, 
Oroi.-L-s  and  .MazcEUS,  keep  tlie  reft 
From  acTiion.    Future  fuccour  they  mnft  lend, 
•Should  envious  fate  exhauft  our  num'rous  files. 
For.  O  pure  .Mithra,  may  thy  radiant  eye 
I-«"(,'cj-  lee  us,  yielding  to  ignoble  ilight, 


The  Perfian  name  difhanour.     May  the  a£lj 
Of  our  rcnown'd  progenitors,  who,  led 
By  Cyrus,  gave  one  monarch  to  the  caft, 
In  us  revive.     O  think,  ye  Perfian  lords, 
M'hat  cndlcis  infamy  will  blaft  your  names; 
Should  CJreece,  that  narrow  portion  of  the  earth. 
Your  pow'r  defy  :  when  Babylon  hath  low'r'd 
Her  tow'ring  crcil:,  when  Lydia's  pride  is  <^ucll'd 
In  Crcefus  vanquilh'd,  when  her  empire  loll 
Ecbataiia  deplores.     Ye  chofcn  guard. 
Your  king's  immortal  bulwark,  O  refled, 
What  deeds  from  your  fuperior  fvvords  he  claiim.  j 
You  fhare  his  largeft  bounty.     To  your  faith,         | 
Your  conllancy  and  prowefs  he  commits  I 

His  throne,  his-perlbn,  and  this  day  his  fame.  i 

They  wave  their  banners,  blazing  in  the  fun. 
Who  then  tiirec  liours  tow'rd  Hcfpcrus  had  driv'o  i| 
From  his  meridian  height.     Amid  their  fhouts    ^  I 
The  hoarfe-refounding  billows  are  not  heard. 
Of  diff 'rent  nations,  and  in  diff'rent  garb,  { 

Innumerous  and  vary'd  like  the  fhcils,  j 

By  reftlcfs  Tethys  fcatter'd  on  the  beach,  "     j 

O'er  wliich  they  trod,  the  multitude  advanc'd,  j 
Straight  by  Lconidas  defcry'd.     The  van  * 

Abrocomes  and  Hyperanthcs  led,  i 

Pandatcs,  Mindus.     Violent  their  march  j 

Sweeps  down  the  rocky,  holiow-founding  pafs.      j 
So,  where  th'  unequal  globe  in  mountains  fwclls, 
A  torrent  rolls  his  thund'ring  furge  between 
The  fteep-ereCled  clilFs ;  tumultuous  dafli  ; 

The  waters,  burfting  on  the  pointed  crags  :  j 

The  valley  roars  ;  the  marble  channel  foams.  j 
Th'  undaunted  Greeks  immovcably  withfland  | 
The  dire  encounter.  Soon  th'  impetucms  fhock  | 
Of  thoufands  and  of  myriads  ihakes  the  ground.  | 
Stupendous  iccne  of  terror!   Under  hills,  j 

Whofe  fides,  half-arching,  o'er  the  holts  projeift,    i 
The  unabating  fortitude  of  Greece 
Maintains  her  line,  tii'  untrain'd  Barbarians  chargt  i 
In  favage  fury.     With  inverted  trunks. 
Or  bent  obliquely  from  the  ihagged  ridge,  j 

The  filvan  horrors  overfhade  the  fight.  j 

The  clanging  trump,  the  crafh  of  mingled  fpears,  j 
The  groan  of  death,  and  war'ri  difcordant  ihouts  | 
Alarm  the  e.clioes  in  thtir  ncighb'ring  caves;  j 

Woods,  clitfs  and  iliores  return  the  dreadful  found  I 

BOOK  VIIL  I 

THE   ARGUMENT.  I 

HvpT'.RAf.-THF.s  difcontinuing  the  fight,  while  h' | 
waits  for  reinforcements,  Teribazus,  a  Perfiai 
remarkable  for  his  merit  and  learning,  ani 
highly  beloved  by  Hyperanthcs,  butunhapp'| 
in  his  paflion  for  Ariana,  a  daughter  of  Danut 
advances  from  the  reft  of  the  army  to  the  ref , 
cue  of  a  friend  in  dillrefs,  wjio  lay  wounded  oi  j 
the  field  of  battle.  Teribazus  is  attacked  b  ,; 
Diophantus,  the  Mantinean,  whom  he  over  j 
comes;  then  engaging  with  Dithyrambu;, 
is  himfelf  flain.  Hyperanthcs  hallens  to  hi  , 
fuccour.  A  general  battle  enfues,  where  Di 
oniedon  diltinguiflies  his  valour.  Hyperanthe  | 
and  AbrocomVs,  partly  by  their  own  effort,', 
and  partly  by  the  perfidy  of  the  Thebans,  whij 
defcrt  the  line,  being  on  the  point  of  forcir) , 
the  Grecians,  arc  repulfcd  by  the  Lacedcmon.  \ 
ans.     Hypcr.mthcs  compofes  a  felcd  body  o»  ; 
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rf  th6  t'erfian  ftandlng  forces,  and,  making  an 
improvement  in  their  difcipline,  renews  the 
attack ;  upon  which  Leonidas  changes  the  dif- 
pofition  of  his  army .  Hyperanthes  and  the 
ablelh  Periian  generals  are  driven  out  of  the 
field,  and  feveral  thoiifands  of  the  Barbarians, 
circumvented  in  the  pafs,  are  entirely  dellroyed. 

Amid  the  van  of  Perfia  was  a  youth, 

Nam'd  Teribazus,  not  for  golden  ilores. 

Not  for  wide  paftures,  travers'd  o'er  by  herds, 

iBy  fleece-abounding  fheep,  or  gen'rous  fteeds. 

Nor  yet  for  pow'r,  nor  fplendid  honours  fam'd. 

(Rich  was  "his  mind  in  ev'ry  art  divine ; 

.Through  ev'ry  path  of  fcience  had  he  walk'd, 

The  votary  of  wifdom.     In  the  years, 

jWHicn  tender  down  invefhs  the  ruddy  cheek. 

He  with  the  Magi  turn'd  the  hallow'd  page 

Of  Zoroaftres.     Then  his  tow'ring  thoughts 

High  on  the  plumes  of  contemplation  foar'd. 

He  from  the  loftyBabylonian  fane 

With  learn'd  Chaldieans  trac'd  the  heav'nly  fphere, 

iThere  number'd  o'er  the  vivid  fires,  which  gleam 

[On  night's  befpangled  bofom.     Nor  unheard 

[Were  Indian  fages  from  fequefler'd  bow'rs, 

While  on  the  banks  of  Ganges  they  difclos'd 

[The  pow'rs  of  nature,  whether  in  the  woods, 

[The  fruitful  glebe,  or  flow'r,  the  healing  plant, 

rrhe  limpid  waters,  or  the  ambient  air. 

Or  in  the  purer  element  of  fire. 

[The  realm  of  old  Selbftris  next  he  view'd, 

Myfterious  Egypt  with  her  hidden  rites 

jOf  Ifis  and  Ofiris.     Laft  he  fought 

Th'  Ionian  Greeks,  from  Athens  fprung,  nor  pafs'd 

iMiletis  by,  which  once  in  rapture  heard 

'The  tongue  of  Thales,  nor  Priene's  walls, 

j  Where  wifdoni  dwelt  with  Bias,  nor  the  feat 

I  Of  Pittacus,  rever'd  on  Lefbian  fhores. 

Th'  enlighten'd  youth  to  Sufa  now  return'd, 
Place  of  his  birth.     His  merit  foon  was  dear 
To  Hyperanthes.     It  was  now  the  time. 
That  difcontent  and  murmur  on  the  banks 
Of  Nile  were  loud  and  tUreat'ning.      Chembes 

there 
!  The  only  faithful  ftood,  a  potent  lord. 
Whom  Xerxes  held  by  promis'd  nuptial  ties 
'With  his  own  blood.     To  this  Egyptian  prince 
Bright  Ariana  was  the  deftin'd  fpoufe. 
From  the  fame  bed  with  Hyperanthes  born. 
Among  her  guards  was  Teribazus  nam'd 
By  that  fond  brother,  tender  of  her  weal. 

Th'  Egyptian  boundaries  they  gain.    They  hear 
Of  infurreftion,  of  the  Pharian  tribes 
In  arms,  and  Chembes  in  the  tumult  flaln. 
They  pitch  their  tents,  at  midnight  are  affail'd, 
Surpris'd,  their  leaders  maflacred,  the  flaves 
Of  Ariana  captives  borne  away, 
Her  own  pavilion  forc'd,  her  perfon  feiz'd 
By  ruffian  hands :  when  timely  to  redeem 
Her  and  th'  invaded  camp  from  further  fpoil 
Flies  Teribazus  with  a  rally'd  band. 
Swift  on  her  chariet  feats  the  royal  fair. 
Nor  waits  the  dawn.     Of  all  her  menial  train 
None,  but  three  female  flaves  are  left.  Her  guide, 
Her  comforter  and  guardian  fate  provides 
In  him,  dillinguifii'd  by  his  worth  alone. 
No  prince,  nor  fatrap,  now  the  fingle  chief 
Of  her  furviving  guard. .  Of  regal  birth. 


But  with  excelling  graces  in  her  foul, 
Unlike  an  eaftern  princefs  fhe  inclines 
'I'o  his  confoling,  his  inftru6live  tongue 
An  humbled  ear.     Amid  the  converfe  fweet 
Her  charms,  her  mind,  her  virtues  he  explores, 
Admiring.     Soon  is  admiration  chaxig'd 
To  love  ;  nor  loves  he  fooner,  than  defpairs. 
From  morn  till  ev'n  her  paffing  wheels  he  guardg 
Back  to  Euphrates.     Often,  as  fhe  mounts. 
Or  quits  the  car,  his  arm  her  weight  fuftains 
With  trembling  pleafure.     His  affiduous  hand 
From  purefl  fountains  wafts  the  living  flood. 
Nor  feldom  by  the  fair  one's  foft  command 
W^ould  he  repofe  him,  at  her  feet  reclin'd  ; 
While  o'er  his  lips  her  lovely  forehead  bow'd. 
Won  by  his  grateful  eloquence,  which  footh'd 
With  fweet  variety  the  tedious  march. 
Beguiling  time.     He  too  would  theh  forget 
His  pains  a  while,  in  raptures  vain  entranc'd, 
Delufion  all,  and  fleeting  rays  of  joy. 
Soon  overcall:  by  more  intcnfe  defpaii"; 
Like  wint'ry  clouds,  which,  op'ning  for  a  time. 
Tinge  their  black  folds  with  gleams  of  fcatter'4 

light. 
Then,  fwiftly  clofing,  on  the  brow  of  morn 
(^ondenfe  their  horrors,  and  in  thickeft  gloom 
The  ruddy  beauty  veil.     They  now  approach 
The  tow'r  of  Belus.     Hyperanthes  leadA 
Through  Babylon  an  army  to  challife 
The  crime  of  Egypt.     Teribazus  here 
Parts  from  his  princefs,  marches  bright  in  flee| 
Beneath  his  patron's  banner,  gathers  palms 
On  conquer'd  Nile.     To  Sufa  he  returns. 
To  Ariana's  refidence,  and  bears 
Deep  in  his  heart  th'  immedicable  wound. 
But  unreveal'd  and  fdent  was  his  pain  ; 
Nor  yet  in  folitary  fhades  he  roam'd, 
Nor  fliun'd  refort ;  but  o'er  his  forrows  cafi 
A  fickly  dawn  of  gladnefs,  and  in  frrivles 
Conceal'd  his  anguifh  ;  while  the  fecret  flame 
Rag'd  in  his  bofoin,  and  its  peace  confum'd  : 
His  foulftill  brooding  o'er  thefe  mournful  thoughtSo 

Can  I,  O  Wifdom,  find  relief  in  thee. 
Who  dofl  approve  my  paffion  ?  Frotn  the  fnares 
Of  beauty  only  thou  vvouldil  guard  m.y  heai-t. 
But  here    thyfelf  art    charm'd  ;    where  foftnefsj 

grace, 
And  ev'ry  virtue  digiiify  defire. 
Yet  thus  to  love,  defpairing  to  pofiefs, 
Of  all  the  torm.ents,  by  relentlefs  fate 
On  life  infli(5led,  is  the  rtiofl;  fevere. 
Do  1  not  feel  thy  warnings  in  niy  breaft, 
That  flight  alone  can  fave  me  ?  I  will  go 
Back  to  the  learn'd  Chaldxaris,  on  the  banks 
Of  Ganges  feek  the  fages ;  where  to  heav'n 
With  thee  my  elevated  foul  fliall  tow'f, 
O  v.-retched  Teribazus  !  all  confpires 
Againll  thy  peace.     Our  mighty  lord  prepares 
To  overwhelm  the  Grecians.     Ev'ry  youth 
h  call'd  to  war ;  and  J,  who  lately  pois'd 
With  no  inglorious  arrri  the  foldier's  lance, 
^^'ho  near  the  fide  of  Hyperanthes  fought, 
Muft  join  the  throng.     How  therefore  can  I  fty 
From  Ariana,  who  with  Afia's  queens 
The  fplendid  camp  of  Xerxe<  mufl  adorn  ? 
j  Then  be  it  fo.     Again  I  will  adore 

Her  gentle  virtues.     Her  delightful  voice, 
'  Her  gracious  fwcetnefs  fhall  again  difFufc 
K  k  iiij 
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Rcfirtlcfs  ningic  through  my  ravifli'd  heart ; 
'I'ill  puflion,  thus  with  double  rage  cnflam'd, 
Swells  to  diftraclion  in  my  tortur'd  brcaft, 
Then — but  in  vain  through  darkncfs  do  I  I'carcli 
My  fate — Dcfpair  and  fortune  be  my  guides. 

The  day  arnv'd,  when  Xcixcs  firft  advanc'd 
His  arms  from  Sufa's  gates.     1  he  Pcrfian  dames, 
So  were  accuftom'd  all  the  ea'.lern  fair, 
hi  fumptuous  cars  accompany'd  his  march, 
A  beauteous  train,  by  Ariana  grac'd. 
Her  Tcribazus  follows,  on  her  wheels 
Attends  and  pines.     Such  woes  ojiprefs  tiic  youth, 
Oppref^,  but  not  enervate.     Krom  tlie  van 
He  in  this  fecond  confliifl  had  withftood 
The  threat'nlnjt  frown  of  adamantine  Mars, 
He  iingly,  while  his  braveft  friends  rccoil'd. 
His  manly  temples  no  tiara  bound, 
'i'he  flemier  lance  of  Afia  he  dildain'd. 
And  her  light  target.     Eminent  he  tow'r'd 
In  Grecian  arms  the  wonder  of  his  foes ; 
Among  th'  lonians  were  his  Rrenuous  Umbs 
Traiu'd  in  the  gymnic  fchool.     A  fulgent  cafquc 
Enclos'd  his  head.     Before  his  face  and  chell 
Down  to  the  knees  an  ample  fhield  was  fpread. 
A  pond'rous  fj)ear    he    fiiook.      The  well-aim'd 

point 
Sent  two  Phliafians  to  the  realms  of  death 
With  four  Tegxans,  whofe  indignant  chief, 
Brave  Hegefander,  vengeance  hreath'd  in  vain, 
V/ith  flreoming  wounds  repuls'd.     Thus  far  un- 

m.itch'd, 
His  arm  prevail'd  ;  when  Hypcranthes  call'd 
From  fight  his  fainting  legions.     Now  each  band 
Their  languid  courage  reinforc'd  by  reft. 
Meantime  with  Teribazus  thus  confcir'd 
Th'  applauding  prince.      Thou  much  deferving 

youth, 
Had  twenty  warriors  in  the  dang'rous  van 
Like  thee  maintain'd  the  onfet,  Orcce  had  wept 
Her  proftrate  ranks.     The  weary'd  fight  awhile 
1  now  relax,  till  Abradates  llrong, 
Orontes  and  Mazteus  are  advanc'd. 
'J'hen  to  the  conflid  will  I  give  no  paufe. 
If  not  by  prov.'efs,  yet  by  endlefs  toil 
SucccCTive  numbers  fhall  c.xhauft  the  foe. 

He  laid.     Immers'd  in  fadnefs,  fcarce  reply 'd, 
But  to  himfclf  compLiin'd  the  am'rous  youth. 
Still  do  I  languifh,  mourning  o'er  the  fame. 
My  arm  acquires.     Tormemcd  heart !  thou  feat 
Of  coni'aut  forrow,  what  deceitful  fmiles 
Yet  canft  thou  borrow  from  unreal  hope 
To  flatter  life  .'  at  .;\riana's  feet 
What  if  with  fupplica  ing  knees  I  bow, 
Implore  her  pity,  and  icvcal  my  love. 
Wretch  '  canft  thou  climb  to  yon  effulgent  orb. 
And  fhare  the  fplendours,  which  irradiate  Jieav'n.' 
Doft  thou  afpiri-  to  that  exalted  maid. 
Great  Xerxes'  filler,  rivalling  the  claim 
Of  Afia's  proudeft  potentates  and  kings  ? 
Unlcfs  within  her  bofom  I  infpir'd  ■ 
A  paffion  fervent,  as  my  own,  nay  more, 
Such,  as  difpcUing  ev'ry  virgin  fear. 
Might,  unreftrain'jl,  difclofc  its  fond  defirc. 
My  love  is  hopclefs ;  and  her  willing  hand, 
Should  (he  bcftow  it,  draws  from  Ada's  lord 
On  both  perdition.      By  dcfpair  benumb'd. 
His  limbs  their  aftion  lofe.     A  willi  for  death 
O'crcafts  and  cKAh  lus  foul.     When  fuddcu  crici 


From  Arianmes  roufe  his  drooping  pow*ri,  \ 

Alike  in  manners  they  of  equal  age  ; 

Were  friends,  and  partners  in  the  glorious  toil  ' 

Of  war.     'i"ogether  they  vidlorious  chas'd  < 

The  bleeding  fons  of  Nile,  when  Egypt's  prido       ' 

Before  the  fword  of  Hypcranthes  fell. 

That  lov'd  companion  Tcribazus  views 

By  all  abandon'd,  in  his  gore  outftrctch'd  I 

The  vidor'sfpoil.     His  languid  fpirit  ftarts;  i 

He  rufhes  ardent  from  the  Perfian  line  ; 

The  wounded  warrior  in  his  ftrong  embrace 

He  bears  away.     By  indignation  (lung, 

Fierce  from  the  Grecians  Diophantus  fends 

A  loud  defiance.     Teribazus  leaves 

His  refcu'd  friend.     His  maffy  fhield  he  rears; 

High-brandifliing  his  foimidable  fpcar,  | 

He  turns  intrepid  on  th'  approaching  foe. 

Amazemenr  follows  •  On  he  ftridcs,  and  fliakei 

The  plumed  hono\irs  of  his'fliining  crell. 

Th'  ill-fated  Greek  awaits  th'  unequal  fight,      , 

Pierc'd  in  the  throat,  with  founding  arms  he  falbrj 

rhrough  cv'ry  file  the  Mantincans  mourn. 

Long  on  the  flain  the  vidor  fix'd  his  fight 

With  :liefe  reflc(5lions.     Ly  thy  fplcndid  arms 

Thou  art  a  Greek  of  no  ignoble  rank. 

From  thy  ill  fortune  1  perhaps  derive 

A  more  confpicuou^  lutlre — What  if  hcav'n 

:  huuld  add  new  victims,  fuch  as  thou,  to  grace 

My  undcfcrving  hand  .'  who  knows,  but  fhe 

jNlight  fmile  upon  my  trophies.  Oh  !  vain  thought! 

I  fee  the  pride  of  Afia's  monarch  fwcll 

With  vengeance  fatal  to  her  bcailteous  head. 

Difperfe,    ye  phantom  hopes.       Too  long,  tor» 

heart. 
Haft  thou  with  grief  contended.     Lo  !   I  plant 
My  foot  this  moment  on  the  verge  of  death, 
By  fame  invited,  by  defpair  impcli'd 
To  pafs  th'  irremeable  bound.     No  more 
Shall  Teribazus  backward  turn  his  fte]i. 
But  here  conclude  his  doom.  Then  ceafe  to  heavf, 
Tho\i  troubled  bofom,  ev'r)'  thought  bt  calm 
Now  at  til'  approach  of  evcrlafting  peace. 

He  ended ;  when  a  mighty  foe  drew  nigh, 
Not  Icfs,  than  Dithyrambus.  Ere  they  join'd. 
The  Pcrfian  warriur  to  the  Greek  began  : 

Art  thou  th'  unconquerable  chief,  who  mow'd 
Our  battle  down  ?  'I'hat  eagle  on  thy  fhield 
Too  well  proclaims  thee.     To  attempt  thy  force 
•  I  rafhly  purpos'd.     That  my  finglc  ;irm 
Thou  deign  "ft   to   meet,  accept  my  thanks,  and 

know, 
The  thouo  ht  of  conqueft  lefs  employs  my  foul, 
'i'han  admiration  of  thy  glorious  deeds. 
And  that  by  thee  I  cannot  fall  difgrac'd. 

He  cc;vs'd.     Thcfe  words  the  Thefpian  youth 

ret urn 'd  : 
Of  all  fhe  praifes  from  thy  gen'rous  mouth 
Tile  only  .portion,  my  defert  may  claim. 
Is  this  my  bold  adventure  to  confront 
Thee,  yet  unmatch'd.     What  Grecian  hath  not 

mark'd 
Thy  flaming  fteel  ?  from  Afia's  bonndlcfs  camp 
Not  one  hatli  cqualFd  thy  victorious  might. 
But  whence  thy  armour  of  the  Grecian  form  ? 
Whence  thy  tall  Ipear,  thy  helmet  ?  Whence  tlie 

weight 
Of  that  ftrong  fliield  .'  Unlike  thy  caftern  friends, 
O  if  thou  he'll  fomc  fugitive,  who,  loft 
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To  liberty  and  virtue,  art  become 
A  tyrant's  vile  ftipendiary,  that  arm, 
That  va.lour  thus  triumphant  I  deplore. 
Which  alter  all  their  efforts  and  fuccefs 
Deferve  no  honour  from  the  gods,  or  men. 

Here  Teribazus  in  a  figh  rejoin'd, 
I  am  to  Greece  a  ftranger,  am  a  wretch 
To  thee  unknown,  who  courts  this  hour  to  die, 
Yet  not  ignobly,  but  in  death  to  raife 
My  name  from  darhnefs,  vv-hile  I  end  my  woes. 

The  Grecian  then  :   1  view  thee,  and  1  mourn. 
A  dignity,  which  virtue  only  bears. 
Firm  refolution,  feated  on  thy  brow. 
Though  grief  hnth  dimm'd  thy  drooping  eye,  de- 
mand 
My  veneration  ;   and  whatever  be 
The  malice  of  thy  fortune,  what  the  cares, 
Infefting  thus  thy  quiet,  they  create 
Within  my  breaft  the  pity  of  a  friend. 
•Why  then,  conftraining  my  relu<Sl;ant  hand 
To  acl  againif  thee  will  thy  might  fupport 
Th'  unjuil:  ambition  of  malignant  kings, 
The  foes  to  virtue,  liberty  and  peace  ? 
Yet  free  from  rage,  or  enmity  I  lift 
My  adverfe  weapon.     Vi6lory  I  alk. 
Thy  life  may  fate  for  happier  days  referve. 

This  faid,  their  beaming  lances  they  protend, 
Of  hoflilc  hate,  or  fury  both  devoid. 
As  on  the  Ifthmian,  oi  Olympic  fands 
For  fame  alone  contending.     Either  hoft, 
Pois'd  oa  their  arms,  in  filent  wonder  gaze. 
The  fight  commences.    Soon  the  Grecian  fpear. 
Which  all  tlie  day  in  conllant  battle  worn, 
Unnumbcr'd  fliields  and  corfelets  had  transfix'd, 
Againfl:  the  Perfian  buckler,  flaiv'ring,  breaks. 
Its  mailer's  hand  difarming.  Then  began 
The  fenfe  of  honour,  and  the  dread  of  fliame 
To  fwell  in  Dithyramb  us,  Undifmay'd, 
He  grappled  with  his  foe,  and  inflant  feiz'd 
His  threat'ning  fpear,  before  th'  uplifted  arm 
Could  execute  the  meditated  wound. 
The  weapon  burft  between  their  ft ruggling  grafp. 
Their  hold  they  loofen,  bare  cheir  fhining  fwords. 
With  equal  fwiftuefs  to  defend,  or  charge, 
Each  adcive  youth  advances  and  recedes. 
Ouev'ry  iide  they  craverfe.  Now  dire(5l:, 
Obliquely  now  the  wheeling  blades  defcend. 
ijtillisthe  confli(5l  dubious;  when  the  Greek, 
Diffembling,  points  his  falchion  to  the  ground, 
His  armdeprefiing,  as  o'ercome  by  toil : 
While  with  his  buckler  cautious  he  repels 
The  blows,  repeated  by  his  acStive  foe. 
Greece  trumbles  for  her  hero.    Joy  pervades 
The  ranks  of  Afia  ;  Hypcranthes  ftrides 
Before  the  line,  preparing  to  receive 
His  friend  triumphant :  while  the  wary  Greek 
Calm  and  dcfenfive  bears  th'  affault.  At  laft. 
As  by  th'  incautious  <"ury  of  his  ftrokes, 
The  Perfian  fwuiig  hiscov'ring  fhicld  afide, 
The  fatal  moment  Dithyrambus  feiz'd. 
JJght  darting  forward  with  his  feet  outllretch'd. 
Between  th'  unguarded  ribs  he  plmig'd  his  fteel. 
AflFe<fl:ion,  grief,  and  terror,  wing  the  fpccd 
Of  Hyperanthes.  From  his  bleeding  foe 
The  Greek  retires,  not  diftant  and  awaits 
The  Perfian  prince.  But  he  with  wa<-'ry  cheeks 
In  fpecchlefs  anguifli  clafps  hi5  dyin<;  ''riend  ; 
•i'lom  whole  cold  lip  with  interrupted  phrafe 


Thcfe  accents  break :  O  dearefl,  bcfl  of  men  1 
Ten  thoufand  thoughts  of  gratitude  and  love 
Are  ftruggling  in  my  heart — O'erpow'ring  fate 
Denies  my  voice  the  utt'rance~0  my  friend  I 

0  Hyperanthes  !  Hear  my  tongue  unfold 
What,   had    I   liv'd,   thou   never  fhould'fl   have 

known. 

1  lov'd  thy  lifter.  With  defpair  1  lov'd. 
Soliciting  this  honourable  doom. 
Without  regret  in  Pcrfia's  fight  and  thine 
I  fall,    rh'  inexorable  hand  of  fate 

Weighs  down  his  eyelids,  and  the  gloom  of  death 
His  fleeting  light  eternally  o'erlhadcs. 
Him  on  Choafpes  o'er  the  blooming  verge 
A  frantic  mother  fiiall  bewail ;  fhall  ftrew 
Her  filver  treffes  in  the  cryllal  wave  : 
While  all  the  fliores  re-echo  to  the  name 
Of  Teribazus  loft.  Th'  aSlifted  prince. 
Contemplating  in  tears  the  pallid  corfe, 
Vents  in  thefe  words  the  bitternefs  of  grief: 

Oh,  Teribazus  !  Oh  1   my  friend,  v.'hofe  lofs 
I  will  deplore  for  ever.  Oh  !  what  pow'r. 
By  me,  by  thee  offended,  clos'd  thy  breaft. 
To  Hyperanthes  in  diftruft  unkind  ! 
She  fhould,  llie  muft  have  lov'd  thee— NoW  no 

more 
Thy  placid  virtues,  thy  inftnidllve  tongue 
Shall  drop  their  fweetnef  on  my  fecret  hours. 
But  in  complaints  doth  friendlliip  wafte  the  time, 
Which  to  immediate  vengeance  fiioidd  be  giv'n. 

He  ended,  rulhing  furious  on  the  Greek; 
Who,  while  his  galfant  enemy  expir'd. 
While  Hyperanthes  tenderly  receiv'd 
The  laft  embraces  of  his  gafping  friend, 
Stood  nigh,  reclin'd  in  fadnefs  on  his  fhield. 
And  in  the  pride  of  vi(5lory  repin'd. 
Unmark'd,hisfoeapproach'd.  But  forward  fprung 
Diomedon.  Before  the  Thefpian  youth 
Aloft  he  rais'd  his  targe,  and  loudly  thus  : 

Hold  thee  Barbarian,  from  a  life  more  worth. 
Than  thou  and  Xerxes  with  his  hoft  of  flaves. 
His  words  he  feconds  with  his  rapid  lance. 
Soon  a  tremendous  confiidl  had  enfu'd; 
But  Intaphernes,  Mindus,  and  a  crowd 
Of  Perfian  lords,  advancing,  fill  the  fpace 
Betvvixfth'  'ncount'ring  chiefs.  In  mutual  wrath. 
With  fruitlefs  efforts  they  attempt  the  fight. 
So  rage  two  bulls  along  th'  oppofing  banks 
Of  fonie  deep  flood,  which  parts;he  fruitful  mead. 
Defiance  thunders  from  their  angry  mouths 
In  vain  .   in  vain  the  furrow'd  fod  they  rend  ; 
Wide  rolls  the  ftream,  and  intercepts  the  war. 

As  b;.  mal  gnant  fortune,  if  a  drop  ., 

Of  moifture  mingles  with  a  burning  mafs 
Of  liquid  metal,  inftant  fhow'rs  of  death 
On  ev'ry  fide  th'  exploding  fluid  fpreads; 
So  difappointment  irritates  the  flame 
Of  fierce  Plataa's  chief,  whofe  vengeance  burfts 
In  wide  deftrudion.    Embas,  Daucus  fall, 
Arfxus,  Ochos,  Mcndus,  Artias  die  ; 
And  ten  moft  hardy  of  th'  immortal  guard. 
To  fhivers  breaking  on  the  Grecian  fliield 
Their  gold-embellifli'd  weapons,  raife  a  mound 
O'er  thy  pale  body,  O  in  prime  deftroy'd, 
Of  Afia's  gardtn  once  the  faireft  plant, 
Ealfn  Teribazus :  lhydiftra<fled  friend 
From  this  thy  temporary  tomb  is  dragg'd 
By  forceful  zeal  of  fatraps  to  the  fhorc ; 
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Where  then  fhc  hrs.vn  Abrocomcs  arranp^'d 
The  fuccours  new,  by  Abrailatcs  brouglit, 
Orontc-s  and  Mazatus.    Turning  fwii't, 
Abrocomcs  inform'd  his  brother  thus  : 

Stroncf  rciritorccmcnt  i'roni  th'  immortal  guard 
Fandates  bold  to  Intaphcrncs  leads,, 
In  charpc  to  harafs  by  perpetual  toil 
Thofe  (irccians  next  the  m<juntain.  Thou  unite 
To  me  thy  valour  :   Here  the  hoilile  ranks 
Lefs  flable  fecm.  Our  joint  inipreflion  try  ; 
Let  all  the  weight  of  battle  here  impend. 
Roulc,  Hypcranthes.   Give  regret  to  winds. 
Who  hath  not  loft;  a  friend  this  direful  day  ? 
I-et  not  our  private  cares  allifl  the  Greeks, 
Toortrong  already;  or  kt  forrow  adt : 
Mourn  and  revenge,    '['hefe  animating  worxls 
Scud  Hypcranthes  to  the  forenioit  line  : 
His  vcngi'ful  ardour  leads.   'I'he  battle  joins. 

Who  llemm'd  this  tide  of  onfet .'   Who  imbru'd 
Hislhining  fpear  the  full  in  Perfian  blood.' 
Eupalamus.  Artcmbar^s  he  flew. 
With  Derdas  fierce,  whom  Caucafushad  rear'd 
On  his  tcmpeRuous  brow,  the  favage  fons 
Of  ■violence  and  rapine.  But  their  doom 
Fires  Hypcranthes,  whofe  vindi<flive  blade 
Arreflsthe  vidor  in  his  haughty  courfe. 
Beneath  the  llrong  Abrocornes  o'erwhelm'd, 
Mehllits  fwells  the  number  of  the  dead. 
None  could  Mycen.-e  boall  of  prouder  birth, 
Than  young  JVIelilFus,  who  in  [ilver  mail 
The  line  embelllfh'd.  He  in  Cirrha's  niead, 
Where  high  ParnafTus  from  big  double  top 
O'erfliades  the  Pythian  gamcf,  the  envy'd  prize 
Of  fame  obtain'd.  Low  huks  his  laurell'd  head 
In  death's  cold  night ;  and  horrid  gore  deforms 
The  gracef  il  hair.  Impatient  to  revenge 
Ariilobulus  ftrides  before  the  van. 
Aftorm  of  fury  darkens  all  his  brow. 
Around  he  rolls  his  gloomy  eye.  For  death 
Is  Alyaitcs  rviark'd,  of  regal  blood, 
Deriv'd  from  Crccfus,  once  imperial  lord 
Of  nations.  Him  the  nymphs  of  Ilalyswcpt; 
When,  with  delufivc  oracles  beguil'd 
By  Dclplii'b  god,  he  paf-i'd  their  fatal  waves 
A  mighty  empire  to  diflolve  :   nor  knew 
Th'  il]-deftin'd  prince, thatenvioiisfortunewatch'd 
That  du-eful  moment  from  his  hand  to  wrelt 
The  fceptrc  of  his  fathers.   In  the  Ibade 
Of  humble  life,  his  race  on  Timolus'  brow 
l,ay  hid;  till,  rous'd  to  battle,  on  this  field 
Sinks  Alyattcs,  and  a  royal  breed, 
In  him  extinc5l  forever,   l.ycii  dies, 
For  b'lift'rous  v.ar  ill-chofcn.  He  was  fklll'd 
To  tune  the  lulling  flute,  and  melt  the  heart; 
Or  with  his  pipe's  awa]j"ning  fbrain  allure 
The  lovely  dames  of  I.ydia  to  the  dance. 
They  on  the  verdan":  level  graceful  mov'd 
In  vary'd  nieafurcs;  while  the  cooling  breeze 
Beneath  their  fwelling  garments  wanton'd  o'er 
Their  fnowy  brcalls  anil  fmooth  Cayfter's  Aream, 
Soft-gliding,  munnur'd  by.  The  holHIc  blade 
Draws  forth  his  entrails.  Prone  he  falls.   Not  long 
'i'hc  victor  triumphs.  From  the  proflrate  corfe 
Of  I.ycis,  while,  infulting,  he  cxtraCls 
The  recking  weapon,  Hypcranthes'  Heel 
Invades  his  knee,  and  cuts  the  finewy  cords. 
The  Myccnxans  with  uplifted  fhields, 
(Corinthians  and  Phliarian»  clofc  around 


The  wounded  chieftain.  Tn  redoubled  rag9 
The  conteft  glows.  Abrocornes  incites 
Kach  noble  Perfian.  Each  his  voice  obeys. 
Here  Abradates,  there  Maza;u3  prefs, 
Orontei)  and  ijydarnes.  None  retire 
Prom  toil,  or  peril.  Urg'd  on  ev'ry  fide, 
Mycen.-e's  band  to  fortune  leave  their  chie.f. 
Defpairing,  raging,  dellitute  he  fiands, 
Propt  on  his  fpear.  His  wound  forbids  retreat. 
None  but  his  brother,  Kumenes,  abides 
The  dire  extremity.  His  lludded  orb 
Is  held  defenfive.  On  his  arm  the  fvvord 
Of  Hypcranthes  rapidly  defcends. 
Down  drops  the  buckler,  and  the  fevcr'd  hand 
Rcfigns  its  hold.  The  unprotccfled  pair 
By  Afia's  hero  to  the  ground  are  fwept ; 
As  to  a  reaper  crimfon  poppies  low'r 
Their  heads  luxuriant  on  the  yellow  plain. 
Prom  both  their  brealts  the  vital  currents  flovr, 
And  mix  their  llreams.    Plate  the  Perfians  pour 
'I'beir  numbers,  deep'ning  on  the  foe  difmay'd. 
The  Greeks  their  ftation  painfully  maintain. 
This  .Vnaxaiider  faw,  whofe  fairhlefs  tongue 
His  colleague  Leontiadcs  befpake  : 

The  hour  is  come  to  fcrve  our  Perfian  friend'?. 
Behold,  the  Greeks  are  prcfs'd.  Let  Thebes  retire, 
A  blsodlefs  conqueft  yielding  to  the  king. 

Thisfaid,  he  drew  his  Thehans  from  their  pofl, 
Not  with  unpunifli'd  treachery.  The  lance 
Of  Abradates  gor'd  their  foul  retreat; 
Nor  knew  the  Afian  chief,  that  Afia's  friends 
/before  him  bled.    Meantime,  as  mighty  Jove, 
Or  he  more  ancient  on  the  throne  of  hcav'n, 
When  from  the  womb  of  Chaos  dark  the  world 
Emerg'd  to  binh,  where'er  he  view'd  the  jar 
Of  atoms  yet  dil'cord;int  and  unform'd, 
Coufufion  thence  with  pow'rful  voice  difpelj'd, 
Till  light  and  order  univcrfalreio-ii'd  ; 
So  from  the  hill  Leonidas  furvey'd 
The  various  war.  He  law  the  Pheban  rout ; 
That  Corinth,  Phlius  and  Myccn*  look'd 
Afi'righted  backward.    Infiantly  his  charge 
Is  borne  by  Maron,  whom  obedience  wings. 
Precipitating  down  the  facred  cave, 
That  Sparta's  ranks,  advancing,  fliould  repair 
The  diiunited  phalanx.  Ere  they  move, 
Dieneces  infpircs  them.   Pame,  my  friends. 
Calls  forth  your  valour  in  a  fignal  hour. 
For  you  this  glorious  crifis  fl\e  rei'erv'd 
I.aconia's  fpleiioour  to  affcrt.  Young  man, 
Son  of  MegilUas,  follow.  He  condutfts 
'Ph'  expcricnc'd   troop.  'Pliey  lock  their  fhield.». 

and,  wedg'd 
In  denfc  arrangement,  repoflcfsthc  void. 
Left  by  the  faithlefs  Thehans,  and  repulfe 
Th'  exulting  Perfians.  When,  with  efforts  vain, 
'I'hcfe  oft  rencw'd  the  conteft,  andrecoil'd. 
As  oft  coiifounded  with  diminifh'd  ranks; 
Lo  I   Hypcranthes  blufli'd,  repeating  late 
The  words  of  Artcmifia.  Learn,  O  chiefs, 
The  only  means  of  glory  and  fuccefs. 
Ihilike  the  <ithcrs,  whom  wc  newly  chas'd, 
'Plicfe  are  a  band  feleded  from  the' Greeks, 
P'crhaps  the  opartans,  whom  we  often  hear 
By  Deniar.atus  prais'd.  To  break  their  lin* 
In  vain  we  fl.ruggle,  nnarr.iy'd  and  lax, 
Depriv'd  of  union.  Do  not  wc  prefide 
O'er  Afia's  armies,  and  our  courage  boaft; 
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O^r  martfal  ant  atove  the  vulf^ar  herd  ? 
Let  us,  yc  chiefs,  attempt  in  order'd  ranks 
To  form  a  troop,  and  emulate  the  foe. 

They  wait  not  dubious.    On  the  Malian  fhore 
In  gloomy  depth  a  column  foon  is  form'd 
Of  all  the  nobles,  Abradates  flrong, 
Orontesbold,  Mazxus,  and  the  might 
Of  brave  Abrocomes,  with  each,  who  bore 
The  higheft  honours,  and  excell'd  in  arms; 
Thcmfelves  the  lords  of  nations,  who  belore 
The  throne  of  Xerxes  tributary  bow'd. 
To  thefe  fucceed  a  chofen  number,  drawn 
From  Afia's  legions,  vaunted  moft  in  fight ; 
Who  from  their  kind  perpetual  llipends  Ihare ; 
Who,  flation'd  round  the  provinces,  by  force 
His  tyranny  uphold.  In  ev'ry  part 
Is  Hypcranthes  active,  ardent  fcen 
Throughout  the  huge  battalion.  He  adjufts 
Their  equal  range,  then  cautious,  leil  on  march 
Their  unaccuftom'd  order  fhould  relax, 
Full  in  the  centre  of  the  foremoft  rank 
Orontes  plants,  committing  to  his  hand 
Th'  imperial  ftandard  ;  whofe  expanded  folds 
Glow'd  in  the  air,  prefenting  to  the  fun 
The  richeft  dye  of  Tyre.  The  royal  bird 
Amid  the  gorgeous  tindture  Ihone  exprefs  d 
In  high  embroider'd  gold.  The  wary  prince 
On  this  confpicuous,  leading  fign  of  war 
Commands  each  fatrap,  polled  in  the  van. 
To  fix  his  eye  regardful,  to  direft 
By  this  alone  his  even  pace  and  flow, 
Retiring,  or  advancing.  So  the  ftar. 
Chief  of  the  fpangles  on  that  fancy'd  bear. 
Once  an  Idaan  nymph,  and  nurfe  of  Jsve, 
Bright  Cynofura  to  the  Boreal  pole 
Attradts  the  failor's  eye;  when  diftance  hides 
The  headland  fignals,  and  her  guiding  ray, 
New-ris'n,  fhe  throws.  The  hero  next  appoints. 
That  ev'ry  warrior  through  the  length'mng  files, 
Obferving  none  but  thofe  before  him  plac'd. 
Shall  watch  their  motions,  and  their  Heps  purfue. 
Nor  is  th'  important  thicket  next  the  pafs 
Forgot.  Two  thoufand  of  th'  immortal  guard 
That  (latlon  feize.  His  orders  all  perlorm'd, 
Clofe  by  the  ftandard  he  affumes  his  pofl. 
Intrepid  thence  he  animates  his  friends. 

Heroic  chieftains,  whofe  unconquer'd  force 
Rebellious  Egypt,  and  the  Libyan  felt. 
Think  what  the  fplendour  of  your  form.er  deeds 
FVom  you  exads.  Remember,  from  the  great 
Illuftrious  anions  are  a  debt  to  fame. 
No  middle  path  remains  for  them  to  tread, 
Whom  file  hath  once  ennobled.  Lo  !  this  day 
.    By  trophies  new  will  fignalize  your  names. 
Or  in  difhonour  will  for  ever  cloud. 

He  faid,  and  vig'ions  all  to  fight  proceed. 
As  when  tempelluous  Eurus  tlems  the  weight 
Of    vveftern    Neptune,    aruggling    through   the 

ftreights, 
Which  bound  Alcides'  labours,  here  the  florm 
With  rapid  wing  reverberates  the  tide ;   ^ 
There  the  contending  furge  with  furrow  d  tops 
To  mountains;fwells,  and,  whelming  o'er  the  beach 
On  either  coaft,  impels  the  hoary  foam 
On  M?uritanian  and  Iberian  ftrands: 
Such  is  the  dreadful  onfet.  Perfia  keeps 
Her  foremoft  ranks  unbroken,  which  are  Ml  d 
By  chofen  warriors;  while  the  num'rous  crowd, 


Thouo-h  ftillpromlfcuous pouring  from  behind. 
Give  weight  and  preffure  to  th'  embattled  chiefs, 
Defpifing  danger.  Like  the  mural  ftrength 
Of  fome  proud  city,  bulwark'd  round,  and  arm'd 
With  rifing  tow'rs  to  guard  her  wealthy  ftores, 
ImmoveabTe,  impenetrable  ftood  _ 
Laconia's  ferry 'd  phalanx.  In  their  face 
Grim  tyranny  her  threat'ning  fetters  fliakes, 
Red  havoc  grinds  infatiable  his  jaws. 
Greece  is  behind,  intrufting  to  their  fwords 
Her  laws,  her  freedom,  and  the  facred  urns 
Of  their  forefathers.  Prefent  now  to  thought 
Their  altars  rife,  the  manfions  of  their  birth, 
Whate'er  they  honour,  venerate,  and  love. 

Brio-ht  in  the  Perfian  van  th'  exalted  lance 
Of  Hyperanthes  flam'd.  Befide  him  prefs'd 
Abrocomes,  Hydarnes,  and  the  bulk 
Of  Abradates  terrible  in  war. 
Firm,  as  a  Memphian  pyramid,  was  feen 
Dicncces  ;  while  Agis  clofe  in  rank 
With  Mcnalippus,  and  the  added  ftrength 
Of  dauntlefs  Maron,  their  connedled  Ihields 
Upheld.  Each  unrelax'd  array  maintains 
The  conflid:  undecided  ;  nor  could  Greece 
Repel  the  adverfe  numbers,  nor  the  weight 
Of  Afia's  band  feleift  remove  the  Greeks. 

Swift  from  Laconia's  king,  perceiving  foon 
The  Perfian's  new  arrangement,  Medon  flew, 
Who  thus  the  ftaid  Dieneces  addrefs'd  : 

Leonidas  commands  the  Spartan  ranks 
To  meafure  back  fome  paces.  Soon,  he  deems. 
The  unexperienc'd  toes  in  wild  purfuit 
Will  break  their  order.  Then  the  charge  renew. 

This  heard,  the  fignal  of  retreat  is  giv'n. 
The  Spartans  feem  to  yield.  The  Perfians  flop, 
Aftoniihment  reftrains  them,  and  the  doubt 
Of  unexpeded  vidory.  Their  floth 
Abrocomes  awakens.    By  the  fun 
They  fly  before  us.  My  vidorious  friends, 
Do  you  delay  to  enter  Greece.  Away, 
Rufli  on  intrepid.   I  already  hear 
Our  horfe,  our  chariots,  thund'ring  on  her  plains, 
1  fee  her  temples  wrapt  in  Perfian  fires. 

He  fpake.  In  hurry'd  violence  they  roll 
Tumultuous  forward.  All  In  headlong  pace 
Disjoin  their  order,  and  the  line  diffolve. 
This  when  the  fage  Dieneces  defcries, 
The  Spartans  halt,  returning  to  the  charge 
With  fudden  vigour.  In  a  moment  plerc'd 
By  his  refiftlefs  fteel,  Orontes  falls,  _ 
And  quits  th'  imperial  banner.  This  the  chief 
In  triumph  waves.  The  Spartans  prefs  the  toe. 
Clofe-wedg'd  and  fquare,  in  flow,  progrdfive  pace, 
O'er  heaps  of  mangled  carcafes  and  arms 
Invincible  they  tread.  Compofing  flutes  ^ 
Each  thought,  each  motion  harmonize.  No  rage 
Untunes  their  fouls.    The  phalanx  yet  more  deep 
Of  Medon  follows;  while  the  lighter  bands 
Glide  by  the  flanks,  and  reach  the  broken  foe. 
Amid  their  flight  what  vengeance  from  the  arm 
O'"  AlpheuB  falls  ?  O'er  all  in  fwift  purfuit 
Was  he  renown'd.  His  adive  feet  had  match  d 
The  fon  of  Peleus  in  the  dufty  courfe  ;     ^ 
But  now  the  wrongs,  the  long-remember  d  wrongs 
Of  Polydorus  anunate  his  ftrength 
With  tenfold  vigour.  1-ike  th'  empurpled  moon, 
When  in  eclipfe  her  filver  diflc  hath  loft 
The  wonted  light,  his  buckler's  polifli'd  face 
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Is  now  obfcuiM  ;  the  figur'u  IjivfL'i  drop 

In  crimibn,  Jj  wutinj^  from  his  dcv.thuil  ilrokc^. 

As,  viun  With  horror  wing'd,  p.  vvh.'rlwind  rcnui 

A  ftiaticr'd  navy;  from  the  ocean  cail. 

Enormous  fragments  hi-ie  tJie  level  beach; 

Such  r.s  di-jedtod  Pc'rHa  brc  beheld 

On  IhefTaly's  iinna^ipablc  (Irand: 

Thus  o'et  the  champain  ("atraps  lay  bcftrewn 

By  Alpheus.  pcricvvrli!}!;  in  purfuit 

Beyond  the  pulii.    Nor  Phcebus  could  ir.fli(5l 

On  Niobe  more  veni:;Lancc,  when,  incens'd 

By  her  maternal  arrojruncc,  which  fcorn'd 

l.atona's  race,  he  twang'd  his  ireful  bow. 

And  one  by  one  from  youth  and  beauty  hurl'd 

Her  fons  to  l-luto  ;  nor  feverer  pangs 

That  mother  felt,  than  pierc'd  the  gen'rous  foul 

Of  Hyperanthes,  while  his  noblefl  friends 

On  ev'ry  fide  lay  gafpinj.    With  defpair 

He  ftiil  contends.    '1  h'  immortals  from  th.ir  {land 

Behind  th'  entangling  thicket  next  tiie  pafs 

His  fignal  rcufes.    Ere  they  clear  their  way, 

"W'ell-caution'd  Medon  from  the  clofe  defile 

Two  thoufand  Locrinns  pours.    An  afped;  new 

The  fight  alTumes.    Through  implieated  Ihrubs 

Confufion  waves  each  banner.    I-a!chions,  fpears 

And  Ihiclds  are  all  encumber'd,  till  the  Greeks 

Had  forc'd  a  pafTage  to  the  yielding  foe. 

Then  Me.-k)n's  arm  is  felt.    The  dreadful  boar, 

■VVide-wailing  once  the  Calydonian  fields, 

In  fury  breaking  from  his  gloomy  lair, 

Rang'd  with  Icfs  havoc  through  unguarded  folds, 

Than  Medon,  fweeping  down  the  glitt'ring  files. 

So  vainly  llyl'd  immortal.    From  the  cliff 

Civir.e  Meliffa,  and  Laconia's  king, 

Enjoy  the  glories  of  Oileus'  fon. 

Fierce  Alpheus  too,  returning  from  his  chafe, 

Joins  in  the  flaughtcr.    Ev'ry  Perfian  falls. 

To   him  the  I.ocrian    chief.      Brave    .Spartan, 
thanks. 
Through  thee  my  purpofe  is  accomplilh'd  full. 
My  phalanx  here  with  levell'd  rows  of  fpears 
.Shall  guard  the  Ihatter'd  bufhes.    Come  what  may 
From  Afia's  camp,  th'  affaiiant,  flank'd  and  driv'n 
Down  yonder  flope,  Ihall  pcrifb.    Gods  of  Greece, 
You  (ball  behold  your  fanes  profufely  dcck'd 
In  fplendid  oiT'rings  from  barbarian  Ipoils, 
"Won  by  your  free-born  fupplicants  this  day. 
This  faid,  he  forms  his  ranks.  Their  threatening 
points 
Gleam  through  the  thicket,  whence  the  fiiiv'ring 

foes 
Avert  their  fight,  like  paffeng^crsdifmay'd, 
M^ho  on  their  cnurfe  by  Nile's  portentous  banks 
Defcry  in  ambufh  of  perfidious  reeds 
The  crocodile's  fell  teeth.    Contiguous  lay 
'J'hcrmopyla'.    Dicneccs  fccur'd 
The    narrow   mouth.     Two   lines   the    Spartans 

fiiow'd, 
One  tow'rds  the  plain  obferv'd  the  Perfian  camp ; 
One,  led  by  Agis,  fac'd  th'  interior  pafs. 

Not  yet  difcourag'd,  Hyperanthes  ftrivcs 
The  fcattcr'd  boll  to  rally.    He  exhorts, 
Entreats,  at  length  indignant  thus  exclaims. 
rrSk-n'rate  Perfians  .''to  fcpukhral  dull  " 
Could  breath  return,  your  fathers  fmm  the  tomb 
Would  utter  groans.    Inglorious,  do  ye  leave 
Behind  you  I»crfia's  ftandard  to  adorn 
Some  Grecian  temple  ?  Can  your  fplendid  cars. 


Voluptuous  touches,  and  delicious  boards. 
Your  gold,  your  gems,  ye  fatraps,  be  prcfervd 
By  cowardice  and  flight  ?  The  eunuch  flave 
Will  fcorn  fuch   lords,  your  women  lothc  your 
beds. 

Few  hear  him,  fewer  follow  ;  while  the  fight 
His  unabathig  courage  oft  renews, 
As  oft  repuls'd  with  danger  :  till,  by  all 
Defcrted,  mixing  (n  the  gen'ral  rout. 
He  yields  to  fortune,  and  regains  the  camp. 
In  fhort  advances  thus  the  dying  tide 
Beats  fcr  a  while  againft  thc'fhelving  ftrand, 
Still  by  degrees  retiring,  and  at  laft 
Within  tj'.e  bofom  of  the  main  fubfidcs. 

Though  Hyperanthes  from  the  fight  was  driv'u-, 
Clofe  to  the  mountain,  whofe  indented  fide 
There  gave  the  widen'd  pafs  an  ample  fpacc 
For  numbers  to  embattle,  liill  his  pofl 
Bold  Intaphernes  underneath  a  clifif 
Againfl  the  firm  Platxan  line  maintain'd. 
Oil  him  look'd  down  Leonidas  like  death, 
When,  from  his  iron  cavern  call'd  by  Jove, 
He  ftands  gigantic  on  a  mountain's  head  ; 
Whence  he  commands  th' affrighted  earth  to  quake, 
And,  crags  and  forcfts  in  liis  direful  grafp, 
High-wielding,  dallies  on  a  town  below, 
\yhofe  deeds  of  black  impiety  provoke 
The  long-enduring  gods.    Around  the  verge 
Of  Oeta,  curving  to  a  crefcent's  fliape, 
The  marbles,  timbers,  fragments,  lay  amafs'd. 
The  Helots,  peafants,  mariners,  attend 
In  order  nigh  Leonidas.    They  watch    . 
His  look.    He  gives  the  fignal.    Rous'd  at  once 
The  force,  the  ficill,  adivity  and  zeal 
Of  thoufands  are  combin'd.    Down  rufh  the  pile?. 
Trees,  roU'd  on  trees,  with  mingled  reck  defecnd, 
Unintcrmitted  ruin.    Loud  refound 
The  hollow  trunks  againfl  the  mountain's  fide. 
Swift  bounds  each  craggy  mafs.    The  foes  below 
Look  up  agh?-:!,  in  horror  fhrink  and  die. 
Whole  troops,  o^erwhclm'd  beneath  th'  enormous 

load, 
Lie  hid  and  loft,  as  never  they  had  known 
A  name  or  being.    Intaphernc's  clad 
In  regal  fplendour,  progeny  of  kings, 
Who  rul'd  Damafcus,  and  the  Syrian  palms, 
Here  flcpt  for  ever.    Thoufands  of  his  train 
In  that  broad  fpace  the  ruins  had  not  rcach'd. 
Back  to  their  camp  a  paffagc  they  attempt 
'111 rough  Lacedemon's  line.'   Them  Agis  ftopp'd. 
Betore  his  powerful  arm  Pandates  fell, 
Sofarmcs,Tachos.    Mcnalippus  dy'd 
II :s  youthful  fli-el  in  blood.    The  mightier  fpear 
Ol  jMaron  picrc'd  battalions,  and  enlarg'd 
rhe  track  of  flaughter.  Backward  turnd  the  rout, 
Nor  found  a  mikier  fate.    Th'  unweary'd  fvvords 
Ot  Dithyrainbus  and  Diomedon, 
Who  from  the  hill  are  wheeling  on  their  fiank, 
Still  flalli  tremendous.    To  the  Hiore  they  fly. 
At  once  envclop"d  by  fucccffive  bands 
Of  diff'rent  Grecians.    From  tlie  gulf  profound 
Perdition  here  inevitable  frowns. 
While  there,  encircled  by  a  grove  of  fpears, 
They  fland  devoted  hecatombs  to  Mars. 
Now  not  a  moment's  interval  delays 
Their  gen'ral  doom  ;  but  down  the  Malian  ftecp 
Pi  one  are  they  hurry'd  to  th'  expanded  arms 
Of  horror,  rifing  from  the  oozy  deep, 
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And  {rrafping  all  their  numbers  as  they  fall. 

The  dire  corifuiion  like  a  ftorai  invades 

The  chafing  furge.    Whole  troops  Bellona  rolls 

In  one  vaft  ruin  from  the  craggy  ridge. 

O'er  all  their  arms,  their  enfigns,  deep-ingulf 'd, 

With  hideous  roar  the  waves  for  ever  clofc. 


BOOK  IX. 

THE  ARGUMENT. 

Night  coming  on,  the  Grecians  retire  to  their 
tents.  A  guard  is  placed  on  the  Phocian  wall 
under  the  command  of  Agis.  He  admits  into 
the  camp  a  lady,  aceompanied  by  a  finglc  Have, 
and  condu<5i:s  them  to  Leonidas;  when  flie  dif- 
covers  herfelf  to  be  Ariana,  fifter  of  Xerxes  and 
Hypcrantlies,  and  fues  for  the  body  of  Teriba- 
zub ;  which  being  found  among  the  flain,  fhe 
kills  heifelf  upon  it.  The  flave  v.'ho  attended 
her  proves  to  be  Polydorus,  brother  to  Alpheus 
and  Maron,  and  who  had  been  formerly  carried 
into  captivity  by  a  PhoeniciiiP  pirate.  He  re- 
lates, before  an  affembly  of  the  chiefs,  a  mef- 
lage  from  Pemarafus  to  the  Spartans,  which 
dil'clofes  the  treachery  of  the  Thcbans,  and  of 
Jipialtes,  the  Malian,  who  had  undertaken  to 
lead  part  of  the  Perfian  army  through  a  pafs 
amoung  the  mountains  of  Oeta.  This  informa- 
tion throws  the  council  into  a  great  tumult, 
which  is  pacified  by  Leonidas,  v.'ho  fends  Al- 
pheus to  obferve  the  motions  of  thefe  Perllans, 
and  Dicneces  v/ith  a  party  of  Lacedemonians  to 
I'upport  the  Phocians,  with  v.'hom  the  defence 
of  thefe  paffages  in  the  hiils  had  been  intrulled. 
In  rhe  mean  time,  Agis  fends  the  bodies  of  Te- 
ribazus  and  Ariana  to  the  camp  of  Xerxes. 

In  fable  vefture,  fpangled  o'er  with  flars. 

The  night   affum'd  her  throne.     Recalled  from 

v/ar, 
Their  toil,  protra^ed  long,  the  Greeks  forget, 
Diffolv'd  in  filent  flumber  all,  but  thofe 
Who  watch  th'  uncertain  perils  of  the  dark, 
A  hundred  warriors.    Agis  was  their  chief. 
High  on  the  wall  intent  the  hero  fat. 
■prefh  winds  acrofs  the  undulating  bay 
From  Afia's  hoft  the  various  din  convey'd 
In  one  deep  murmur,  fweliing  on  his  ear. 
When  by  the  found  of  footflep?  down  the  pafs 
Alarm'd,  he  calls  aloud.    What  feet  are  thefe 
Which  beat  the  echoing  pavement  of  the  rock  ,'' 
Reply,  nor  tempt  inevitable  fate. 

A  voice  reply  d     No  enemies  wc  come. 
But  crave  admittance  in  an  humble  tone. 

The  Spartan  anfwers.     Through  the  midnight 
fhade 
What  purpofc  draws  your  wand'ring  fteps  abroad? 

To  v.'honi   the   flranger.     We   are    friends  to 
Greece. 
Through  thy  affiflance  we  implore  accefs 
To  Lacedemon's  king.    The  cautious  Greek 
Still  hefitates;  when  mufically  fweet 
A  tender  voice  his  wond'ring  ear  allures. 

O  gen'rous  Warrior,  liften  to  the  pray'r 
Of  one  diftrefb'd,  whom  grief  alone  harh  led 
Through  midnight  ihades  to  thefe  vicfloriou;  tents, 
A  wretched  woman,  innocent  of  fraud. 


The    chief,   defccnding,   through   th'  unfolded 
gates 
Upheld  a  flaming  torch.    The  light  difclos'd 
One  firil  in  fervile  garments.    Near  his  fide 
A  woman  graceful  and  majefiic  flood, 
Not  with  an  afpcdl,  rivalling  tlic  pov/'r 
Of  fatal  Helen,  or  th'  enfnaring  charms 
Of  love's  foft  cjueen,  but  fuch  as  far  furpafs'd, 
Whate'er  the  lily,  blending  with  the  rofe. 
Spreads  on  the  cheek  of  beauty  foon  to  fade  ; 
Such  as  exprefs'd  a  mind  by  wifJom  rul'd. 
By  fv>ectnefs  temper'd  ;  virtue's  purefl light 
Illumining  the  countenance  divine  : 
Yet  could  not  foften  rig'rous  fate,  nor  charm 
Malignant  fortune  to  revere  the  good  ; 
Which  oft  with  anguiih  rends  a  fpotlefs  heart. 
And  oft  afibciates  wifdom  with  defpair. 
In  courteous  phrafe  beg;ui  the  chief  humane. 

Exalted  fair,  whofi;  form  adorns  the  night. 
Forbear  to  blame  the  vigilasc:;  of  war. 
My  flow  complifince  to  the  rigid  laws 
Of  Mars  impute.    In  me  no  longer  paufe 
Shall  from  t'ne  prefence  of  our  king  withhold 
This  thy  apparent  dignicy  and  worth. 

Here  ending,  he  condutffs  her.    At  the  call 
Of  his  lov'd  brciher  from  his  couch  arofe 
Leonidas.    In  wonder  he  fiirvey'd 
'i"h'  illuftrious  virgin,  whom  his  prefence  aw'd. 
Her  eye  fubmiflive  to  the  ground  declin'd 
In  veneration  of  the  godlike  man. 
His  mien,  his  voice,  her  anxious  dread  difpel. 
Benevolent  and  hofpitabie  thus. 

Thy  looks,  fair  f).rarfger,  amiable  and  great, 
A  mind  delineate,  v.'hich  from  all  commands 
Supreme  regard.    Relate,  thou  noble  dame. 
By  what  relentlefs  defliny  compell'd, 
Thy  tender  feet  the  paths  of  darknefs  tread  ; 
Rehearfe  th'  afHiftions,  whence  thy  virtue  mourns. 

On  her  wan  cheek  a  fudden  blufh  arofe 
Like  day,  firil  d-:\inir;g  on  the  twilight  pale ; 
When,  wrapt  in  grief,  thefe  v/ords  a  paffage  found. 

If  to  be  moft  unliappy,  and  to  know 
That  hope  is  irrecoverably  fled  ; 
If  to  be  great  and  wretched  may  deferve 
Commiferation  from  the  brave  ;  behold. 
Thou  glorious  leader  cf  unconquer'd  bands, 
Behold,  defcended  from  Darius'  loins,  ,* 

Th'  afflicStcd  Ariana  ;  and  my  pray'r 
Accept  with  pity,  nor  my  tears  difdain. 
Firft,  that  I  lov'd  the  befl  of  human  race. 
Heroic,  v/ife,  adorn'd  by  ev'ry  art. 
Of  fnamc  unconfcious  doth  my  heart  reveal. 
This  day,  in  Grecian  arms  confpicuous  clad, 
lie  fought,  he  fell.    A  paflion,  Jong  conceal'd, 
For  mc,  alas  !  within  my  brother's  arms 
His  dying  breath  refigning,  he  difclos'd. 
Oh  !  I  v/ill  flay  my  forrows !  v.-il!  forbid 
My  eyes  to  ilream  before  tliee,  and  my  breafl:, 
O'erwhelm'd  by  anguifn,  will  from  fighs  reftralnl 
For  why  fiiould  thy  humanity  be  griev'd 
At  my  difircfs  .''  v;hy  learn  fron;  me  to  mourn 
The  lot  of  mortals,  dooni'c  to  ■■.;iu  and  woe. 
Hear  then,  O  king,  a:;d  grant  my  fole  reqtieit, 
To  feek  his  body  in  the  heaps  of  flain. 

Thus  to  the  hero  fu'd  the  royal  m^id, 
Refembling  Ceres  in  maj^fcic  \.  oe. 
When  fupplicating  Jore  from  Stygian  gloom. 
And  Fluto's  black  embracco  to  redeem 
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Her  lov'd  and  left;  Frofcipina.    A  while 
On  Ariana  h\inf^  fledlaft  eyes, 
'i'hele  tender  thoughts  Lcoiiidas  rccall'd. 
Such  are  thy  furrows,  O  for  ever  dear, 
^\'honow  at  I-acedemon  doll  deplore 
My  everlallinjr  abfcricc.    Then  afide 
He  turn'd  and  ligh'd.    Recov'ring,  he  addrcfi'd 
Hi?  hrother.    Moll  beneficent  of  men, 
Attend,  afTift  this  princefs.    Night  retires 
JJefore  the  purple-winged  morn.    A  band 
Is  call'd.    The  well-rcmcinber'd  fpot  tliey  find, 
Where  Tcribazus  from  his  dying  hand 
Dropt  in  their  iight  his  formidable  fword. 
fioon  from  beneath  a  pile  of  Afian  dead 
They  draw  the  hero,  by  his  armour  known.  , 

Then,  Ariana,  what  traftCcending  patiirs 
"Were  thine  !  what  horrors  !  In  thy  tender  hrcafl 
Love  ftill  was  mightiell,    On  the  bofom  cold 
Of  Teribazus,  grief-dift railed  maid, 
I'hy  beauteous  limbs  were  thrown.    Thy  fnowy 

hue 
The  clotted  gore  di'^figur'd.    On  his  wounds 
Loofe  flow'd  thy  hair ;  and,  bubbling  from  thy 

eyes. 
Impetuous  forrow  lav'd  th'  empurpled  clay. 
Wlien  forth  in  groans  thefc  lamentations  broke. 

O  torn  for  ever  from  thcfe  \veeping  eyes; 
Thou,  who  defpairing  to  obtain  a  heart, 
Which  then  mod  lov'd  thee,  didft  untimely  yield 
Thy  life  to  fate's  inevitable  dart 
Tor  her,  who  now  in  agony  reveals 
Her  tender  paflion,  who  repeats  her  vows 
To  thy  deaf  ear,  who  fondly  to  her  own 
Unites  thy  cheek  infenfible  and  col<l. 
Alas!  do  thofe  unmoving,  ghallly  orbs 
Perceive  my  gufhing  forrow  !   Can  that  heart 
At  my  complaint  diflblve  the  ice  of  death 
To  fhare  my  fuff'rings !  Never,  never  more 
tihall  Ariana  bend  a  lifl'ning  car 
To  thy  enchanting  eloquence,  nor  fcaft 
-lier  mind  on  wildom  from  thy  copious  tongue  ! 
Oh  !  bitter,  infurmountable  diihel, ! 

She  could  no  more.    Invincible  dcfpair 
Supprefs'dall  utt'rance.    As  a  inaible  form, 
Vix'd  on  the  folemn  Icpulchre,  inchnes 
*^l"he  hlent  head  in  imitated  -woe 
O'er  Ibme  dead  hero,  whom  his  country  lov'd  ; 
3:ntranc'd  by  anguilh,  n"er  the  brtathlefs  day 
Mo  hung  the  prir.ccfs.    On  the  gory  breach, 
^\'■hence  life  had  ilfu'd  by  the  fatal  blow, 
rviute  for  a  fpace  and  motionlefs  flic  gaz'd; 
"When  thus  in  accents  firm.    IinpLrial  pomp. 
Foe  to  my  quitt,  take  my  lafl  farewell. 
There  is  a  Hate,  wiiere  only  virtue  holds 
The  rank  fupreme.    My  Teribazus  there 
From  his  high  order  mud  defcrnd  to  mine. 
Then  with  no  trembUng  hand,  no  change  of 
look, 
She  drew  a  poniard,  which  her  garment  veil'd ; 
And  inftant  ihcathing  in  her  heart  the  blade, 
On  her  flain  lover  (ilcnt  funk  in  death. 
The  miexpcifted  ftroke  prevents  th^-  care 
Of  Agis,  picrc'd  by  horror  and  dillrcfi. 
Like  one,  who,  (landing  on  a  (lormy  beach, 
25eholds  a  found'ring  vclfel,  by  the  deep 
At  once  engulf  "J  ;  his  pity  fce'ls  and  mourns, 
Depriv'd  of  pow'r  to  favt :  fo  Agis  view'd 
'J  lie  proUratc  i-air.   He  diorp'd  a  teur,  ur.d  thus. 
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Oh  !  much  lamented  !  Heavy  on  yaur  h'adt 
Hath  evil  fall'n,  which  o'er  your  pale  remains 
Commands  this  forrow  from  a  ftranger's  eye. 
Illuflrious  ruins  !    May  the  grave  impart 
That  peace  which  life  deny'd  !  and  now  receive 
This  pious  office  from  a  hand  unkcown. 

He  f])ake,  unclafping  from  his  flioulders  broad 
His  ample  rob<-.    He  Ihew'd  the  waving  folds 
O'er  each  wan  vifage,  turning  then,  addrefi'd 
'I'he  Have,  in  mute  dejedlion  ftanding  near. 
Thou,  who  attendant  on  this  haplefs  fair. 
Haft  view'd  this  dreadful  fpedacie,  return. 
Thefe  bleeding  relics  bear  to  I'erfia's  king. 
Thou  with  four  captives,  whom  1  free  fr»m  bonds. 

Art  thou  a  .Spartan,  interrupts  the  Cave  ? 
Doft  thou  command  me  to  return,  and  pine 
In  dimes  unblefs'd  by  liberty,  or  laws  ? 
Grant  me  to  feo  Leonidas.  Alone 
Let  him  decide,  if  wretched,  as  I  feem, 
I  may  not  claim  proteilion  from  thi?  camp; 

Whoe'er  thou  art,  rejoii.s  the  chief,  amaz'd, 
But  not  ofLndcJ,  thy  ignoble  garb 
Conceal'd  a  fpirit,  which  I  ;iov.'  revere. 
Thy  Countenance  demands  a  better  lot 
Than  I,  a  Ilrangcr  to  thy  hidden  worth, 
Unconfcious  offer'd.   Freedom  dwells  in  Greece, 
Humajiity  and  juflice.  Thou  fhalt  fee  ' 
Leonidas  their  guardian.   To  the  king 
He  leads  him  ftraight,  prefciiti  him  iu  thcfe  words. 

In  mind  fuperior  to  the  bale  attire, 
Which  nicirks  his  limbs  "with  Ihame,  a  ftrangcr 

comes. 
Who  thy  protedion  claims.  l"he  flave  fubjoins. 
1  Hand  thy  fuppliant   now.    'Ihou  foon   Ihalt 
learn. 
If  I  d'  fervc  thy  favour.    I  requeft 
To  meet  th'  allembled  chieftains  of  this  hoft. 
Oh  !  I  am  fraught  w  ith  tidings,  which  import 
The  weal  of  cv'ry  Grecian.  Agis,  fwift. 
Appointed  by  l^eonidas,  convenes 
The  diff 'rent  leader':,  'i'o  the  tent  they  fpeed. 
Before  them  call'd,  the  ilranger  thus  began. 

O  Alpheus !   Maron  !  Hither  turn  your  fight. 
And  know  your  brother.     From  their  feats  they 

Hart. 
From  either  breaks  in  ccftafy  the  name 
Of  Polydurus.  To  his  dear  embrace 
Fach  fondly  flrives  to  rufti ;  but  he  withftands: 
While  down  his  cheek  a  flood  of  anguilh  pours 
From  hi.s  dejected  eyes,  in  torture  bent 
On  that  vile  garb,  diihonouring  his  form. 
At  length  thele  accents,  intermix'd  with  groans» 
A  pullage-  found,  while  mute  attention  gaz'd. 

You  tiril  ihould  know,  if  this  unhappy  flave 
Yet  merits  your  embraces.    Then  approach'd 
Leonidas.  Before  him  all  recede, 
Fy'n  .A.l]iheus'  fdf,  and  yields  his  brother's  hand. 
Which  in  his  own  the  regal  hero  prtfs'd. 
Still  Folydorus  on  his  gloomy  front 
Rcptignanre  ftcrn  to  conlolation  bore  ; 
When  thus  the  king  with  majelly  btnign. 
l.o  !  cv'ry  heart  is  open  to  thy  worth. 
Injurious  fortune,  and  enfeebling  time. 
By  fervitude  and  grief  fcverely  try 
A  lib'ral  fpirit.  Try'd,  bur  not  hibdu'd. 
Do  thou  appear.    Whatever  be  our  lot. 
Is  Heav'n's  appointment.    Patience  beft  becoities. 
'i'hc  citizen  and  foldicr.    Let  the  fight 


Leon 

!)f  friends  and  brethren  difilpate  thy  gloom. 

Of  men  the  gentleft,  Agis  too  advanc'd, 
iWho  with  increas'd  humanity  began. 
I    Now  is  thy  native  hberty  i'ecure, 
^Smile  on  thy  pafs'd  afflidion,  and  relate 
[what  chance  reftores  thy  merit  to  the  arms 
pf  friends  and  kindred.    Polydorus  then. 
(    1  was  a  Spartan.  When  my  tender  prime 
[Dn  manhood border'd,  from  I.aconia's  fhorcs, 
irjnatch'd  by  Phoenician  pirates,  1  was  fold 
A  flave,  by  Hyperanthes  bought,  and  giv'n 
jl"o  Ariana.  Gracious  was  her  liand. 
But  I  remain'd  a  bondman.  Hill  eftrang'd   . 
From  Lacedemon.  Demnratus  oft 
In  friendly  forrow  would  my  lot  deplore  ; 
Nor  lefs  his  own  ill-fated  virtue  mourn'd, 
Loft  to  his  country  in  a  fervile  court, 
J'he  centre  of  corruption ;  where  in  fmiles 
Are  painted  envy,  treachery,  and  hate, 
With  rankling  malice ;  where  alone  fincere 
The  dilTolute  feek  no  difguife  :  where  thofe, 
Poflefling  all,  a  monarch  can  bellow. 
Are  far  lefs  happy,  than  the  meaneft  heir 
l"o  freedom,  far  more  grovelling  than  the  flave. 
Who  ferves  their  cruel  pride.    Yet  here  the  lull 
Ten  times  his  yearly  circle  hath  renew'd, 
Since  Polydorus  hath  in  bondage  groan'd. 
My  bloom  is  pafs'd,  or,  pining  in  defpair, 
Untimely  wither'd.  I  at  laft  return 
A  meifcnger  of  fate,  who  tidings  bear 
Of  defolation.    Here  he  paus'd  in  grief 
Redoubled  ;  when  l^eonidas.    Proceed. 
Should  from  thy  lips  inevitable  death 
To  all  be  threaten'd,  thou  art  heard  by  none, 
^\^hofe  dauntlefs  hearts  can  entertain  a  thought, 
But  how  to  fall  the  noblefl.    Thus  the  king. 
The  reft  in  fpeechlefs  expeiitation  wait. 
i^uth  was  the  folemn  iilence,  which  o'erfpread 
The  ihrlnc  of  Amnion,  or  Dodona's  fliades. 
When  anxious  mortals  from  the  mouth  of  Jove 
Their  doom  explor'd.  Nor  Polydorus  long 
ibufpends  the  counfel,  but  refumes  his  tale. 

As  I  this  night  accompany 'd  the  ftcps 
Of  Ariana,  near  the  pals  we  faw 
A  reftlefs  form,  now  traverfuig  the  way, 
Now  as  a  ftatue,  ri vetted  by  doubt, 
Then  on  a  fudden  ftarting,  to  renew 
An  eager  pace.  As  nearer  we  approach'd, 
He  by  the  moon,  which  glimmer'd  on  our  heads, 
Defcry'd  us.   Straight  advancing,  whither  bent 
Our  midnight  courfe,  he  afk'd.    I  knew  the  voice 
OfDemaratus.  To  my  breaft  I  clafp'd 
The  venerable  exile,  and  reply'd. 
Laconla's  camp  we  feek.    Demand  no  more. 
Farewell.  He  wept.  Be  heav'n  thy  guide,  he  faid. 
Thrice  happy  Polydorus.  Thou  again 
May'ft  vifit  iSparta,  to  thefe  eyes  deny'd. 
Soon  as  arriv'd  at  thofe  triumphant  tents, 
Sjay  to  the  Spartans  from  their  exil'd  king, 
Although  their  blind  credulity  depriv'd 
The  wretched  Demaratus  of  his  home  ; 
rrom  ev'ry  joy  ie'cludcd,  from  his  wife. 
His  offspring  torn,  his  countrymen,  and  friends. 
Him  from  his  virtue  they  could  ne'er  divide. 
Say,  that  cv'n  here,  where  all  are  kings,  or  ftaves, 
Amid  the  riot  of  flagitious  courts, 
Not  quite  extisiiil:  his  Spartan  fnirit  glows, 
Though  grief  hutli  dinini'd  its  fires.  Reir.emb'ring 
ihisj  '  ' 
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Report,  that  newly  to  the  Perfian  hoft 

Return'd  a  IVlalian,  Epialtes  nam'd. 

Who,  as  a  fpy,  the  Grecian  tents  had  fought. 

He  to  the  monarch  magnify'd  his  art. 

Which  by  delufive  eloquence  had  wrought 

The  Greeks  to  fuch  defpair  ;  that  ev'ry  band 

To  Perfia's  fov'reign  ftandard  would  have  bow'd  ; 

Had  not  the  fpiric  of  a  fingle  chief. 

By  fear  unconquer'd,  and  on  death  refolv'd, 

Reftor'd  their  valour:  therefore  would  the  king 

Truft  to  his  guidance  a  feleded  force. 

They  foon  ftiould  pierce  th'  unguarded  bounds  of 

Greece 
Through  a  negleded  aperture  above. 
Where  no  Leonidas  fliould  bar  their  way  : 
Meantime  by  him  the  treach'rous  Thebans  fent 
Aflurance  of  their  aid.  Th'  aflenting  prines 
At  once  decreed  two  myriads  to  advance 
With  Hyperanthes.   Ev'ry  lord  beiides. 
Whom  yout'n,  or  courage,  or  ambition  warm, 
Rous'd  by  the  traitor's  eloquence,  attend 
From  all  the  nations  with  a  rival  zeal 
To  enter  Greece  the  foremoft.  In  a  flgh 
He  clos'd — like  me.     Tremendous  from  his  feat 
Uprofe  Diomedon.    His  eyes  were  flumes. 
When  fwift  on  trembling  Anaxander  broke 
Thefe  ireful  accents  from  his  livid  lips. 

Yet  ere  we  fall,  O  traitor  !  Ihali  this  arm 
To  hell's  avenging  furies  link  thy  head. 

All  now  is  tumult.  Ev'ry  bofom  fwells 
With  wrath  untam'd,  and  vengeance.     Half  un-» 

ftieath'd, 
Th'  impetuous  falchion  of  Platxa  flames. 
But,  as  the  Colchian  lorcerefs,  renown'd 
In  legends  old,  or  Circe,  when  tiiey  frani'd 
A  potent  fpi'U,  to  fmoothnefs  charm'd  the  main. 
And  lull'd  iEolian  rage  by  myftic  long; 
Till  not  a  billow  heav'd  againlc  the  ihore, 
Nor  ev'n  the  wanton-winged  zephyr  breath'd 
The  lighteft  whifper  through  the  magic  air  i 
So  when  thy  voice,  Leonidas,  is  heard, 
Confulion  liftens;  ire  in  filent  awe 
Subfides.  Withhold  this  raftinefs,  cries  the  king. 
To  proof  of  guilt  let  punifliment  fucceed. 
Not  yet  barbarian  fliouts  our  camp  aiarrru 
We  ftill  have  time  for  vengeance,  time  to  kiiow. 
If  menac'd  ruin  we  may  yet  repel, 
Or  how  moft  glorious  perifh.  Next  arofc 
Dieneces,  and  thus  th'  experienc'd  man. 

Ere  they  furmount  our  fences,  XerxtiV  troopi 
Muft  learn  to  conquer,  and  the  Greeks  to  fly. 
"I'he  fpears  of  Phocis  guard  that  fecret  pafi». 
To  them  let  inllant  meflengers  depart, 
And  note  the  holtile  progrefs.  Alpheus  here. 

Leonidas,  behold  !  my  willing  feet 
Shall  to  the  Phocians  bear  thy  high  commands; 
Shall  climb  the  hill  to  watch  th'  approaching  foe. 

Thou  aiflive  fon  of  valour,  quifk  returni 
The  chief  of  Lacedemon,  in  my  thoughts 
For  ever  prefent,  when  the  public  weal 
Requires  the  fwift,  the  vigilant,  and  bold. 
Go  climb,  furmount  the  rock's  aerial  height. 
Gbferve  the  hoftile  march.  A  Spartan  band, 
I^ieneces,  provide.  Thyfelf  conducl 
Their  fpeedy  fuccour  to  our  Phocian  friends. 

The  council  riles.  For  his  courfe  prepar'd. 
While  day,  declining,  prompts  his  eager  feet, 
O  Polydorus  !  Alpheus  thus  in  hafte, 
i-ong  ioftj  and  late  reccvcf 'd,  we  mufl  part 
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Agrain,  perhaps  forever.  Thou  return 
'I'o  kil's  ihc  I'licrcd  foil  which  gave  thee  birth, 
And  calh  thee  back  to  freedom.   Brotlicr  dear, 
1  fhouli  have  fighsto  give  thee — buc  farewell. 
My  countty  chides  me,  loit'r:iig  in  thy  arms. 

This  lUal,  he  darts  along,  nor  looks  behind, 
W  hen  I'oiydorus  anfwcrs.   Alpheus;  no. 
I  have  the  marks  of  bondage  to  eraze 
IVly  biood  mufl  walh  the  ihanicful  (lain  away. 

v\'t  have  a  fatlier,  A'laron  iiuerpos'd. 
Thy  unexpedlLd  preience  will  revive 
His  heavy  age,  now  childlel'5  and  forlorn. 

I'd  him  the  Liother  with  a  gloomy  fiown. 
Ill  fnoukl  1  cy.iiiort  others.   View  thefe  eves. 
Paint  is  tii..r  light ;  anu  vanifli'd  was  my  bloom 
Before  its  hour  of  ripenefs.  In  my  breall 
Grief  will  retain  a  munfion,  nor  by  time 
35c  difpoflels'd.   Luccaling  fliall  my  foul 
Brood  o'er  the  blacK  remembra;;ce  of  my  youth, 
In  llavery  exhaufttd    i.ife  to  me 
Hath  loft  its  favour.    Then  in  fuUen  woe 
His  head  declines.   His  broth. r  pleads  in  vain. 

?vow  in  his  view  Dicncc.s  appear'd 
With  Sparta's  band.    Immoveable  his  eyes 
On  them  he  fii'd;  revolving  tkefe  dark  '^houghts. 

I  too.  like  ihem.  from  Lacedccion  fpring, 
JLike  them  inftruifled  once  to  poifc  the  fpear, 
To  lift  the  pond'rous  fhield.  lU-dellin'd  wretch! 
Thy  arm  is  grown  enervate,  :ind  would  fink 
Bcn.-ath  a  buckler's  weight.  Malignant  fates ! 
Who  have  compellVi  my  free-born  hand  to  change 
The  warrior's  arms  for  ignominious  bonds; 
Would  you  compenfate  for  my  chains,  my  fliame, 
My  ten  years  anguifh,  and  the  fell  defpair, 
Which  on  my  youth  have  prey'd  ;  relenting  once. 
Grant  I  may  bear  my  buckler  to  the  h.'ld, 
And,  known  a  Sparian.  feck  the  fliades  below. 

Why.  to  be  known  a  Spartan,  muil.  thou  feek 
The  fhades  below .''  Impatient  Maron,  fpake. 
Live,  and  be  known  a  .  partan  by  thy  deeds; 
Live,  and  enjoy  thy  di;:>n;ty  of  birth  ; 
Live,  and  perform  the  duties  which  become 
A  citizen  of  Sp:irta.  Still  thy  biow 
Frowns  gloouiy,  {till  unyielding.  He,  who  leads 
Our  band,  all  fathers  of  a  noble  race. 
Will  ne'er  permit  thy  barren  day  to  clofe 
Without  an  offspring  to  uphold  the  flate. 

He  A.ill,  replies  the  brother  in  a  glow, 
Prevailing  o'er  the  palenefs  of  his  cheek,  * 

He  will  permit  me  to  complete  by  death 
The  meafure  of  my  duty  ;  will  permit 
Me  to  achieve  a  ferviee,  which  no  hand 
But  mine  can  render,  to  adorn  his  fall 
With  double  luftre,  ftrike  the  biirb'rous  foe 
Withcndlefs  terror,  and  avene;e  the  fliame 
Of  an  enflav'd  Laconian.  Clc  fiiig  here 
His  \vords  myfterious,  quick  he  turn'd  away 
To  find  the  tent  of  Agis.    There  his  hand 
In  grateful  forrow  miniflti  'd  her  aid  ; 
Wliile  th'.  humane,  the  hofpitanle  ca'rc 
Of  Ajjis,  gently  by  h  -i  lover's  corfe 
On  one  fad  bier  the  p;illid  beauties  l*id 
Of  Ariana.  He  from  bondage  freed 
Four  ealtern  captives,  whora  I'.is  gen'rous  arm 
That  day  had  fpar'd  in  battle  ;  then  heg.n 
This  folemn   charge.     You,   Perfians,  \vhom  my 

fword 
Actjuir'd  in  war,  uaranfoai'd,  fhall  depart. 


To  you  I  render  freedom,  which  you  fought  : 

To  wreft  from  me.  One  recompence  I  afk,  '■ 

And  one  alon..  Tranfport  to  Afia'scamp 
This  bleeding  princefs.  Bid  the  Perfian  king'  ' 

Weep  o'er  this  flow'r,  untimely  cut  in  bloom. 
Then  iay,  th'  aii-juding  pow'ts  have  thus  ordain'd. 
I'hou,  whofe  ambition  o'er  the  groaning  earth 
Leads  defolation  ;  o'er  the  nations  fpreads 
Calamity  and  tears;  thou  firft  flialt  mourn,  ' 

And  through  thy  houfe  deilrudtion  firft  fhali  range. 

Djfmifs'd,  they    gain  the   rampart,   wiicre    00 
guard 
Was  Diihyrambus  ported.  He  perceiv'd 
f'he  mournful  bier  approach.   To  him  the  fate 
Of  Ariana  was  already  told. 
He  met  the  captives  with  a  moiften'd  eye, 
Full  bent  on   I'eribazus,  figh'd  and  fpake. 

O  that,  affuming  with  thofe  Grecian  arms 
A  Grecian  Ipirit,  thou  in  fcorn  hadft  look'd 
*Jn  princes !    Worth  hke  thine,  irom  flavifli  courtirf 
Withdrawn,  had  ne'er  been  wafted  to  fupport 
A  king's  injuilice.  Then  a  gentler  lot 
Had  blefs'd  iliy  life,  or  dying,  thou  hadft  know* 
How  fweet  is  death  for  liberty.  A  Greek 
Affords  thefe  friendly  wifhes,  though  his  head 
lijd  loll  the  honours,  gather'd  from  thy  fall, 
When  fort'me  favour'd,  or  propitious  Jove 
Smil'd  on  the  better  caufe.  Ill-fated  pair, 
Whom  in  companion's  purelf  dew  I  lave, 
liut  that  my  hand  infix'd  the  deathful  wound. 
And  muft  be  grievous  to  your  lothing  fliades, 
From  all  the  neighb'ring  valleys  would  I  cull 
Their  faireft  growth,    to  ftrev.'  your  herfe  witk 

flow'rs. 
Yet,  O  accept  thefe  tears  and  pious  pray'rs! 
May  peace  furrcund  your  allies!  Alay  your  fhadc» 
Faff  o'er  tlie  filent  pool  to  happier  feats  I 

He  ceas'd  in  tears.  The  captives  leave  the  wallj 
And  liov\ly  dov.n  I'hermopyia;  proceed. 

BOOK  X. 

THE  .\KGUMENT. 

Medon  convenes  the  Lecrian  commanders,  and 
harangues  them;  repairs  at  midnight  to  his  fif- 
ter  Aleliffa  in  the  temple,  and  receives  from  her 
the  firft  intelligence,  that  the  Perfians  were  in 
adual  poffdlion  of  the  upper  Streights,  which 
which  had  been  abandoned  by  the  Phocians. 
Melibocus  brings  her  tidings  of  her  fati:cr'» 
death,  bhe  ftricHy  enjoins  her  brother  to  pre-"* 
ferve  his  life  by  a  timely  retreat,  and  recom- 
mends tb.e  enforcement  of  her  advice  to  the  pru- 
dence and  zeal  of  Melibaus.  In  the  nicrning 
the  bodies  of  Teribazusand  Ariana  are  brought 
into  the  prefence  of  Xer.xes,  foon  after  a  rejiort 
had  reaclivri  the  camp,  that  great  part  of  his  na- 
vy was  fiiipwrecked.  The  Perfian  monarch, 
quite  difpirited,  is  perfuaded  by  Argcftesto  fend 
an  ambafl^iidor  to  the  Spartan  king.  Argcftcs 
himfelf  is  deputed,  wh.o,  after  revealing  his  em- 
b::ffy  in  fecret  to  Leonidas,  is  by  him  led  before 
the  whole  army,  and  there  rec.ives  his  an^v  .r. 
Alpheus  returns,  and  declares,  that  the  enemy 
was  maftcr  of  the  paffagcs  in  the  hills,  and 
would  anive  at  ThermopyLt:  the  next  morning; 
upon  ul.ich  Leonidas  offers  to  fend  away  all  the 
troops,  except  his  three  hundred  bpartans;  but 
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i  i)iome<Jon,  Demophllus.Plthyrambus,  and  Me- 
i  g-iilias,  reiufe  to  depart :  then  to  relieve  the  per- 
I  plexity  of  Medon  on  this  occafion,  he  transfers 
'  to  him  the  fupreme  command,  difmiffes  Arge- 
1  ftes,  orders  the  companions  of  his  own  fate  to  be 
j  ready  in  arms  by  funfet,  and  retires  to  his  pa- 
vilion. 

(HE  Grecian  leaders,  from  the  council  ris'n, 
iJnong  the  troops  difperfmo;,  by  their  words, 
heir  looks  undaunted  warm  the  coldeft  he^rt 
gainft  new  dangers  threat'ning.  To  his  tent 
jhe  Locrian  captains  Medon  fwift  convenes, 
ixhorting  thus.  O  long  approv'd  my  friends, 
!ou,  who  have  feen  my  father  in  the  field 
jriumphant,  bold  afliftants  of  my  arm 
I  labours  not  inglorious,  who  this  day 
ave  rais'd  frefh  trophies,  be  prepar'd.   If  help 
:  further  wanted  in  the  Phocian  camp, 
ou  will  the  next  be  fummon'd.  Locris  lies 
10  ravage  firft  expos'd.  Your  ancient  fane, 
jour  goddcfTes,  your  prieftefs  half-ador'd, 
he  daughter  of  OVleus,  from  your  fwords 
jrotedlion  claim  againfl  an  impious  foe. 
I  AH  anxious  for  MelilTa,  he  difmifs'd 
h' applauding  vet'rans;  to  the  facred  cave 
ihen  hafien'd.   Under  heav'n's  night-ftiaded  cope 
ie  mus'd.  Meliffa  in  her  holy  place, 
(OW  to  approach  with  iuaufpicious  fleps, 
|ow  to  accoft,  his  penfive  raind  revolv'd: 
1  hen  Mycon,  pious  vaffal  of  the  fane, 
bfcending  through  the  cavern,  at  the  fight 
IF  Medon  ftopp'd,  and  thus.    Thy  prcfence,  lord, 
he  prieftefs  calls.  To  Lacedemon's  king 
pear  a  meffage,  fuff'ring  no  delay. 
I  He  quits  the  chief,  whofe  rapid  feet  afcend, 
ion  ent'ring,  where  the  pedeftal  difplavs 
r/  form,  CaUiope  fublime.  The  lyre,  ' 
hofe  accents  immortality  confer, 
|hy  fingers  feem  to  wake.  On  either  fide, 
!he  fnowy  glofs  of  Parian  marble  fliows 
jiur  of  thy  fifters  through  furrounding  fliade. 
jfore  each  image  is  a  virgin  plac'd. 
[■fore  each  virgin  dimly  burns  a  lamp, 
hofe  livid  fpires  jufi:  temper  with  a  gleam 
he  dead  obfcurity  of  night.  Apart 
Ke  prieftefs  thoughtful  fits.  Thus  Medon  breaks 
jie  foltmn  filence.  Anxious  for  thy  Hate, 
,  ithout  a  fummons  to  thy  pure  abode, 
j.vas  approaching.  Deities,  who  know 
le  prefent,  paft,  and  future,  let  my  lips, 
jnblam'd,  have  utt'rance.    Thou,  my  filter,  hear. 
hy  breaft  let  wifdom  ftrengthen.  Impious  foes 
hrough  Oeta  now  are  paffing.  She  replies. 
Are  pafling,  brother  !  They,  alas  !  are  pafs'd, 
re  m  pofleflion  of  the  upper  Streight. 
car  in  thy  turn.  A  dire  narration  hear. 
I  favour'd  goat,  condudlor  of  my  herd, 
jray'd  to  a  dale,  whofe  outlet  is  the  pofl: 
P  Phocian's  left,  and  penetrates  to  Greece, 
[im  Mycon  following  by  a  hoftile  band, 
ight-arm'd  forerunners  of  a  num'rous  hoft, 
as  leiz'd.  By  fear  of  menac'd  torments  forc'd, 
e  ihow  d  a  paffage  up  that  mountain's  fide, 
■loie  length  of  wood  o'erfliades  the  Fhocian  land. 
[n  dry  and  faplefs  trunks  in  diff 'rf  nt  parts 
ffe,  by  the  Perfiansartfulty  applv'd, 
|>on  grew  to  flames.    This  dou--,  the  troop  re- 

turn'd,  '^ 
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Detaining  Mycon.  Now  the  monntain  blaz'd. 
The  Phocians,  ill-commanded,  left  their  poft, 
Alarm'd,   confus'd.     More   diftant   ground    they 

chofe. 
In  blind  4elufion  forming  there,  they  fpread 
Their  inefFeftual  banners  to  repel 
Imagin'd  peril  from  thofe  fraudful  lights, 
By  ftratagem  prepar'd.  A  real  foe 
Meahtime  fecur'd  the  undefended  pafs. 
This  Mycon  faw.  Efcaping  thence  to  me. 
He  by  my  orders  haftens  to  inform 
Leonidas.  bhe  paus'd.  Like  one,  who  fees 
The  forked  light'ning  into  fhivers  rive 
A  knotted  oak,  or  crumble  tow'rs  to  dull:, 
Aghaft  was  Medon  ;  then  recov'ring,  fpake. 
Thouboafl:ed  glory  of  the  Oilean  houfe, 
If  e'er  thy  brother  bow'd  in  rev'rence  due 
To  thv  fuperior  virtues,  let  his  voice 
Be  now  regarded.  From  th'  endanger'd  fane, 
My  fifler,  fly.  Whatever  be  my  lot, 
A  troop  feled  of  Locrians  ftali  tranfport 
Thy  facred  perfon,  where  thy  will  ordains. 

Think  not  of  me,  returns  the  dame.    To  Greece 
Direft  thy  zeal.  My  peafants  are  conven'd. 
That  by  their  labour,  when  the  fatal  hour 
Requires,  with  nialTy  fragments  I  may  bar 
That  cave  to  human  entrance.  Bell  belov'd 
Of  brothers,  now  a  fcrious  ear  incline. 
A  while  in  Greece  to  fortune's  v/anton  gale 
His  golden  banner  Tiiall  the  Perfian  kirtg, 
Deluded,  wave.  Leonidas,  by  death 
Prcferving  Sparta,  will  his  fpirit  leave 
To  blaft  the  glitt'nng  pageant.  Medon,  live 
To  fliare  that  glory.  Thee  to  perifli  here. 
No  law,  no  oracle  enjoins.  To  die, 
Uncall'djis  blameful.  Let  thy  pious  hand 
Secure  Oilcus  from  barbarian  force. 
To  Sparta  mindful  of  her  noble  hoft 
Intruft  his  rev'rend  head.  Th' aflembled  hinds, 
Youths,  maidens,  wives,  with  nurfehngs  at  their 

breafts. 
Around  her  now  in  conft^rriation  fl.ood, 
The  women  weeping,  mute,  aghaft  the  men. 
To  tliem  (he  turns.   You  never,  faithful  race, 
Your  prieftefs  Ihall  forfake.  Meliffa  here, 
Defpairing  never  of  tlie  public  weal. 
For  better  days  in  folitude  ftiall  wait, 
Shall  cheer  your  fadne.^s.   My  prophetic  foul 
Sees  through  time's  cloud  the  liberty  of  Greece 
More  ftable,  more  eff'algent.  In  his  blood 
Leonidas  cements  th'  unfliakcn  bafe 
Of  that  ftrong  tow'r,  which  Athens  ftiall  exaJt 
To  caft  a  fhadovv  o'er  the  eaftern  woild. 

This  uttcr'd,  tow'rd  the  temple's  mnioft  feat 
Of  fandtity  her  folemn  ftep  the  bends, 
Devout,  enraptur'd.   In  their  dark'ning  lamps 
The  pallid  flames  are  fainting.  Din;i  through  mifta 
The  morning  peeps.  An  awful  filence  reigns. 
While  Medon  penfive  from  che  fane  defcends. 
But  inftant  reappears.   Behind  him  clofe 
Treads  Meliboeus,  through  the  cavern's  mouth, 
Afcending  pale  in  alped,  not  unlike 
What  legends  tell  of  fptdlres,  by  the  force 
Of  necromantic  forcery  conftrain'd  ;  rjoin'd 

Through  earth's  dark  bowels,  which  the  fpdl  dif- 
Theyfrom  death's  manfion  in  reludlant  floth 
Rofe  to  divulge  the  fecrets  of  their  graves, 
Or  m)  fteries  of  fate.    His  ciieerfal  brow, 
LI 
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O'trdouded,  palencfs  on  his  healthful  cheek, 
A  dull,  unwonted  hcavinefs  of  pace 
fortend  difaft'rous  tidings.  Mcdon  fpakc. 
Turn,  holy  fiftcr.   By  tlic  gudsbclovM, 
Tilay  tlicy  fuftain  thcc  in  this  mournful  iioftr. 
Our  father,  good  O'lleus  is  no  more. 
Rt'icarfe  thy  tidings,  fwain.    He  takes  the  word. 
Iliou   wad   not  prefenc  when  his  miiid,  out- 
ftretch'd 
By  zeal  for  Greece,  tranfported  by  his  jty 
To  entertain  Leonidas,  refusM 
Due  reit.  Old  ape  his  ardour  had  forj:;ot, 
To  his  lad  wakinj;-  moment  with  his  gucft 
In  rapt'roustalk  redundant.  He  at  laiT, 
Compos'd  and  fmiling^  in  th'  embrace  of  fleep. 
To  Pan's  protein:i('n  at  the  iilandfane 
Was  left.  He  wak'd  no  more.  The  fatal  news 
To  you  difcovcr'd,  froni  the  chiefs  I  hide. 
Mfcliffa  heard,  inclin'd  her  forehead  low 
Before  th'  infculptur'd  deities.  A  fio;h 
Broke  from  her  heart,  thefe  accents  from  her  lips. 

TJie  full  of  day^  and  honours  through  the  gate 
Of  painlefs  fiumber  is  retir'd.  His  tomb 
Shall  (land  among  Iiis  fathers,  in  the  fliade  , 
Of  his  own  trophies.  Placid  were  his  days, 
"Which  flow'd  through  blefiings.  As  a  river  pure, 
\\'hofe  fides  are  ilow'ry,  and  whofe  meadows  fair, 
Tvleets  in  his  courfc  afubterranean  void; 
There  dips  his  filver  head,  again  to  rife. 
And,  rifmg,  glide  through  flow'rs  and  meadows 

new  : 
So  fhall  Oileus  in  thofe  happier  fields, 
"Where  never  tempers  roar,  nor  htmiid  clouds 
In  mifls  diffolve,  nor  white-defccnding  flakes 
Of  winter  violate  th'  eternal  green  ; 
"Where  never  gloom  of  trouble  fhadcs  the  mind, 
!Nor  gud  of  paiiion  heaves  the  quiet  bread, 
Is'or  dews  of  grief  art  fprinklcd.    Thou  art  gone, 
JHod  of  divine  Leonidas  on  earth, 
Art  gone  before  him  to  prepare  the  fcad, 
Immortalizing  virtue.  Silent  liere, 
Around  her  head  flie  wraps  her  hallow'd  pall. 
Her  prudent  virgins  intcrpofe  a  hymn, 
Hot.  in  a  plaintive,  but  majedic  flov/. 
To  which  their  fingers,  fwecping  o'er  the  chords, 
The  lyrc-'s  full  tone  attemper.  She  unveil?, 
Then  with  a  voice,  a  countenance  compos'd. 

Go,  iVledon.  pillar  of  th'  Oilean  houle. 
Nc\\  cares,  new  duties  claim  thy  precious  life. 
Perform  the  pious  obfecjuies.  1-ct  tears, 
I,ct  groans  be  ahfent  from  the  facrcd  dud, 
"VVhich  Heav'n  in  life  lb  favour'd,  more  In  death. 
A  term  of  righteous  days,  an  cnvy'd  urn 
Like  his,  for  Mtdon  is  AlelifFa's  pray'r. 
'I'hou,  Meliboeus,  cordial,  high  in  rank 
Among  the  prudent,  warn  and  watch  thy  lord. 
My  benedidion  Ihalj  reward  thy  r.eal. 

Sooth'd  by  the  blefiings  of  fuch  perfci^  lips. 
They  botli  depart.   Ami  now  tiic  climbing  fun 
To  Xerxts'  tent  difeover'd  from  afar 
TUe  Perfian  captives  witJi  their  mournful  load. 
Before  them  rumour  through  her  fable  trump 
Breathes  lamentation.  Horror  lends  his  voice 
'i'o  fpread  the  tidings  of  difadrous  fate 
Along  Spercheos.  As  a  vapour  black, 
"Which  (rem  [lie  <Iill:.nt,  lunlzoiital  verg: 
Afcending,  nearer  dill  and  nearer  lend.^ 
lo  higher  lands  its  progrcl's,  there  condcni'd, 


Throws  darkntfso'er  the  valleys,  while  the  face 
Of  nature  faddcns  round  ;  fo  dep  by  dep, 
In  motion  dow  th'  advancing  bier  diffus'd 
A  folemn  ladnefs  o'er  the  C'lnp.  A  hedge 
Of  trembling  fptars  on  cither  hand  is  fc rm'd. 
Tears  underneath  his  iron-pointed  cone 
The  Sacian  drops.  The  Calpian  favage  feels 
Iiis  heart  tranfpie rc'd,  and  wonders  at  the  pain. 
In  Xerxes'  prefence  are  tlie  bodies  plac'd, 
Nor  he  forbids.  His  agitated  bread 
All  night  liad  v/cigh'd  againd  his  future  hopes 
His  prefent  loflcs,  his  defeated  ranks. 
By  myriads  thinn'd,  their  multitude  abafh'd, 
His  fieet  thrice  worded,  turn  by  dnrms,reduc'd 
To  half  its  number.  When  he  flept.in  dreams 
He  faw  the  hi'-k-gard  dead,  which  floated  round 
Th' adjoining  llrands.   DIfaders  new  their  ghofls 
In  fuiun  frown?,  in  dirill  upbraidings  bode. 
'l"hus,  ere  the  goty  bier  approach'd  his  eyes, 
He  in  dejeftion  had  already  lod 
His  kingly  pride,  the  parent  of  difdain, 
And  cold  indifTcrenre  tohum?n  woes. 
Not  ev'n  bifide  his  fider's  nobler  corf  • 
Her  humble  lover  could  awake  his  fcorn. 
The  captives  told  their  piercing  tale.  He  heard; 
He  felt  a  while  compaflion.  But  ere  lonj 
"]  liofc  traces  vanifli'd  from  the  tyrant's  bread. 
His  former  gloom  redoubles.  For  himfelf 
His  anxious  bofom  heaves,  cpprefs'd  by  fear, 
1-ed  he  with  all  his  fplendour  fnould  be  cad 
A  prey  to  fortune.  T  houghtful  near  the  throne 
Laconia's  exile  waits,  to  whom  the  king. 
O  Demaratus,  what  will  fate  ordain  ? 
Lo,  fortune  turns  againd  me  !  What  flrall  check 
Her  further  malice,  when  her  daring  dride 
Invades  my  houfe  with  lavage,  and  profanes 
The  blood  of  great  Barii.s.  1  have  fent 
From  my  unguarded  fide  the  chofen  band, 
My  braved  chiefs  to  pafs  the  defert  hill ; 
Have  to  the  conduift  of  a  Malian  fpy 
My  hopes  intruded.  May  not  there  the  Greeks 
In  oppofition  more  tremendous  dill. 
More  ruinous  than  yedcr  fim  beheld. 
Maintain  their  pod  invincible,  renew 
Their  dony  thunder  in  augmented  rage. 
And  lend  whole  quarries  dov.n  the  craggy  deep? 
Again  to  cruih  my  arn-.y  ?  Oh,  imfold 
'Jhy  fecret  thoughts,  nor  hide  the  hardied  truth  ' 
.Say,  what  remains  to  hope  .'  The  exile  here. 

Too  well,  O  monarch,  do  thy  feats prefage, 
What  may  btfal  tliy  army  !  If  the  Greeks, 
Ariane'd  within  Tlicrmopyl.^,  a  pafs 
Accedible  and  priidis'd,  could  repel 
With  fuch  dedii'eSion  their  unnumber'd  foes; 
\A'hat  fcenes  of  havoc  may  untrodden  paths, 
C'cnfm'd  among  the  craggy  liills,  afford.' 
1.1  ll  in  defpair,  the  monarch  filent  fat. 
Not  Icfsunmann'd  than  Xerxes,  from  liis  place 
Uprofe  Argcdes;  but  concealing  fear, 
'1  liefe  artful  words  deiivcr'd.  If  the  king 
Propitious  wills  to  fpare  his  faithful  bands, 
Nor  fpread  at  l.irge  the  terrors  of  his  pow'r; 
More  gentle  means  of  conqued  than  by  arms, 
Nor  lei's  fertire  mayaitificc  fupply. 
Renown'd  Darius,  thy  inunorial  fire 
Bright  in  tlic  fpoil  of  kingdoms,  long  in  vain 
The  fields  of  proud  Euphrates  with  his  hod 
O'erfprcad.  At  length,  confiding  in  the  wiles 
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Of  Zopyrus,  the  mighty  prince  fuhdu'd 
The  Babylonian  ramparts.  Who  fhall  count 
The  thrones  and  ftatcs,  by  ftratagem  o'erturn'd  ? 
But  if  corruption  join  her  powerful  aid, 
Not  one  can  ftand.  What  race  of  men  poflefs 
That  probity,  that  wifdom,  whicli  the  veil 
Of  craft  fhall  never  blind,  nor  proffer'd  v/ealrh, 
Nor  fplendid  pow'r  feduce  ?  O  Xerxes!  born 
To  more  than  mortal  greatnefs,  canft  thou  find 
Through  thy  unbounded  fway  no  dazzling  gift, 
Which  may  allure  I^eonidas  ?  Difpel 
The  cloud  of  fadncfs  from  thofe  facred  eyes. 
Great  monarch,  proffer  to  Laconia's  chief, 
What  may  thy  own  magnificence  declare. 
And  win  his  friendfhip.  O'er  his  native  Greece 
Inveft  him  fov'reign.  Thus  procure  nis  fword 
For  thy  fucceeding  conquefts.  Xerxes  here, 
As  from  a  trance  awak'ning,  fwift  replies. 

Wife  are  thy  dictates.  Fly  to  Sparta's  chief. 
Argeftes,  fall  before  him.  Bid  him  join 
My  arms,  and  reign  o'er  ev'ry  Grecian  flate. 

He  fcarce  had  fmifh'd,  when  in  hafte  approach'd 
Artuchus.  Startled  at  the  ghalHy  llage 
Of  death,  that  guardian  of  the  Perfian  fair 
"i'hus  in  a  groan.  Thbu  deity  malign, 
O  Arimanius,  what  a  bitter  draught 
For  my  fad  Ijps  thy  cruelty  hath  mix'd  ! 
Is  this  the  flow'r  of  women,  to  my  charge 
So  lately  giv'n  ?  Oh  princefs!    I  have  rang'd 
The  whole  Sperchean  valley,  woods,  and  caves, 
In  qucft  of  thee,  found  here  a  llfelefs  corfe. 
Aftonilhment  and  horror  lock  my  tongue. 

Pride  now  reviving  in  the  monarch's  brcaft, 
Difpell'd  his  black  defpondency  a  while. 
With  gall  more  black  effacing  from  his  heart 
Each  merciful  imprefTion.  Stein  he  fpake. 

Remove  her,  fatrap,  to  the  female  train. 
Let  them  the  due  folemnities  perform. 
But  never  Ibe,  by  Mithra's  light  I  fwear, 
Sliall  flecp  in  Sufa  with  her  kindred  duft ; 
Who  by  ignoble  palTions  hath  debas'd 
The  blood  of  Xerxes.  Greece  beheld  her  fhame ; 
J.et  Greece  behold  her  tomb.  The  low-born  Have, 
Who  dar'd  to  Xerxes'  fuler  lift  his  hopes, 
On  fome  bare  crag  expofe.  The  Spartan  here. 

My  royal  patron,  let  me  fpeak — and  die. 
If  fuch  thy  will.  This  cold,  disfigur'd  clay 
Was  late  thy  foldier,  gallantly  who  fought. 
Who  nobly  perifh'd,  long  the  deareft  friend 
Of  Hypcranthcs,  hazarding  his  life 
Now  in  thy  caufe.  O'er  Perfians  thou  doft  reign  ; 
None  more  than  Perfians,  venerate  the  brave. 

Well  hath  he  fpoke,  Atruchus  firm  fubjoins. 
But  if  the  king  his  rigour  will  inflift 
On  this  dead  warrior — Heav'n  o'erlook  the  deed, 
Nor  on  our  heads  accumulate  frefn  woes  ! 
The  fhatter'd  fleet,  th'  intimidated  camp. 
The  bandfelecT:,  through  Oeta's  dang'rous  wilds 
At  this  dread  crifis  ftruggling,  m\\&  obtain 
Support  from  Heav'n,  or  Afia's  glory  falls. 

Fell  pride,  recoiling  at  thefe  awful  v/ords 
In  Xerxes'  frozen  bofom,  yields  to>fear, 
Refuming  there  the  fway.  Ke  grants  the  corfe 
To  Demaratus.  Forth  Artuchus  moves 
Behind  the  bier,  uplifted  by  his  train. 

Argefles,  parted  from  liis  mader's  fide, 
Afcends  a  car ;  and  fpeeding  o'er  the  beacli, 
iJees  Artemifja,  She  the  alh'es  pale 
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Of  flaughter'd  Carlans  on  the  pyre  confum'd, 
Was  then  colleAing  for  the  fun'ral  vafe 
In  exclamation  thus.  My  fubjedls  loft 
On  earth,  defcend  to  happier  climes  below 
The  fawning,  daftai  d  counfellors,  who  left 
Your  worth  defcrted  in  the  hour  of  need. 
May  kites  disfigure,  may  the  wolf  devour— — 
Shade  of  my  hufband,  thou  falute  in  fmiles 
Thefe  gallant  warriors,  faithful  once  to  thee. 
Nor  leis  to  me.  They  tidings'will  report 

Of  Artemifia,  to  revive  thy  love. 

May  wretches  like  Argefles  never  clafp 

Their  wives,  their  offspring  !    Never  greet  their 

homes ! 
May  their  unbury'd  limbs  difmifs  their  ghofls 
To  wail  for  ever  on  the  banks  of  Styx ! 

Then,  turning  tow'rd  her  fon.     Come,  virtuous 

boy, 
Let  us  tranfport  thefe  relics  of  our  friends 
I'o  yon  tail  bark,  in  pendent  fable  clad. 
They,  if  her  keel  be  deftin'd  to  return, 
Shall  in  paternal  monuments  repofe. 
Let  us  embark.  Till  Xerxes  fhuts  his  ear 
To  falfe  Argefles ;  in  her  veffel  hid, 
Shall  Artemifia's  gratitude  lament 
Her  bounteous  fov'reign's  fate.  Leander,  mark. 
The  Doric  virtues  are  not  eaftern  plants. 
Them  fofter  flill  within  thy  gen'rous  breaft. 
But  keep  in  covert  from  the  blaze  of  courts  ; 
Where  flatt'ry's  guile  in  oily  words  profufe. 
In  acSion  tardy,  o'er  tli'  ingenuous  tongue, 
The  arm  of  valour,  and  the  faithful  heart 
Will  ever  triumph.  Yet  my  foul  enjoys 
Her  own  prefage,  that  defliny  referves 
An  hour  for  my  revenge.  Concluding  here, 
She  gains  the  fleet.  Argefles  fweeps  along 
On  rapid  wheels  from  Artemifia's  view. 
Like  night,  prote6lrefs  foul  of  heinous  deeds. 
With  treafon,  rape,  and  murder  at  her  heel, 
Before  the  eye  of  morn  retreating  fwift 
To  hide  her  lothfome  vifage.  Scon  he  reach'd 
Thermopylae  ;  defcending  from  his  car, 
Was  ledby  Dithyrambus  to  the  tent 
Of  Sparta's  ruler.  Since  the  fatal  news 
By  Mycon  late  deliver'd,  he  apart 
With  Polydorus  had  confulted  long 
On  high  attempts ;  and  now  fequefler'd,  fat 
To  ruminate  on  vengeance.  At  his  feet 
Prone  fell  the  fatrap,  and  began.  The  will 
Of  Xerxes  bends  me  proflrate  to  the  earth 
Before  thyprefence.  Great  and  matchlefs  chief, 
T  hus  fays  the  lord  of  Afia.  Join  my  arms ; 
Thy  ]-ecompenfe  is  Greece.  Her  fruitful  plains, 
Her  gen'rous    fteeds,    her  flocks,   her    num'rous 

towns. 
Her  fons,  I  render  to  thy  fbv' reign  hand. 
And,  O  illuftrious  warrior,  heed  my  words! 
Think  on  the  blifs  of  royalty,  the  pomp 
Of  c'ourts,  their  endlefs  pleafures,  trains  of  fiaves, 
Who  reftlefs  watch  for  thee,  and  tbf  delights: 
Think  on  the  glories  of  unrivall'd  fway. 
Look  on  th'  Ionic,  on  th'  ^^olian  Greeks. 
From  them  their  phantom  li'nerty  is  flown; 
While  in  each  province,  lais'd  by  Xerxes'  pow'r, 
So.me  favour'd  chief  prelides;  exalted  flate. 
Ne'er  giv'n  by  envious  freedom.  Onhis  head 
He  bears  the  gorgeous  diadem  ;  he  fees 
His  equa'.s  or.ci  in  adoration  ftoop    . 
LI    ij 
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Eencath  his  footftool.  What  Inperior  beams 
Will  from  thy  temples  Maze,  when  gen'ral  Greece, 
In  noblcA  ftates  abounding,  calls  thcc  lord, 
'J  bee  only  worthy.  How  will  each  rejoice 
Around  thy  throne,  and  hail  th'  aufpiciousday, 
AVhcn  thou,  diftinpuifh'd  by  the  Pcrfian  king, 
Didfl  in  thy  fway  confenting  nations  blcfs, 
Hidrt  calm  the  fury  of  unlparing  war, 
Which  elfc  had  dclug'd  all  with  blood  and  flames. 

Lconidiis  replies  not,  but  commands 
The  1  hcfpian  youth,  ftiil  watclvful  near  the  tent. 
To  funimon  all  the  Grecians.   He  obeys. 
The  king  up  rifes  from  his  feat,  and  bids 
The  Pcrfian  follow.  He,  amaz'd,  attends, 
Surrounded  foon  by  each  aflembling  band; 
When  thus  at  length  the  godlike  Spartan  fpake  : 

Here,  Perfian,  tell  thy  embaily.  Repeat, 
That  to  obtain  my  friendfliip  Afia's  prince 
To  me  hath  profTer'd  fov'rcignty  o'er  Greece. 
Thtn  view  thefe  bands,  whofe  valour  fliail  prcicrve 
That  Greece   unconqucr'd,  which  your  king  bc- 

flows; 
Shall  ftrew  your  bodies  on  her  crimfon'd  plains : 
The  indignation,  painted  on  their  looks. 
Their  gen'rous  fcorn  may  anfwer  for  their  chief. 
Yet  from  Leonidas,  thou  wretch,  inur'd 
To  vafTalage  and  baftnelV,  hear.  The  pomp, 
The  arts  of  pleafure  in  defporic  courts 
I  fpurn  abhorrent.  In  a  fporlefs  heart 
1  look  for  pleafure.  I  from  righteous  deeds 
Derive  my  fplcnJour.  No  adoring  crowd, 
No  purpled  flaves,  no  mercenary  fpears 
JiVIy  itate  embarrals.   I  in  Spnrta  rule 
Ey  laws,  my  rulers,  with  a  giu.'  ^1  unknown 
To  Xer.xcs,  public  confidence  and  love. 
No  pale  ful'picicn  of  th'  enipolfon'd  bowl, 
Th'  affafTin's  poniard,  or  provok'd  revolt 
Chafe  from  my  decent  couch  the  peace,  deny'd 
To  his  rcfplendcnt  canopy.  Thy  king. 
Who  hath  profan'd  by  proJlcr'd  bribes  my  ear, 
Dares  not  to  meet  my  arm.  Thee,  trembling  Have, 
Whofe  embaffy  was  treafon,  I  dcfpifc. 
And  therefore  fpare.  Diomcdoii  fubjoins: 

Our  marble  temples  rhefe  Barbarians  wafle, 
A  crime  lefs  impious,  than  a  bare  attempt 
Of  facrilege  on  virtue.  Grant  my  fuit. 
Thou  living  temple,  where  tlic  goddefs  dwells. 
To  mc  confign  the  caitilT.  Soon  the  winds 
Shall  parch  his  linilis  on  Octa's  tallefi  pnic. 

Amidft;  his  fury  fuddenly  returuM 
The  fpeed  ef  Alphe\i3.  All,  fufpended,  fix'd 
On  him  their  eyes  impatient.  He  began  : 

I  am  return'd  a  mefll-nger  of  ill. 
Clcfe  to  the  pafTage,  op'ning  into  Greece, 
That  pofl  committed  to  the  Pl-.ocian  guard, 
O'er  hangs  a  buGiy  clifT.  A  ftation  there 
Behuid  the  fhrubs  by  dead  of  night  I  took, 
Though  not  in  darknefs.  PurpL  was  the  face 
Of  hciiv'n.  Beneath  my  feet  the  valleys  glow'd. 
A  range  imnicnfe  of  wood-invcllcd  hills. 
The  boundaries  of  Greece,  were  clad  in  flames ; 
An  ai5l  of  froward  chance,  or  crafty  foes 
To  caftdifmay.    The  crackling  pines  I  hcarvi; 
I'htir  branches  fparklcd,  and  the  thickets  blaz'd. 
In  hillocks  embers  rofe.  Enibody'd  fire, 
As  from  unnumber'd  fui  naces,  I  faw 
Mount  high'  through  vacant   trunks  of  licadlefs 
rakf. 


Broad-bas'd,  and  dry  with  age.    Barbarian  helmsf 
Shields,  javelins,  fabres,  gleaming  from  below, 
tuU  foon  difcover'd  to  my  tortur'd  fight 
The  ftreights  in   PerCa's  pow'r.     The  Phocian 

chief, 
Whate'er  the  caufe,  relinquifhing  his  poll, 
Was  to  a  neighb'ring  eminence  remov'd  ; 
There  by  the  foe  ncgltcfted.  or  contemn'd, 
Remain'd  in  arms,  and  neither  fled,  nor  fought. 
1  ftay'd  for  day  fpring.  Then  the  Perfians  mov'd. 
To-morrow's  fun  will  fee  their  numbers  here. 

He  faid  no  more.  Unutterable  fear 
In  horrid  filence  wraps  the  lift'ning  crowd, 
Aghaft,  confounded.  Silent  are  the  chiefs. 
Who  feel  no  terror  ;  yet  in  wonder  fix'd, 
Thick-vFcdg'd,  cnclofe  Leonidas  around, 
V\"ho  thus  in  calmefl:  elocution  fpake  : 

I  now  behold  the  oracle  fulfill'd. 
Then  art  thou  near,  thou  glorious,  facred  hour, 
Which  fhalt  my  country's  liberty  fecure. 
Thrice  hail!  thou  folemn  period.  Thee  the  tongUdJf 
Of  virtue,  fame  and  freedom  fhall  proclaim, 
Shall  celebrate  in  ages  yet  unborn. 
Thou  godlike  offspring  of  a  godlike  fire, 
'I'o  him  my  kindefl  greetings,  Medon,  bear. 
Farewell,  Mcgiflias,  holy  friend  and  brave. 
Thou  too,  experienc'd,  venerable  chief, 
Demophilus,  farewell.  Farewell  to  thee. 
Invincible  Diomedon,  to  thee, 
Unequall'd  Dithyrambus,  and  to  all, 
Ye  other  dauntlefs  warriors,  who  may  claim 
I'raife  from  my  lips,  and  friendfhip  from  my  hearf. 
You  after  all  the  wonders,  which  your  fwords 
Have  h-re  accomplifh'd,  will  enrich  your  names 
By  frefli  renown.  Your  valonr  muft  complete 
^Vhat  ours  begins.  Here  firfl  th*  aftoniOi'd  foe 
On  dying  Spartans  fliall  with  terror  gaze. 
And  tren'.ble  while  he  conquers.  Then,  by  fate 
Led  from  his  dreadful  vidlory  to  meet 
United  Greece  in  phalanx  o'er  the  plain. 
By  your  avenging  fpears  himfelf  fhall  fall. 

Forth  from  the  alTembly  ftrides  Platxa's  chief. 
By  the  twelve  gods,  rathron'd  in  heav'nfupremc; 
By  my  fair  name,  unfully'd  yet,  I  fwear, 
'I'hine  eye,  Leonidas,  fhall  ne'er  behold 
Diomedon  forfake  thee.  Firft,  let  ftrength 
Defert  my  limbs,  and  fortitude  my  heart. 
Did  I  not  face  the  Marathonian  war? 
Have  I  not  feen  Thermopyl:e  ?   What  more 
Can  faiTio  bcflow,  which  I  fhould  wait  to  fliarc  r 
Where  can  I,  living,  purdiafe  brighter  praiJe, 
Than  dying  here  .'  What  more  illuftrious  tomk 
Can  I  obtain,  than,  bury'd  in  the  heaps 
OI  Perfians,  falFn  my  vicflims,  on  this  rock 
To  lie  diflinguifli'd  by  a  thoufand  wounds? 

He  ended  ;  when  Demophilus.  O  king 
Of  I/acedemon,  pride  of  human  race. 
Whom  none  e'er  equall'd,  but  the  feed  of  Jove, 
Thy  own  forefather,  number'd  with  the  gods, 
Lo  !  I  am  old.   ^\'ith  fault'ring  fteps  I  tread 
The  prone  defccnt  of  years.  My  country  claim'i 
My  youth,  myripencfs.   Feeble  age  but  yields 
An  empty  name  of  fervice.    What  remains 
For  mc  unequal  to  the  winged  fpecd 
Of  a(5livc  hours,  which  court  the  fwift  and  young? 
What  eligible  wifh  can  wifdom  form. 
But  to  die  well  ?  Dc:nophilus  fhall  clo'e 
With  thee,  0  hero,  on  this  glorious  eartU 
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His  eve  of  life.  The  youth  of  Thefpla  next 
Addrefs'd  Leonidas.  O  firft  of  Greeks, 
Me  too  think  worthy  to  attend  thy  fame 
With  this  moft  dear,  this  venerable  man. 
Forever  honour'd  from  my  tend'reft  age, 
Ev'n  till  on  life's  extremity  we  part. 
Nor  too  afpiring  let  my  hopes  be  deem'd  ; 
Should  the  Barbarian  in  his  triumph  mark 
My  youthful  limbs  among  the  gory  heaps. 
Perhaps  remembrance  may  unnerve  his  arm 
In  future  fields  of  conteft.  with  a  race, 
To  whom  the  flow'r,  the  blooming  joys  of  life 
Are  lefs  alluring  than  a  noble  death. 

To  him  his  fecond  parent.  Wilt  thou  bleed, 
My  Dithyrambus  ?  But  I  here  withhold 
All  counfel  from  thee,  who  art  wife  as  brave. 
I  know  thy  magnanimity.  T  read 
Thy  gen'rous  thoughts.  Decided  is  thy  choice. 
Come  then,  attendants  on  a  godlike  fhade, 
When  to  th'  Elyfian  anceftry  of  Greece 
Defcends  her  great  protedior,  we  will  fliow 
To  Harmatides  an  illuflrious  fon. 
And  no  ynworthy  brother.  We  will  link 
Our  Ihields  together.  We  will  prefs  the  ground, 
Still  undivided  in  the  arms  of  death. 
So  if  th'  attentive  traveller  we  draw 
To  our  cold  reliques,  wond'ring,  fliall  he  trace 
The  dlff'rent  fcene,  then  pregnant  with  applaufe, 
O  wife  old  man,  exclaim,  the  hour  of  fate 
Well  didft  thou  choofe  ;  and,  O  unequall'd  youth, 
Who  for  thy  country  didft  thy  bloom  devote. 
May 'ft  thou  remain  for  ever  dear  to  fame  ! 
May  time  rejoice  to  name  thee  !  O'er  thy  urn 
May  everlafting  peace  her  pinion  fpread. 

This  faid,  the  hero  with  his  lifted  ihield 
His  face  o'erlhades  ;  he  drops  a  I'ecret  tear: 
Kot  this  a  tear  of  anguifh,  but  deriv'd 
From  fond  afFe(5lion,  grown  mature  with  time, 
Awak'd  a  manly  tendernefs  alone, 
Unmix'd  with  pity,  or  with  vain  regret. 

A  ftream  of  duty,  gratitude,  and  love, 
Flow'd  from  the  heart  of  Harmatides'  fon, 
Addrefling  ftraight  Lconidas,  whofe  looks 
Declar'd  unfpeakable  applaufe.  O  king 
Of  Lacedemon,  now  diftribute  praife 
From  thy  accuftom'd  juftice,  fmall  to  me. 
To  him  a  portion  large.  His  guardian  care 
His  kind  inftrudlion,  his  example  train'd 
My  infancy,  my  youth.  From  him  I  learn'd 
To  live  unfpotted.  Could  1  lefs  than  learn 
From  him  to  die  with  honour  ?  Medon  hears. 
Shook  by  a  whirlwind  of  contending  thoughts 
Strong  heaves  his  manly  bofom,  under  awe 
Of  wife  Meliffa,  torn  by  frierdlhip,  fir'd 
By  fuch  example  high.  In  dubious  flate 
So  rolls  a  vcflel,  when  th'  inflated  waves. 
Her  planks  aflail,  and  winds  her  canvafs  rend  ; 
The  rudder  labours,  and  requires  a  hand 
Of  firm,  dclib'rate  flcill.  The  gen'rous  king 
Perceives  the  hero's  ftruggle,  and  prepares 
To'  interpofe  relief;  when  inftant  came 
Dieneccs  before  th?m.  Short  he  fpake  : 

Barbarian  myriads  through  the  fecret  pafs 
Jiave  enter'd  Greece.  Leonidas,  by  morn 
Expedl  the.ii  here.  My  {lender  force  I  fparM. 
Theie  to  have  died  was  ufelefs.  We  return 
With  thee  to  perifh.  Unto.i  of  our  ftrength 
Will  rendei  more  illuftrious  to  ourfcivcs, 
.^nd  to  the  foe  more  terrible  our  fall. 


Megiftlas  laft  accofts  Laconia's  king. 
Thou,  whom  the  gods  have  chofen  to  exalt 
Above  mankind  in  virtue  and  renown, 

0  call  not  me  prefumptuous,  who  implore 
Among  thefe  heroes  thy  regardful  ear. 
To  Lacedemon  1  a  ftranger  came, 

There  found  proteflion.  There  to  honours  rais'd, 

1  have  not  yet  the  benefit  repaid. 

That  now  the  gen'rous  Spartans  may  behold 
In  mc  their  large  beneficence  not  vain, 
Here  to  their  caufe  I  confecrate  my  breath. 

Not  fo,  MegiftJHS,  interpos'd  the  king. 
Thou  and  thy  fon  retire.  Again  the  feer  : 

Forbid  it,  thou  eternally  ador'd, 
O  Jove,  confirm  my  perfdvering  foul! 
Nor  let  me  thefe  aufpicious  moments  lofe, 
When  to  my  bounteous  patrons  I  may  (how, 
That  I  deferv'd  their  favour.  Thou,  my  child, 
Dear  Menalippus,  heed  the  king's  comniand. 
And  my  paternal  tendernefs  revere. 
Thou  from  thefe  ranks  withrlraw  thee,  to  my  ufe 
Thy  arms  furrend'ring.  Fortune  will  fupply 
New  proofs  of  valour.  Vanquifh  then,  or  find 
A  glorious  grave  ;  but  fpare  thy  father's  eye 
The  bitter  anguifh  to  behold  thy  youth 
Untimely  bleed  before  him.  Grief  fufpends 
His  fpeech,  and  interchangeably  their  arms 
Impart  the  laft  embraces.  Either  weeps, 
The  hoary  parent,  and  the  blooming  fon. 

But  from  his  temples  the  pontific  wreath 
Megiftias  now  unloofens.  He  refigns 
Hishallow'd  veftmento;  while  the  youth  in  tears 
The  helmet  o'er  his  parent's  fnowy  locks, 
O'er  his  broad  cheft  adju'ts  the  radiant  mail. 

Dieneces  was  nigh.  Opprefs'd  by  ftiame. 
His  downcaft  vifage  Menalippus  hid 
From  him,  who  cheerful  thus :  T^oi^  need'ft  not 
blulh.  ^ 

Thou  hear'ft  thy  father  and  the  king  command 
What  I  fuggefted,  thy  departure  hence. 
Train'd  by  my  care,  a  foldierthou  return'ft. 
Go,  pradlife  my  inftrucShions.  Oft  in  fields 
Of  future  couflidt  may  thy  prowefs  call 
Me  to  remembrance.  Spare  thy  words.  FareweH, 

While  fuch  contempt  of  life,  fuch  fervid  zeal 
To  die  with  glory  animate  the  Greeks, 
Far  diff'rent  thoughts  pofTefs  Argeftes'  foul. 
Amaze  and  mingled  terror  chill  hishJood,  • 
Cold  drops,  diftill'd  from  ev'ry  pore,  bedew 
His  fhiv'ring  ficfli.  His  bofom  pants.  His  knees 
Yield  to  their  burden.  Ghaftly  pale  his  cheeks, 
Pale  are  his  lips  and  trembling.  Such  the  minda 
Of  flaves  corrupt;  on  them  the  beauteous  face 
Of  virtue  turns  to  horror.  But  thefe  words 
From  Lacedemon's  chief  the  wretch  relieve  : 

Return  to  Xerxes.  Tell  him,  on  this  rock 
The  Grecians  faithful  to  their  truft  aw^it 
His  chofen  myriads.  Tell  him,  thou  haft  feen 
How  far  the  luft  of  empire  is  below 
A  freeborn  fpirit ;  that  my  death,  winch  fcals 
My  country's  fafety  is  indeed  a  boon, 
H:s  folly  gives  a  precious  boon,  which  Greece 
"U'lU  b)  perdition  to  his  throne  repay. 

He  faid.   The  Perfian  haftens  through  the  pafo. 
Once  more  the  ll:ern  Diomedon  arofe. 
Wrath  overcaft  his  forehead  while  he  fpake: 

Yet  more  muli  ftay  and  bleed.  Detelied  Thebea 
Ne'er  fhall  receive  her  traitors  back.  This  fpot 
Shall  fee  their  perfidy  aton'd  by  dcathj 
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Kv'n  from  that  pow'r,  tr>  which  their  abjcd  hearts 
Have  facrific'd  their  faith.  Nor  dare  to  hope, 
Ye  vile  dcfertersof  the  public  weal, 
Ye  coward  flaves,  diat  niinj^Ud  in  the  heaps 
Of  jijen'rous  vicftims  to  their  country's  {^ood. 
You  fhall  your  Ihanie  conceal.    Whoe'er  Ihall  pafs 
Along  this  field  of  j^lorious  flain,  and  mark 
For  veneration  cv'ry  nobler  corfc  ; 
His  heart,  thoui.^li  warm  in  rapturous  applaufe, 
A  while  fhall  curb  the  tranfport  to  repeat  " 
His  execrations  o'er  fuch  impious  heads. 
On  whom  that  fate,  to  othcri  yielding  fame, 
Is  infamy  and  vengeance.   Dreadful  thus 
On  the  pale  Thebans  fentence  h;  pronount'd, 
Like  Rhadamanthusfrom  th'  infernal  feat " 
Ol  judgment,  wliich  inexorably  dooms 
'J'he  guilty  dead  to  cver-during  pain  ; 
M'hilc  Phlcgethon  his  flaming  volumes  rolls 
Before  their  light,  and  ruthkfs  furies  fhake 
Their  hifiing  ferpents.  All  the  Greeks  affent 
In  clamours,  echoing  through  the  concave  rock. 
I'orth  Anaxander  in  th'  afTcinbly  Hood. 
Which  he  addnfs'd  with  indignation  feig-iM  : 

If  yet  your  clamours,  Grecians,  are  allay'd, 
I.o  !  I  appear  before  you  to  demand, 
Why  thefe  my  brave  companions,  who  alone 
Among  the  Thebans  through  dlffuading  crowds 
'i'hcir  p;:fl".tgeforc'd  to  join  your  camp,  fliould  bear 
The  name  of  traitors?  By  an  exil'd  wretch 
We  aretraduc'd,  by  Demaratus,  drlv'n 
I'rom  Spartan  confines,  who  hath  meanly  fought 
Barbarian  courts  for  fhelter.  Hath  he  drawn 
,  Such  virtues  thence,  that  Sparta,  who  before 
Held  him  unworthy  of  his  native  Iway, 
Should  truft  him  now,  and  doubt  auxiliar  friends  ? 
Injurious  men  !    We  fcorn  the  thoughts  of  flight. 
Tet  Afid  bring  licr  numbers;  unconrtrain'd, 
"We  will  confront  them,  and  for  Greece  e.\pire. 

Thus  in  the  garb  of  virtue  he  adorn'd 
Neceflity.  I,aconia'.?  king  pcrceiv'd 
Through  all  its  fair  difguife  the  traitor's  heart. 
So,  when  at  firft,  mankind  in  fcience  rude 
Kever'd  the  mooi;,  as  bright  in  native  beams, 
ijome  fage,  who  walk'd  with  nature  through  her 
By  wifdom  led,  difccrn'd  the  various  orb,    [works, 
Dark  in  itfelf,  in  foreign  fplendours  clad. 

Leonidas  concludes.  Ye  Spartans,  hear  ; 
Hear  you,  O  Grecians,  in  our  lot  by  choice 
Partakers,  dellin'd  to  enrol  your  names 
In  time's  eternal  record,  and  enhance 
Your  country's  lullre  :  lo  !  the  noontide  blaze 
Inflames  the  broad  horizon.  Plach  retire; 
Eacli  in  his  tent  invoke  the  pow'r  of  fleep 
To  brace  his  vigour,  to  enlarge  his  ftrcngth 
For  long  endurance.  Wlien  the  fun  dtfccnds, 
I. et  each  appear  in  arms.    You,  brave  allies 
Of  Corinth,  Phlius,  :;nd  iMyccnx's  tow'rs, 
Arcadians,  I.tjcrian?,  mull  not  yet  depart. 
"While  we  rspofe,  embattled  wait.  Retreat 
When  we  our  tents  abandon.  I  refign 
To  great  Oi'leus'  fon  fupreme  command. 
Take  my  embraces,  .(^Ichylus.  The  fleet 
!Expe(5ts  thee.  To  I'hemiftocles  report, 
What  thou  haft  fcen  and  heard.  O  thrice  farewell ! 
Th' Athenian  anfwcr'il;  To  yourfelves, my  friends, 
Your  virtues  immortality  fecurc, 
Your  hriglit  examples  vi(5tory  to  Greece. 
RctainLng  thcfc  injun(5lions,  all  d^fpcri'd  ; 
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While  in  his  tent  Leonidas  rcmain'd 

Apart  with  .Agis,  whomhe  thus  befpafce; 

^'et  in  our  fall  the  pond'rous  hand  of  Greece 

Shall  Afia  feel.  Tr.is  Pcrfian's  welcome  talc 

Ot  us,  inextricably  doom'd  her  prey, 

Ashy  the  force  of  forcery  will  wrap 

Security  around  her,  will  fupprefs 

All  faille,  all  thought  of  danger.  Brothar,  know. 

That  foon  as  Cynthia  from  the  vault  of  h.av'n 

Withdraws  her  ftiining  lamp,  thruugh  Afia's  haft 

Shall  man"acre  and  deltjlation  rage. 

Yet  not  to  bale  alfocia.es  will  1  truft 

My  va!l  dcfign.  Their  perfidy  might  warn 

Tilt-  unfufpeO^ing  foe,  our  fairdl  fruits 

Of  glory  thus  be  withtr'd.  Kre  we  move, 

While  on  the  folemn  facrifice  intent. 

As  Lacedemon's  ancient  laws  ordain. 

Our  pray'rs  we  offer  to  the  tuneful  nine, 

Thou  whifpcr  through  the  willing  ranks  of  Thebes 

Slow  and  in  filcnce  to  difperfc  and  fly. 

Now  left  by  Agis,  on  his  couch  rcclin'd. 
The  Sp.irtan  king  tiwis  meditates  alone  : 

My  fate  is  now  impending.  O  my  foul. 
What  more  aufpicious  period  could'il  thou  choofe 
For  death,  than  now,  when  beating  high  in  joy, 
'I'hou  tell'll  me  I  am  happy  ?  If  to  Uve, 
Or  die,  as  virtue  diflatcs,  he  to  know 
The  pureft  blifs;  if  (he  her  charms  difplays 
Still  lovely,  flill  unfading,  Hill  ferene 
To  yomh,  to  age,  to  death  :  whatever  be 
Thofj  other  climes  of  happin?fs  unchang'il, 
V^'hich  Heav'n  in  dark  futurity  conceals. 
Still  here,  O  virtue,  thou  art  all  our  good! 
Oh,  what  a  black,  unfpcak.ible  revtrfe 
Muft  theunrightcoui,  muft  the  tyrant  prove .' 
What  in  the  ftriiggle  of  de))arting  day. 
When  life's  laft  glimpfe,  extinguilhing,  prcfcnt* 
L^nknown,  inextricable  gloom  .'  But  how 
Can  I  explain  the  terrors  of  a  breaft, 
Where  guilt  refides  ?  Leonidas,  forego 
The  horrible  conception,  and  again 
Within  thy  ov.  n  felicity  retire  ; 
Bow  gr.ueful  down  to  him,  who  form'd  thy  mind 
Of  crimes  imfruitful,  never  to  admit 
The  black  imprcflion  of  a  guilty  thought. 
Fife  could  1  fearlefs  by  delib'rate  choice 
Relinquifh  life  i  This  calm  from  minds  deprav'd 
is  ever  abfent.    Oft  in  them  the  force 
Of  fome  prevailing pafiion  for  a  time 
SupprelTes  fear.     Precipitate  they  lofe 
The  fenfc  of  danger ;  when  dominion,  wealth, 
Or  purple  pomp,  enchant  the  dazzled  fight, 
Furfuing  ftill  the  joys  of  life  alone. 

But  he,  who  calmly  feeks  a  certain  death, 
When  duty  only,  and  the  gen'ral  good 
Direcl  his  courage,  muft  a  foul  poflefs. 
Which  all  content  deducing  from  itfelf. 
Can  by  unerring  virtue's  conftant  light 
Difccrn,  when  death  is  worthy  of  his  choice. 

The  man,  thus  great  and  happy  in  the  fcopc 
Of  his  large  mind,  is  ftretch'd  beyond  his  date, 
Kv'n  on  this  fhorc  of  being,  he  in  thought 
Supremely  blefs'd,  anticipates  the  good 
Which  late  pofterity  from  him  derives. 

At  length  the  hero's  meditations  clofe. 
The  fwclling  tranfport  of  his  heart  fubfides 
In  foft  oblivion  ;  and  the  filken  plumes 
Of  fl'.ep  eiivcicp  !iis  extended  limbs. 
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THE   ARGUMENT. 

Leonidas,  rifiiig  before  fun-fet,  clifmifles  the  forces 
under  the  command  of  Medon  ;  but  obi'erving 
a  relu(!lance  in  him  to  depart,  reminds  him  of 
his  duty,  and  gives  him  an  aftedlionate  farewell. 
He  then  relates  to  hisov.'n  felecl  band  a  dream, 
which  is  interpreted  by  MegilUas,  arms  himfelf, 
and  marches  in  proceflion  with  his  whole  troop 
to  an  altar,  newly  raited  on  a  neighbouring 
meadow  ;  there  offers  a  facrifice  to  the  muies  : 
he  invokes  the  alfiftance  of  thole  goddefles ;  he 
animates  his  companions ;  then,  placing  him- 
felf at  their  head,  leads  them  againlt  the  enemy 
in  the  dead  of  the  night. 

The  day  was  doling.    Agis  left  his  tent. 
He  fought  his  godlike  brother.    Him  he  found 
Stretch'd  o'er  hi»  tranquil  couch.    His  looks  re- 

taiu'd 
The  cheerful  tinfture  of  his  waking  thoughts 
To  gladden  deep.    So  fmile  loft  evening  ikies, 
Yet  ftreak'd  with  ruddy    light,  when  fummer's 

funs 
Have  veil'd  their  beaming  foreheads.     Tranfport 

fiird 
The  eye  of  Agis.    Friendfliip  fwell'd  his  heart. 
His  yielding  knee  in  veneration  bent. 
The  hero's  hand  he  kifs'd,  then  fervent  thus: 

O  excellence  ineffable,  receive 
This  fecret  homage  ;  and  may  gentle  deep 
Yet  longer  leal  thine^yelids,  that,  unblam'd, 
1  may  fall  down  before  thee.  He  concludes 
In  adoration  of  his  friend  divine, 
Whole  brow  the  (hades  of  flumber  now  forfake. 
So,  when  the  riling  fun  relumes  his  Itate, 
Some  white-rob'd  magnus  on  Euphrates  fide, 
OrLidian  feer  on  Ganges  prollrate  falls 
Before  th'  emerging  glory,  to  lalute 
That  radiant  emblem  of  th'  immortal  mind. 

Uprife  both  heroes.    From  their  tents  in  arms 
Appear  the  bands  elecft.   The  other  Greeks 
Are  filing  homeward.   Only  Medon  itops. 
Melilia's  dictates  he  forgets  a  while. 
All  inattentive  to  the  warning  voice 
Of  Melibccus,  earnelt  he  furveys 
Leonidas.    Such  conltancy  ot  zeal 
Jn  good  Oileui'  offspring  brings  the  lire 
To  full  remembrance  in  that  folemn  hour, 
And  draws  thefc  cordial  accents  from  the  king  : 

Approach  me,  Locrian.   In  thy  look  I  trace 
Conlummate  faith  and  love.  But,  vers'd  in  arms, 
Againft  thy  gen'ral's  orders  would'll  thou  ftay  ? 
Go,  prove  to  kind  Oikus,  that  my  heart 
Of  him  was  mindful,  when  the  gates  of  death 
I  barr'd  againft  his  Ion.  Yon  gallant  Greeks, 
To  thy  commanding  cure  from  mine  tran^ferr'd. 
Remove  from  certain  flauglitcr.    Laft  repair 
To  Lacedcmon.    Thither  lead  thy  fire. 
Say  to  her  fenate,  to  her  people  tell, 
Here  didlt  thou  leave  tlieir  countrymen  and  king 
On  death  relolv'd,  obedient  to  the  laws. 

The  Locnan  chief,  reilraining  tears,  replies  : 
My  fire,  left  flumb'ring  in  the  illand-fane, 
Awoke  HO  oi'Jfe.   TJicn  joylui  1  Ih.iU lutet 
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Him  foon,  the  king  made  anfwer.  Let  thy  worth 
Supply  thy  father's.    Virtue  bids  me  die. 
Thee  live.   Farewell.    Now  Medon's  grief,  o'er- 

aw'd 
By  wifdom,  leaves  his  long-fufpended  mind 
To  firm  decifion.    He  departs,  prepar'd 
For  all  the  duties  of  a  man,  by  deeds 
To  prove  himfelf  the  friend  of  Sparta's  king, 
MclifiTa's  brother,  and  Cileus'  fon. 

The  gen'rous  vidlims  of  the  public  weal, 
Aflembled  now,  Leonidas  falutes, 
His  pregnant  foul  dilbuid'ning.    O  thrice  hail ! 
Surround  me,  Grecians ;  to  my  words  attend. 
This  evening's  fleep  no  fooner  jjrels'd  my  brows, 
Than  o'er  my  head  the  empyreal  form 
Of  heav'n-enthron'd  Alcides  was  difplay'd. 
I  faw  his  magnitude  divine.   His  voice 
I  heardj  his  folemn  mandate  to  arife. 
I  rofe.    He  bade  me  follow.    I  obey'd. 
A   mountain's    fummit,    clear'd  from    mill,    or 

cloud, 
We  reach'd  in  filence.    Suddenly  the  howl 
Of  wolves  and  dogs,  the  vulture's  piercing  ftiriek, 
'I'he  yell  of  ev'ry  beaft  and  bird  of  prey 
Difcordant  grated  on  my  ear.    I  turn'd. 
A  furface  hideous,  delug'd  o'er  with  blood. 
Beyond  my  view  inimitably  flretch'd, 
One  vaft  expanfe  of  horror.    There  fupine. 
Of  huge  dimenfion,  cov'ring  half  the  plain, 
A  giant  corle  lay  mangled,  red  with  wounds, 
Delv'd   in  th"   enormous  fleih,  which,  bubbling, 

fed 
Ten  thoufand  thoufand  grifly  beaks  and  jaws, 
Infatiably  devouring.     Mute  I  gaz'd  ; 
When  from  behind  1  heard  a  fecond  found 
Like  furges,  tumbling  o'er  a  craggy  fliore. 
Again  I  turn'd.    An  ocean  there  appear'd 
With  riven  keels  and  flirouds,  with  Ihiver'd  oars, 
With  arms  and  welt'ring  carcaffes  beltrewn 
Iimumerous.    The  billows  foam'd  in  blood. 
But  where  the  waters,  unobferv'd  before, 
Between  twoadverfe  (hores,  contracting,  roll'd 
.\  Itormy  current,  on  the  beach  forlorn 
One  of  majeftic  ftature  I  defcry'd 
In  ornaments  imperial.    Oft  he  bent 
On  me  his  clouded  eyeballs.    Oft  my  name 
He  founded  forth  in  execrations  loud ; 
Then  rent  his  fplendid  garments ;  then  his  head 
In  rage  diverted  of  its  graceful  hairs. 
Impatient  now  he  cy'd  a  flender  Ikiff, 
Which,  mounted   high  on   boiftrous  waves,   ap- 

proach'd. 
With  indignation,  with  reludlant  grief 
Once  more  his  fight  reverting,  he  embark'd 
Amid  the  peri!',  of  the  frowning  deep. 

0  thou,  by  glorious  acftions  ranlc'd  in  heav'n, 

1  here  exciaim'd,  inftrucfl  me.   What  produc'd 
This  defolation  ?  Hercules  reply'd: 

Let  thy  aftonifli'd  eye  again  furvey 
The  ftenj,  thy  foul  abhorr'd.  1  look'd.    I  faw 
A  land,  where  plenty  with  difporting  hands 
Pour'd  all  the  fruits  of  Amalthea's  horn  ; 
Where  bloom'd  the  olive  ;  where  the  clud'ring 

vine 
Vv'i:h  her  broad  foliage  mantled  ev'ry  Inll ; 
Where  Ceres  with  cKuberance  enrob'd 
The  pregnant  boloms  of  the  fields  in  gold 
L  I  iuj 
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Where  fpacious  towns,  whofe  circuits  proud  con. 

tain'd 
The  dazzling  works  of  wealth  along  the  banks 
Of  copious  rivtfs  fliow'il  their  ftately  tow'rs, 
The  Itrength  and  Ipkndour  of  the  peopled  land. 
Then  in  a  moment  clouds  obl'cur'd  my  view  ; 
At  once  all  vanilli'd  from  my  waking  eyes. 

Thrice  i  falute  the  omeH,  loud  began 
The  fage  Mcgiftias.  In  this  myftic  dream 
I  fee  my  country's  vieflories.      The  land. 
The  deep  (ball  own  her  triumphs ;  while  the  tears 
Of  .Mm  and  of  L^bya  (hail  deplore 
Their  offspring,  call  before  the  vulture's  beak. 
And  ev'ry  monilrous  native  of  the  main. 
Thofc  joyous  helds  of  plenty  picliiie  Greece, 
Etirich'd  by  conqucrt,  and  barbarian  fpoils. 
He,  whom  thou  faw'ft,  in  regal  vefture  clad, 
Print  on  the  fand  his  lolitary  Hep, 
Is  Xerxes,  foil'd  and  fugitive.    So  fpakc 
Tlie  rev'rend  augur.    Ev'ry  bofom  felt 
Hnthiifialtic  rapture,  joy  beyond 
All  ieufe,  and  all  contCijtion,  but  ofthofe, 
Vvho  die  to  lave  their  country.    Here  again 
Th'  exulting  band  Leonidas  addrefs'd. 

Since  nappi.nefs  from  virtue  is  deriv'd. 
Who  for  his  country  di^s,  that  moment  proves 
A'iolt  haripy,  as  molt  virtuous.    Such  our  lot. 
But  go,  AL  giitias.    Inftantly  prepare 
'I'he  la(  red  fuel,  and  the  victim  due  ; 
'J'hat  to  the  nuifes  (lo  by  oparta's  law 
We  are  enjoin'd)  our  off'riiigs  may  be  paid, 
Bclore  we  niarcli.    Kemember,  from  the  rites 
Let  ev'ry  found  be  abfent ;  not  the  fife, 
'Nk.I  ev'n  the  mafic-breathing  ilute  be  heard. 
Meu.tune,  ye  leulers,  ev'ry  bard  inrtru(?l 
To  move  in  fiience.    Minuiul  of  their  charge 
The  >.h;(.*"s  depart.    Leonidas  provides 
His  variou.-  armour     Agis  clofe  attends, 
His  beft  afliitant.    Fira^a  breallplate  arms 
The  fpi^nous  chefL    O'er  this  the  hero  fpreads 
The  mailed  cuiral's,  from  his  flioulJers  hung. 
A  fliining  belt  infolds  his  mighty  loins. 
Kcxt  on  h-s  (tateiy  temples  he  ereds 
The   plumed   helm ;    then   grafps   his  pond'rous 

iliickl : 
Where  nigh  the  centre  on  proje(?ting  brafs 
Th'  inimitable  artiit  had  embols'  i 
The  fliape  of  great  Alcides  j  whom  to  gain 
Two  godJefies  contended.    Plcafure  here 
Won  by  foft  wiles  th  anra(*"ted  eye  ;  and  there 
The  fo.in  of  virtue  dignify'd  tiie  fcene. 
Jn  her  oiajeltic  fvv  etnels  v.-as  difpiay'd 
The  mind  fublimc  and  happy.    Fio;n  her  lips 
Seem'd  eloquence  to  flow.    In  look  lerene, 
Butlix'd  inienfely  on  the  fun  of  ]ove, 
She  wav'd  iur  hand,  where,  winding  to  the  Ikies, 
Her  paths  afcen.led.    On  the  fummit  ilood, 
Supported  by  a  nopliy  near  to  heav'n, 
Fame,  and  protended  her  eternal  trump. 
'Ihc  youth  attentive  to  h^^r  wifdom  own'.d 
The  n^cvaU  ncc  of  virtue  .   while  his  eye, 
FiUd  by  tliat  fpirit.  which  redee.n'd  the  world 
From  tyranny  aiu'  monflf-i-,  daiicd  ilaines  ; 
Not  und'  fcry'd  by  pi'  .uur*.  where  the  lay 
Beneath  a  gorgeous caucpy      Around 
Were  flovvr-jts  ilrewn,  and  wantonly  in  rills 
AfouTt  mcandci'd.   All  rcla.'j'd  her  limbs  j 


Nor  wanting  yet  fulicitude  tdgain. 

What  loft  Ihe  fear'd,  as  Itruggling  with  defpaifj 

She  feem'd  colledlmg  ev'ry  pow'r  to  charm : 

Excefs  of  fweet  ailuremeoit  flie  diffused 

In  vain.    Still  virtue  fway'd  Alcides'  mind. 

Hence  ah  his  labours.     Wrought  with  vary'd  art, 

The  llni  Id's  external  Uirface  they  enrich'd. 

I'his  portraiture  of  glory  on  his  arm 
Leonidas  difpiays,  and,  tow'ring,  ftrides 
From  his  pavilion.    Ready  aie  the  bands. 
The  chiefs  alTiime  their  ftation.  Torches  blaze 
Through  ev'iy  lile.  Ali  now  in  filent  pace 
To  join  in  fulemn  facrifice  proceed. 
Firft  Folydorus  bears  the  hallow'd  knife, 
The  fac red  fait  and  barley.   Athislide 
Diomtdon  luftains  a  weighty  mace. 
The  prieft,  Megiftia';,  follows  like  the  reft 
In  polifh'd  armour.  White  as  winter's  fleece, 
A  fillet  round  hislhining  helm  reveaL 
The  facerdotal  honours.  By  the  horns, 
Where  laurels  twine,  with  Alplieus  Alaion  leads 
The  coiifecrated  ox.  And  lo  1   behind, 
Leonidas  advances.   Never  he 
In  fuch  tranicendent  majetty  was  feen, 
And  his  own  virtue  never  fo  enjoy'd. 
iucceflive  move  Diencces  the  brave. 
In  hoary  ftate  Deraophilus,  the  bloura 
Of  Dithyrambus,  glowing  in  the  hope 
Of  future  praife,  the  gen'rous  Agis  next 
Serene  and  graceful,  lall  the  Theban  chiefs. 
Repining,  ignominious  :  then  How  march 
The  troops  all  mute,  nor  fhake  their  brazen  arras. 

Not  Irora  Therinopyls  remote  the  hills 
Of  Oeta,  yielding  to  a  fruittul  dale, 
W. thin  their  fide,  half-circling,  had  enclos'd 
A  fair  expanfe  in  verdure  l"moo-h.  The  bounds 
Wire  edg'd  by  wood,  o'erlbok'd  by  fnowy  cliffy, 
Which  from  the  clouds  bent  frowning.     Down  a 

rock 
Above  the  loftiell  fummit  of  the  grove 
A  tumbling  torrent  ,voie  tne  lha;iged  ftone ; 
'I'hen,  gleaming  through  the  intervals  of  lliade, 
Atiain'd  the  valley,  wheieihe  level  ftream 
DilYus'd  refrefliment.   On  its  banks  the  Greeks 
Had  rais'd  a  rultic  altar,  fram'd  of  turf. 
Broad  was  the  furface,  high  m  piles  of  wood, 
.^11  inttrfpers'd  with  laurel.   Purer  deem'd, 
Than  river,  lake,  or  fountain,  in  a  vafe 
Old  Ocean's  briny  element  was  piac'd 
Beiore  the  altar;  and  of  wine  un  nix'd 
Capacious  goblets  (food.   Megiltias  now 
Hib  hehn  unloofen  d.    v\'ith  his  fnowy  liead, 
Uncover'd,  round  the  folemn  pile  he  trod. 
He  lliook  a  branch  of  laurel,  Icatt'rmg  wide 
The  fac  red  moifture  of  the  main,   liis  hand 
Next  on  th.-  alt.tr,  on  the  victim  ftiew'd 
The  mingled  fait  and  barley.  O'er  the  horns 
Th'  inverted  chalice-  foaming  from  the  grape, 
Difcharg'd  a  rich  libation.    I'hcn  approach'd 
Diomtdon.  IMegi.tias  gave  the  fign. 
Down  funk  the  vidlun  by  ;.  deathful  ftroke. 
Nor  groan'd.   The  augur  bnry'd  in  the  throat 
His  hallow'd  ftcel.    A  purple  current  flnvv'd. 
Now  fmok'd  the  ftruclure,  now  it  Ikm'd  abroad 
In  fudden  Iplcndour.  Deep  in  circling  ranks 
The  Grecians  prels'd.      tach  hcid  a  iparkling 
brand  J   ♦' 
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Tlie  beaming  lances  intermix'd  ;  the  helms^ 
The  burniih'd  armour  multiply'd  the  blaze. 
Leonidas  drew  ni^h.  Before  the  pile 
His  feet  he  planted.  From  his  brows  remov'd, 
The  cafque  to  Agis  he  confign'd,  his  (hield, 
His  fpear  to  Dithyrambus ;  then,  his  arms 
Extending,  forth  in  fupplications  broke. 

Harmonious  daughters  of  Olympian  Jove, 
Who,  on  the  top  of  Helicon  ador'd, 
And  high  Parnaffus,  with  delighted  ears 
Bend  to  the  warble  of  Caftalia's  ftreara, 
Or  Aganippe's  murmur,  if  from  thence 
VVe  niuft  invoke  your  prefence  ;  or  along 
The  neighb'ring  mountains  with  propitious  fteps 
If  now  you  grace  your  confecrated  bow'rs. 
Look  down,  ye  mufes ;  nor  difdain  to  ftand 
Each  an  immortal  witnefs  of  our  fate. 
But  with  you  bring  fair  Liberty,  whom  Jove, 
And  you  muft  honour.  Let  her  facred  eyes 
Appio/e  her  dying  Grecians;   let  her  voice 
In  estiltation  tell  the  earth  and  heav'ns, 
Thefe  are  her  fons.     Then  ftrike  your  tuneful 

ftiells. 
Record  us  guardians  of  our  parent's  age, 
Our  matron's  virtue,  and  our  children's  bloom, 
The  glorious  bulwarks  of  our  country's  laws, 
Who  Ihall  ennoble  the  hiftorian's  page. 
Shall  on  the  joyous  fellival  infpire 
With  loftier  ftrains  the  virgin's  choral  fong. 
Then,  O  celeltial  maids,  on  yonder  camp 
Let  night  fit  heavy.    Let  a  fleep  like  death 
Weigh  down  the  eye  of  Afia.    O  infufe 
^jtc.ol,  untroubled  fpirit  in  our  breafts, 
R^ich  may  in  filence  guide  our  daring  feet, 
Contmul  our  fury,  nor  by  tumult  wild 
ifre?  friendly  dark  affright ;  till  dying  groans 
Of  ilaughter'd  tyrants  into  horror  wake 
The  midnight  calm.  Then  turn  deftiudlion  loofe. 
Let  terror,  let  confufion  rage  around, 
[n  one  vaft  ruin  heap  the  barb'rous  ranks. 
Their  horfe,  their  chariots.    Let  the  fpurning  fteed 
Injbrue  fys  hoofs  in  blood,  the  Ihatter'd  cars' 
Crufh  with  their  brazen  weight  the  proltrate  necks 
Of  chiefs  and  kings,  encircled,  as  they  fall, 
By  nations  flain.    You,  countrymen  and  friends. 
My  laft  commands  retain.    Your  gen'ral's  voice 
Once  more  falutes  you,  not  to  roufe  the  brave, 
Or  minds,  refolv'd  anddauntlefs,  to  confirm. 
Top  well  by  this  expiring  blaze  I  fee 
[mpatient  valour  flalh  from  ev'ry  eye. 
0  temper  well  that  ardour,  and  your  lips 
Clofe  on  the  riling  tranfport.    Mark,  how  fleep 
Hath  folded  millions  in  hib  black  embrace. 
No  found  is  wafted  from  th'  unnumber'd  foe. 
The  wmds  themlelves  are  filent.  All  confpires 
To  this  great  facrilice,  where  thoufands  foon 
Shall  only  wake  to  die.    Their  crowded  train 
This  night  perhaps  to  Pluto's  dreary  Ihades 
Ev'n  Xerses'  ghott  may  lead,  unlefs  referv'd 
From  this  deftrudlion  to  lament  a  doom 
Of  more  difgrace,   when  Greece  confounds  that 

pow'r. 
Which  we  (hall  fliake.    But  look,  the  fetting  moon 
Shuts  on  our  darkiome  paths  her  waining  horns. 
Let  each  his  head  diftinguilh  by  a  wreath 
Of  well-earn'd  laurel.  Then  the  vicftim  fliare. 
Then  crown  the  goblet.  Take  your  lall  repaft  ; 


With  your  forefathers,  and  the  heroes  old 
You  next  will  banquet  in  the  blefs'd  abodes. 

Here  ends  their  leader,  'through  th'  encircling 
crowd 
The  agitation  of  their  fpears  denotes 
High  ardour.    So  the  fpiry  growth  of  pines 
Is  rock'd,  when  ^olus  in  eddies  winds 
Among  tlieir  (lately  trunks  on  Pelion's  brow. 
The  Acarnanian  feer  diftributes  fwift 
The  facred  laurel.    Snatch'd  in  eager  zeal. 
Around  each  helm  the  woven  leaves  unite 
1  heir  gloll'y  verdure  to  the  floating  plumes. 
Then  is  tde  vidlim  portion'd.  In  the  bowl 
I'hen  flows  the  vine's  empurpled  ftream.  Aloof 
The  Theban  train  in  wan  dejection  mute 
Brood  o'er  their  Ihame,  or  call  affrighted  looks 
On  that  deiermin'd  courage,  which,  unmov'd 
At  fate's  approach,  with  cheerful  li])S  could  tafte 
The  fparkling  goblet,  could  in  joy  partake 
That  laft,  that  glorious  banquet.    Ev'n  the  heart 
Of  Ana.'cander  had  forgot  its  wiles, 
Diffembling  fear  no  longer.    Agis  here, 
Regardful  ever  of  the  king's  command, 
Accofts  the  Theban  chiefs  in  whifpers  thus : 

Leonidas  permits  you  to  retire. 
While  on  the  rites  of  I'acrifice  employ'd, 
None  heed  your  motions.    Separate  and  fly 
In  filent  pace.    This  heard,  th'  inglorious  troop, 
Their  files  diffolving,  from  the  reft  withdraw. 
Unfeen  they  moulder  from  the  hoft  like  Ihow, 
Freed  from  the  rigour  of  confl raining  froll ; 
Soon  as  the  fun  exerts  his  orient  beam. 
The  tranlitory  landfcape  melts  in  rill*    . 
Away,  and  ftrudlures,  which  delude  the  eye, 
Infenlibly  are  lolt.    The  folemn  feaft 
Was  now  concluded.    Now  Laconia's  king 
Had  reaflum'd  his  arms.    Before  his  ftep 
The  crowd  roll  backward.     In  their  gladdew'd 

fight 
His  creft,  illumin'd  by  uplifted  brands. 
Its  purple  fplendour  (hakes.    The  tow'ring  oak 
Thus  from  a  lofty  promontory  waves 
His  majelly  of  verdure.    As  with  joy 
The  failors  mark  his  heav'n-afcending  pride. 
Which  from  afar  diredls  their  foamy  courfe 
Along  the  pathlefs  ocean;  fo  the  Greeks 
In  tranfport  gaze,  as  down  their  op'ning  ranks 
The  king  proceeds  :  froin  whofe  fuperior  frame 
A  foul  like  thine,  O  Phidias,  might  conceive 
In  Parian  marble,  or  eftulgent  brafs 
The  form  of  great  Apollo;  whan  the  god. 
Won  by  the  pray'rs  of  man's  afflidled  race. 
In  arms  forfook  his  lucid  throne  to  pierce 
The  monfter  Python  in  the  Delphian  vale. 
Clofe  by  the  hero  Polydorus  waits 
To  guide  deftrud;ion  through  the  Afian  tents. 
As  the  young  eagle  near  his  parent's  fide 
In  wanton  flight  eflfays  his  vig'rous  wing. 
Ere  long  with  her  to  penetrate  the  clouds, 
To  dart  impetuous  on  the  fleecy  train. 
And  dye  his  beak  in  gore  ;  by  Sparta's  king 
The  injur'd  Polydorus  thus  prepares 
His  arm  for  death.    He  feafts  his  angry  foul 
On  promis'd  vengeance.    His  impatient  thoughts 
Ev'n  now  tranfport  him  furious  to  the  feat 
Of  his  long  forrows,  not  with  fetter'd  hands. 
But  now  once  cnoie  a  Spartan  with  his  Ipear, 
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His  (liield  reftor'd,  to  lead  his  country's  bands, 

And  with  them  devaftation.    Nor  the  reft 

N<-gleCl  to  form.  Thick-rang'd,  the  helmets  blend 

Their  various  plumes,  as  intermingling;  oaks 

Combine  their  foliage  in  Dodona's  grove  ; 

Or  as  the  cedars  on  the  Syrian  hills 

Their  Ihady  texture  fpread.   Once  more  the  king, 

O'er  all  the  phalanx  his  conful'rate  view 

Extending,  through  the  ruddy  gleam  defcries 

One  face  ofgladncfs;  but  the  godlike  van 

He  moll  contemplates:  Agis,  Alplii;tis  there, 

Megiftias,  Maron  with  Plataca's  chief, 

Dieneces,  Deraophilus  are  feen 

With  Thefpia's  youth  :  nor  they  their  fteady  fight 

From  his  remove,  in  fpeechlefstranfporl  bound 

JJy  love,  by  veneration  ;  till  they  hear 

His  laft  injun^ftioti.    To  their  diff'rent  polls 

They  fep'rate.   Inflant  on  the  dewy  turf 

Are  caft  th'  extinguifli'd  brands.    On  all  around 

Drops  fudden  darknefs,  on  the  wood,  the  hill. 

The  fnowy  ridge,  the  vale,  the  filver  ftream. 

It  verg'd  on  midnight.    Tow'rd  the  hoftile  camp 

In  march  compos'd  and  filent  down  the  pafs 

The  phalanx  inov'd.   Each  patient  bofoni  hufli'd 

Its  ftruggling  fpirit,  nor  in  whifpersbreath'd 

The  rapt'rous  ardour,  virtue  then  infpir'd. 

So  lovvring  clouds  along  th'  ethereal  void 

In  flow  expanfion  from  the  gloomy  north 

A  while  lufpend  their  horrors,  deltin'd  foon 

To  blaze  in  lightnings,  and  to  burft  in  llorras. 

BOOK   XII. 

THE  ARGUMENT. 

I.eonidas  and  the  Grecians  penetrate  through  the 
JPerfian  camp  to  the   very  pavilion  of  Xerxes, 
who  avoids  deftruiflion   by  flight.     The    bar- 
barians are   flaughtered   in   great   multitudes, 
and  their  camp  is  fet  on  fire.    Leonidas  conduilfs 
his  men   in  good  order  back  to  Thermopylai, 
engages  the  ferfians,  who  were  defcended  from 
the  hills,  and  after  numberlefs  proofs  of  fuperior 
ftrength  and  valour,   links  down  covered  with 
wounds,  and  expires  the  lall  of  all  the  Grecian 
commanders. 
Across  th'  unguarded  bound  of  Afia'scamp 
Slow  pafs  the  Grecians.  Through  uniiurn'roustent?) 
Where  all  is  inute  and  tranquil,  they  purlue 
Their  march  fedate.    Beneath  the  leaden  hand 
Of  fleep  lie  millions  motionlefs  and  deaf. 
Nor  dream  of  fate's  approach.  Tlieir  wary  foes, 
By  Polydorus  guided,  ftill  proceed, 
tv'n  to  the  centre  of  tli'  extenfive  hod 
'ihey  pierce  unfeen;  when  lo  !   th' imperial  tent 
Yet  diltant  rofe  before  them.    Spreading  round 
Til'  auguft  pavilion,  was  an  ample  fpace 
For  thoufands  in  arrangement.    Here  a  band 
Of  chofeii  Perfians,  watchful  o'er  the  king, 
Held  their  no(flurnal  Itation.    As  the  hearts 
Of  anxious  nations,  whom  th'  unfparing  fword. 
Or  famine  threaten,  tremble  at  the  liglit 
Of  fear  engender'd  phantoms  in  tl.c  fV:y, 
Aerial  holts  amid  the  clouJs  array'il. 
Portending  woe  and  death  ;  the  Ferhan  guard 
In  equal  tonfternation  nowdefcry'd 
'i'he  glimpfe  of  hoftile  armour.    All  diiband, 
Asif  auxiiiar  to  his  favour'd  Greeks 


Pan  held  their  banner,  fcatt'ring  from  its  folds 
Fear  and  confufion,  which  to  Xerxes  couch  i 

Swift-winged,  fly  ;  thence  fhake  the  gen'ral  canu  i 
Whofe  numbers  iffue  naked,  pale,  unarm'd,  i 

Wild  in  amazement,  blinded  by  difmay,  | 

To  ev'ry  foe  obnoxious.     In  the  brealls 
Of  thoufands,  gor'd  at  once,  the  Grecian  ftcel 
Reeks  in  deftruCtion.     Deluges  of  blood 
Float  o'er  the  field,  and  foam  around  the  heaps 
Of  wretches,  flain  unconfcious  of  the  hand,  i 

Which  waftcs  their  helplefs  multitude.  Amaze,  \ 
Affright,  diflradlion  from  his  pillow  chafe  j 

The  lord  of  Afla,  who  in  thought  bcliolds  ' 

United  Greece  in  arms.  Thy  lull  of  pow'r  !  i 
Thy  hope  of  glory  !  whither  arc  they  flown  ' 
Willi  all  thy  pomp  .'  In  thisdifaft'rous  hour  I 

What  could  avail  the  immeafurable  range  | 

Of  thy  proud  camp,  fave  only  to  conceal  i 

Thy  trembling  fteps,  O  Xerxes,  while  thoufly'flj 
To  thy  deferled  couch  with  other  looks 
With  other  fltps  Leonidas  is  nigh. 
Before  him  terror  ftridcs.     Gigantic  death, 
And  dcfolatioii  at  his  fide  attend.  .  , 

The  vaft  pavilion's  empty  fpace,  where  lainpti|' 
Of  gold  fhed  light  and  odours,  now  admits  ' 

The  hero.     Ardent  throngs  behind  him  prcfs, 
But  mifs  their  vi(itim.     '1  o  the  ground  are  hurl'" 
The  glitt'ring  enligiis  of  imperial  flate. 
The  diadem,  thefceptre,  latcador'd  [m' 

Through  boundlcfs  kingdoms,    underneath  the 
In  mingled  ruge  and  fcorii  the  warriors  crulh 
A  facrifice  to  Ireedoin.     Tliey  return 
Again  to  form.     Leonidas  exalts, 
For  new  deftrudlion  his  refiftlcfs  fpear; 
When  double  darknefs  fuddeiily  oefccnds. 
The  clouds,  condenfiiig,  intercept  the  ftars. 
Black  o'er  the  furrow'd  main  the  raging  call 
In  whirlwinds  fwceps  the  furge.     The   coafts  n 

found. 
The  cavern'd  rocks,  the  crafliing  forcfts  roar. 
Swift  through  the  camp  the  liurricane  impells 
Its  rude  career;  vihen  Afia's  numbers,  veil'd 
Airyd  the  fhelt'ring  horrors  of  the  ftorm, 
Evade  the  vigor's  lance.     The  Grecians  halt; 
While  to  their  gen'ral's  pregnant  mind  occurs 
A  new  attempt  and  vaft.     Perpetual  fire 
Belide  the  tent  of  Xerxes  from  the  hour. 
He  lodg'd  his  ftandards  on  the  Malian  plains, 
Had  ihone.     Among  his  Magi  to  adore 
Great  Horomuzes  was  the  monarch  wont 
Before  the  faered  light.      Huge  pilfs  of  wood 
Lay  nigh,  prepar'd  to  feed  the  conftant  flame. 
On  living  embers  thefe  are  caft.     So  wills 
Leonidas.     'Fhe  phalanx  then  divides. 
Four  troops  are  h)rm'd,  by  Dithyrambus  led, 
By  Alpheus,  by  Diomedon.     The  laft 
Himfelf  conducts.     The  word  is  giv'n.     The 

feizc 
The  burning  fuel.     Sparkling  in  the  wind, 
Deftrudtive  fire  is  brandillrd.     All,  cnjoin'd 
To  reafl"emble  at  the  regal  tent. 
By  various  paths  the  hollile  camp  invade. 

Now  devaftation,  luieonhn'd,  involves 
The  Malian  fields.     ,A.monii;  Barbarian  tents 
From  diff'rent  ftations  fly  tonfuming  flames. 
Fhe  Greeks  afford  no  rcfpitc  ;  and  the  ftorm 
Exafperatcs  the  blaze.     'i"o  ev'ry  part 
I'he  conil.igi".>tiou  like  a  fea  expands, 
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;»ne  waving  furface  of  unbounded  fire. 

ill  ruddy  volumes  mount  the  curling  flames 

[o  heav'n's  dark  vault,  and  paint  the  midnight 

'  clouds. 

o,  when  the  north  emits  his  purpled  lights, 

"he  undulated  radiance,  ilrcaming  wide, 

jVswith  a  burning  canopy  invcils 

ifh'  ethereal  concave.     Oeta  now  difclos'd 

■lis  forehead,  glitt'ring  in  eternal  froft; 

vVhile  down  his  rocks  the  foamy  torrents  fnone. 

"ar  o'er  the  main  the  pointed  rays  were  thrown  ; 

>Iight  fnatch'd  her  mantle  from  the  ocean's  breail; 

fhe  billows  glimnier'd  from  the  dirtant  fliores. 

But  lo  !  a  pillar  huge  of  i'moke  afcends, 
A''hich  overfliades  the  field.     There  horror,  there 
Leonidas  prefides.     Command  he  gave 
Fo  Polydorus,  who,  exulting,  fhow'd 
Where  Afia's  horfe,and  warlike  cars  pofTefs'd 
ft.  crowded  ilation.     At  the  hero's  nod 
Devouring  Vulcan  riots  on  the  ftores 
3f  Ceres,  empty'd  of  the  ripen'd  grain, 
Dn  all  the  tribute  from  her  meadows  brown, 
By  rich  TheiTalia  render'd  to  the  fcythe. 
A.  flood  of  fire  envelopes  all  the  ground. 
The  cordage  burfts  around  the  blazing  tents. 
Down  fink  the  roofs  on  luffocated  throngs, 
Clofe-wedg'd  by  fear.  The  Lybran  chariot  burns, 
rh' Arabian  camel,  and  the  Perfian  fleed 
Bound  through  a  burning  deluge.  Wild  with  pain 
;rhey  (hake  their  fmged  manes.     Their  madding 

hoofs 
Dafh  through  the  blood  of  thoufands,  mi.t'd  with 

flames. 
Which  rage,  augmented  by  the  whirlwind's  blaft. 

Meantime  the  fcepter'd  lord  of  half  tlie  globs 
From  tent  to  tent  precipitates  his  flight. 
Difpers'd  are  all  his  fatraps.     Pride  hcrfelf 
Shuns  his  dejeded  brow.     Del'pair  alone 
Waits  on  th'  imperial  fugitive,  and  fliows, 
As  round  the  camp  his  eye,  dillraiftcd,  roves, 
No  limits  to  defl:ruftion.     Now  is  feen 
Aurora,  mounting  from  her  eaftcrn  hill 
In  rofy  fandals,  and  with  dewy  locks. 
The  winds  fubfide  before  her  ;  darknefs  flies; 
A  ftream  of  light  proclaims  the  cheerful  day, 
Which  fees  at  Xerxes'  tent  the  conqu'ring  bands, 
All  reunited.     What  could  fortune  more 
To  aid  the  valiant,  what  to  gorge  revenge  ? 
Lo !  defolation  o'er  the  adverfe  holt 
Hath  empty'd  all  her  terrors.     Ev'n  the  hand 
Of  languid  flaughter  dropt  the  crimfon  ileel; 
Nor  nature  longer  can  fuftain  the  toil 
bf  unremitted  conqueft.     Yet  what  pow'r 
Among  thefe  fons  of  liberty  reviv'd 
Their  drooping  warmth,  new-ftrung  their  nerves, 

recall'd 
Their  weary'd  f-.vords  to  deeds  of  brighter  fame  .? 
What,  but  th'  infplring  hope  of  glorious  death 
To  crown  their  labours,  and  th'  aufpicious  look 
Of  their  heroic  chief,  which,  ftiUunchaag'd, 
Still  in  fuperior  majefly  dcclar'd, 
No  toil  had  yet  relax'd  his  matchlefs  ftrength, 
Nor  worn  the  vigour  of  his  godlike  foul. 

Back  to  the  pal's  in  gentle  march  he  leads 
Th'  embattled  wariors.     They  behind  the  ftirubs, 
Where  Medon  lent  fuch  numbers  to  the  fliadcs, 
In  ambuili  He.     The  tempell;  is  o'erblown. 
:^pft  br£:fS3  only  from  the  Malian  wave 


O'er  each  grim  face,  befmear'd  with  fmoke  and 

gore, 
Their  cool  refrefliment  breathe.  The  healing  gale, 
A  cryllal  rill  near  Oeta's  verdant  feet 
Difpel  the  languor  from  their  harafs'd  nerves, 
I'reOi  brac'd  by  flirength  returning.     O'er  their 

heads 
Lo  1  in  full  blaze  of  majefl.y  appears 
Mclifla,  bearing  in  her  hand  divine 
Th'  eternal  guardian  of  illuftrious  deeds. 
The  fweet  Phoebean  lyre.     Her  graceful  traiH 
Of  white-rob'd  virgins,  feated  on  a  range 
Half  down  the  cliff,  o'erfliadowing  the  Greeks, 
All  with  concordant  firings,  and  accents  clear 
A  torrent  pour  of  melody,  and  fwcU 
A  high,  triumphal,  Ibleran  dirge  of  praife. 
Anticipating  fame.     Of  endlefs  joys 
In  blefs'd  Klyfium  was  the  fong.     Go,  meet 
I>ycurgus,  Solon  and  Zaleucus  fage. 
Let  them  falute  the  children  of  their  laws. 
Meet  Homer,  Orpheus  and  th'  Afcrcean  bard. 
Who  with  a  fpirlt,  by  ambrofial  food 
Refin'd,  and  more  exalted,  fiiall  contend 
Your  fplendid  fate  to  warble  through  the  bow'rt 
Of  amaranth  and  myrtle  ever  young 
Like  your  renown.     Your  aflies  we  will  cull. 
In  yonder  fane  depofited,  your  urns 
Dear  to  the  mufes  fliall  our  lays  infpire. 
Whatever  off'rings,  genius,  fcience,  art 
Can  dedicate  to  virtue,  fliall  be  yours, 
The  gifts  of  all  the  mufes,  to  tranfmit 
You  on  th'  enliven'd  canvafs,  marble,  brafs, 
In  wifdom's  volume,  in  the  poet's  long, 
In  ev'ry  tongue,  through  ev'ry  age  and  clime. 
You  of  this  earth  the  brighteft:  flow'rs,  not  cropt, 
Tranfplanted  only  to  immortal  bloom 
Of  praife  with  men,  of  happinefs  with  gods. 

The  Grecian  valour  on  religion's  flame 
To  ecftafy  is  wafted.     Death  is  nigh. 
As  by  the  graces  fafliion'd,  he  appears 
A  beauteous  form.     His  adamantine  gate  ' 

Is  half  unfolded.     All  in  tranfport  catch 
A  glimpfe  of  immortality.     Elate 
In  rapturous  delufion  they  believe, 
That  to  behold  and  folemnize  their  fate 
The  goddefles  are  prefent  on  the  hills 
With  celebrating  lyres.     In  thought  ferene 
Leonidas  the  kind  deception  blefs'd, 
Nor  undeceiv'd  his  foldiers.     After  all 
Th'  inceflant  labours  of  the  horrid  night, 
Through  blood,  through  flames  continu'd,  he  pre* 

pares 
In  order'd  battle  to  confront  the  pow'rs 
Of  Hyperanthes  from  the  upper  ftreights. 
Not  long  the  Greeks  in  expectation  wait 
Impatient.     Sudden  with  tumultuous  fliouts 
Like  Nile's  rude  current,  where  in  deaf 'ning  roar 
Prone  from  the  fteep  of  Elephantis  falls 
A  fea  of  waters,  Hyperanthes  pours 
His  chofen  numbers  on  the  Grecian  camp 
Down  from  the  hills  precipitant.     No  foes 
He  finds.     The  Thebans  join  him.     In  his  van 
They  march  condu(5tors.     On,  the  Perfians  roU 
In  martial  thunder  through  the  founding  pafs. 
They  iffue  forth  impetuous  from  its  mouth. 
That  moment  Sparta's  leader  gave  the  fign; 
When,  as  th'  impulfive  ram  in  forceful  fway 
O'ci  turns  a  nodding  rampart  from  its  bafe. 


5<,o  THE   WORKS 

Ar.d  ftrew^  a  town  with  ruin,  fo  the  band 
or  Icrry'il  heroes  down  the  Muliari  llccp, 
Trcniendoui  depth,  the  niix'd  battalions  fwept 
Ot   Tht  bes  and  Perfia.     There  no  waters  flow'd. 
Abrupt  and  naked  uU  was  rock  b-.-neath. 
JLeonidas,  inccns'd,  with  gruppHng  Itrength 
Dafti'd  Anaxander  on  a  pcnctd  crag  : 
Compos'd,  then  j^avc  new  orders.     At  the  word 
His  phalanx,  whc  "iing,  penetrates  the  pafs. 
Adonifli'd  I'erlia  llops  in  full  career. 
Iv'n  Hyperanthcs  Ihrinks  in  wonder  back. 
Coplulion  drives  frefli  numbers  from  the  fhore. 
The    Alalian    ooz6  o'erwhclms  them.      Sparta's 

king 
Still  prelTcs  forward,  till  an  op-n  breadth 
Of  lifty  paces  yields  his  front  extent 
To  profter  battle.     Hyperanthcs  fcon 
Recalls  his  warriors,  dilFipates  their  fears. 
Sw  ift  on  the  great  l.eonidas  a  cloud  [dofe. 

Of   "iarts  is  fliow'r'd.      'I'h'  tncount'ring  armies 

\Vh 0  fird,  fublimeft  hero,  felt  thy  arm  ? 
"W^l'.at  rivers  heard  along  their  echoing  banks 
Thy  ■,;  imc,  in  curfcs  founded  from  the  lips 
Of  I.  bie  mothers,  wailing  for  their  fons  ? 
\Vhat  towns  with  empty  monuments  were  fiU'd 
Fo:  thofe,  whom  thy  unconquerable  fword 
■"fhis  day  to  vulturcii  cart  ?  Firil  BelTus  died, 
A  haughty  fatrap,  whole  tyrannic  fway 
Di'fro'lM  Hyrtam'a  of  her  golden  flieaves, 
Alii  laid  hei  forefls  waft  •.      l-or  him  the  bees 
Among  the  branches  interwove  their  fweets  ; 
For  him  the  fig  was  ripen'd,  and  the  vine 
In  rich  profufion  o'er  the  goblet  foam'd. 
■J  hen  Dinis  bled.     On  Hermus'  fide  he  reign'd ; 
He  long  afluluous,  unavailing  woo'd 
The  ryartial  queen  of  Caria.     She  difdain'd 
A  lover'p  foft  complaint      Her  rigid  ear 
Was  fram'd  to  watch  the  temfjei):,  while  it  rag'd, 
Her  eye  accuUom'd  on  the  rolling  deck 
To  brave  the  turgid  billow.     Near  the  Ihore 
She  now  is  prefent  in  her  pinnace  light. 
The  fpedtaclc  of  glory  crowds  h^r  l)rea!l 
With  difi'rent  palTions.     Valiant,  (he  applauds 
Th^;  Grecian  valour;  faithful,  fii^  laments 
Her  fad  pr^  fage  of  PciTia  ;  prompts  her  fon 
To  emulation  of  the  (jreek>>  in  arms, 
And  of  herfeif  in  loyalty.     By  fate 
Is  fhe  referv'd  to  fignaiize  that  day 
Of  future  fhame,  when  Xerxes  muft  behold 
The  blood  of  nations  overflow  his  decks. 
And  to  their  bottom  tinge  the  briny  iioods 
Of  Salamis  ;  whence  flie  with  Afia  flies, 
She  only  not  inglorious.     Low  reclines 
Her  lover  no.v,  on  Hermus  to  repeat 
Her  name  no  more,  nor  tell  the  vocal  groves 
His  fiuitlefs  forrows.     Next  Maduces  fell, 
A  Paphlagonian.     Born  amid  the  found 
Of  chafing  furges,  and  the  roar  of  winds, 
He  o'er  tli'  inhofpitalile  Euxine  foam 
Was  wont  from  high  Carambis'  rock  to  ken 
IlUfated  keels,  which  cut  the  Pontic  ftrcam, 
'I'hen  with  his  dire  affociates  through  the  deep 
F<ir  fpoll  and  flaughter  guide  his  favage  prow. 
Him  dogs  wiil  rend  alhore.      From  Medus  far. 
Their  native  current,  two  bold  brothers  died, 
Sifamncs  and  I'ithrauftes,  potent  lords 
Of  rich  domains.     On  thefe  Mithrines  grav, 
Ciliciah  prince,  Lil^tus,  who  haji  left 
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The  balmy  fragrance  of  Arabia's  fields 
With  Babylonian  Tcnagon  cxpir'd. 

The  growing  carnage  Hyperanthcs  views 
Indignant,  fierce  in  vengeful  ardour  llrides  . 

Againft  the  victor.     Each  his  lance  protcndsj 
But  Afia's  numbers  intcrpofe  their  fliields. 
Solicitous  to  guard  a  prince  revcr'd : 
Or  thither  fortune  whchii'd  tiic  tide  of  war,  i 

His  term  protrading  for  augmented  fame.  j 

So  two  proud  vrffels,  lab'ring  on  the  foam, 
Prefent  for  battle  iheir  deftruiflive  beaks; 
When  ridgy  fcas,  by  hurricanes  uptoru. 
In  mo'intainous  commotion  dafh  between, 
And  either  deck,  in  black'ning  tempefls  veil'd,      i 
Waft  from  its  diAant  foe.     More  fiercely  bum'4    I 
Thy  fpirit,  miglity  Spartan.     Such  difmay  j 

Relax'd  thy  foes,  that  each  Barbarian  heart  ' 

Refign'd  all  hopes  of  viflory.     The  deeds  l 

Of  day  were  climbing  their  meridian  height.  ' 

Continu'd  fhouts  of  onfct  from  the  pafs 
Refounded  o'er  the  plain.     Artuchus  heard. 
When  firfl  the  fpreading  tumult  had  alann'd 
His  diftant  quarter,  flarting  from  repofe. 
He  down  tlie  valley  of  Spcrcheos  rulli'd 
To  aid  his  regal  mafter.     Afia's  camp 
He  found  the  feat  of  terror  and  defpair. 
As  in  fome  fruitful  clime,  which  late  hath  known  i 
The    rage    of    winds    and    floods,   although  tb ' 

itorm 
Be  heard  no  longer,  and  the  deluge  fled, 
otiil  o'er  the  wailed  region  nature  mourns 
In  melancholy  filence  ;  through  the  grove 
With  proilrate  glories  lie  the  (lately  oak, 
Th'  uprooted  elm  and  beach  ;  the  plain  isfprcaJ 
With  fragments,  fwepc  from  villages  o'erthrowD 
Around  the  paihires  fiocks  andjierds  are  caft 
In  dreary  piles  o.'  Jcdth  :  fo  IVrfia'ci  hoft 
In  terror  inat?'  on-  houndlefs  fcene  difplays 
Of  devaftation.     Kaif-devour'd  by  lire. 
Her  tall  pavilions,  and  her  martial  cars 
Deform  tlie  wide  encampment.     Here  in  gore 
Her  princes  welter,  nameief.  thoufands  there. 
Not  vi(fl'ms  all  to  Greek.s.     In  jrafping  heaps 
Barbarians,  mangled  by  Barbarians,  fiiow'd 
The  wid  coufunon  of  that  direful  night; 
When,  wanting  fignais,  and  a  leader's  care, 
Tiiey  ralh'd  on  mutual  flaughter.     Xerxes'  tent 
On  its  exalred  fummit,  when  the  dawn 
Firfl  ftreak'd  the  orient  Iky,  was  wont  to  bear 
The  golden  form  of  Mithra,  clos'd  between 
I'wo  iueiJ  cryilals.      1  his  the  gen'ral  hoft 
Oblei  \;'d,  their  awful  ftgnal  to  arrange 
In  arm.  complete,  and  numb.-rlefs  to  watch 
'I'heir  monarch's  riurg.      This  confpicuous  blaze 
Artuchus  places  in  th'  accuUom'd  feat. 
As,  after  winds  have  ruffled  by  a  florm 
The  plume.s  of  darkncfs,  when  her  welcome  face 
The  morning  lifts  ferene,  each  wary  fwain 
Colleiits  his  flock  difpcrs'd  ;  the  neighing  ftced, 
The  hrrds  forlake  their  fhelter  :  all  return 
To  well-known  paftures,  and  frequented  flrearai; 
10  now  this  cheering  fignal  on  the  tent 
Revives  each  leader.     From  inglorious>  flight 
1  heir    fcatter'd    bands   they  call,   their    wontc« 

gro.ind 
Refnme.  and  hail  Arturhus.     From  their  fv^arni 
A  force  he  culls.     Thermopyla;  he  fecks. 
Fell  fltouts  in  horrid  diffonaucc  precede. 
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i  His  phalanx  fwift  Leonldas  commands 

I'o  circle  backward  from  the  Malian  bay. 

i'heir  order  changes.    Now,  half-orb'd,  they  fland 

iy  Oeta'6  fence  proteiSled  from  behind, 

[/■ith  either  flank  united  to  the  rock. 

U  by  th'  excelling  architedt  difpos'd 

i'o  fhield  fomc  haven,  a  ftupendous  mole, 

iram'd  of  the  grove  and  quarry's  mingled  ftrength, 

li  ocean's  bofom  penetrates  afar  : 

I"here,  pride  of  art,  immoveable  it  looks 

iin  Eolus  and  Neptune  ;  there  defies 

'hofe  potent  gods  combin'd  :  unyielding  thus, 

I'hc  Grecians  (tood  a  folid  mafs  of  war 

i.gainft  Artuchus,  join'd  with  numbers  new 

i'o  Hyperanthes.     In  the  foremoft  rank 

jiConidas  his  dreadful  flacion  held. 

.round  him  fcon  a  fpacious  void  was  feen 

iy  flight,  or  flaughter  in  the  Perfian  van. 

)i  gen'rous  Ihame  and  wrath  Artuchus  burns, 

l>ifcharging  full  at  Lacedemon's  chief 

'.n  iron-ftudded  mace.     It  glanc'd  afide, 

I'urn'd  by  the  maffy  buckler.     Prone  to  earth 

;'he  fatrap  fell.     Alcandcr  aim'd  his  point, 

|\''hich  had  transfix'd  him  proftrate  on  the  rock, 

lUt  for  th'  immediate  fuccour,  he  obtain'd 

jrom  faithful  foldiers,  lifting  on  their  Ihields 

ii  chief  belov'd.     Not  fuch  Alcander's  lot. 

in  arrow  wounds  his  heart.     Supine  he  lies, 

("he  only  Theban,  who  to  Greece  preferv'd 

'fnviolated  faith.     PhyCcian  fage, 

itn  pure  Cithasron  healing  herbs  to  cull 

ll''ashe  aceuflom'd,  to  expatiate  o'er 

'he  Heliconian  paflures,  where  no  plants 

»f  poifon  fpring,  of  juice  falubrious  all, 

\'hich  vipers,  winding  in  their  verdant  track, 

Drinlc  and  expel  the  venom  from  their  tooth, 

i)ipt  in  the  fweetnefsof  that  foil  divine. 

)n  him  the  brave  Artontes  finks  in  death, 

llenown'd  through  wide  Bithynia,  ne'er  again 

''he  clam'rous  rites  of  Cybele  to  (hare  ; 

yhile  echo  murmurs  through  the  hollow  caves 

!)f  Berecynthian  Dindymus.     The  ftrength 

i)f  Alpheus  fent  him  to  the  fliades  of  night. 

I'.re  from  the  dead  was  difengag'd  the  fpear, 

iluge  Abradates,  glorying  in  his  might, 

lurpaffing  all  of  Ciffian  race,  advanc'd 

i'o  grapple ;  planting  firm  his  foremoft  ftep, 

rhe  vidlor's  throat  he  grafp'd.  At  Nemea's  games 

rhewreftler's  chaplet  Alpheus  had  obtain'd. 

'-le  fummons  all  his  art.     Oblique  the  fliroke 

;)f  his  fwift  foot  fupplants  the  Perfian's  heel. 

'rle,  fallmg,  clings  by  Alpheus'  neck,  and  drags 

kis  foe  upon  him.     In  the  Spartan's  back 

inrag'd  Barbarians  fix  their  thronging  fpears. 

i'o  Abradates'  cheft  the  weapons  pafs; 

rhey  rivet  botli  in  death.     This  Maron  fees, 

rhis  Polydorus,  frowning,     Vi(5tims,  ftrewn 

3efore  their  vengeance,  hide  their  brother's  corfe. 

^t  length  the  gen'rous  blood  of  Maron  warms 

rhe  fword  of  Hyperanthes.     On  the  fpear 

Of  Polydorus  falls  the  pond'rous  ax 

Df  Sacian  Mardus.     From  the  yielding  wood 

rhe  fteely  point  is  fever'd.     Undifmay'd, 

The  Spartan  ftoops  to  rear  the  knotted  mace. 

Left  by  Artuchus ;  but  thy  fatal  blade, 

'Abrocomes,  that  dreadful  inftant  watch'd 

To  rend  his  op'ning  fide.     Unconquer'd  llill, 

Swift  he  difcharges  on  the  Sacian's  front 


A  pood'rous  blow,  which  burft  the  fcatter'd  brain. 

Down  his  own  limbs  meantime  a  torrent  flows 

Of  vital  crimfon.     Smiling,  he  refleifls 

On  forrow  finifh'd,  on  his  Spai  tan  name, 

Renew'd  in  luftre.     Sudden  to  hi?  fide 

Springs  Dithyrambus.     Through  th'  uplifted  arm 

Of  Mindus,  pointing  a  malignant  d:.rt 

Againft  the  dying  Spartan,  he  impell'd 

His  fpear.     The  point  with  violence  unfpent, 

Urg'd  by  fuch  vigour,  rearh'dthe  Perfian's  throat, 

Above  his  corfelet.     Polydorus  flretch'd 

His  languid  hand  to  Thefpia's  friendly  youth, 

Then  bow'd  his  head  in  everlafting  peace. 

While  Mindus,  wafted  by  his  ftreaming  woun<f, 

Befide  him  faints  and  dies.     In  flow'ring  prime 

He,  lord  of  Colchis,  from  a  bride  was  lorn 

His  tyrant's  hafty  mandate  to  obey. 

She  tow'rd  the  Euxine  fends  her  plaintive  fighs; 

She  woos  in  tender  piety  the  winds: 

Vain  is  their  favour  ;  they  can  never  breathe 

On  his  returning  fail.     At  once  a  crowd 

Of  eager  Perfians  feize  the  viftor's  fpear. 

One  of  his  nervous  hands  retains  it  faft. 

The  other  bares  his  falchion.     Wounds  and  death 

He  fcatters  round.     Sofarines  feels  his  arm 

Lopt  from  the  fhoukler.    Zatis  leaves  entwin'd 

His  fingers  round  the  long-difputed  lance. 

On  Mardon's  reins  defcead^  the  pond'rous  blade, 

Which  half  divides  his  body.     Ph?ion  ftrides 

Acrofs  the  pointed  a(h.     His  weight  o'ercomes 

The  weary'd  Thefpian,  who  refigns  his  hold  ; 

But  cleaves  th'  elate  barbarian  to  the  brain. 

Abrocomes  darts  forward,  (hakes  his  (teel, 

Whofe    lightning  threatens   death.      The   wary 

Greek 
Wards  with  his  f<VQrd  the  wel!-dirf  t^lcd"  ftroke, 
Then,  cJofing,  throws  the  Peruan.     Now  what 

aid 
Of  mortal  force,  or  interpofing  heav'n 
Preferves  the  eaftern  hero  ?     Lo!  the  friend 
Of  Teribazus.     Eager  to  avenge 
That  lov'd,  that  loft  csmpanion,  and  defend 
A  brother's  life,  beneath  the  fiaewy  arm, 
Outftretch'd,  the  fword  of  Hyperanthes  pafs'd 
Through  Dithyrambus.     All  the  ftrings  of  life 
At  once  relax  ;  nor  fame,  nor  Greece  demand 
More  from  his  valour.     Proftrate  now  he  lies 
In  glories,  ripen'd  on  his  bloominj  head. 
Him  fliail  the  Thefpian  maidens  in  their  fongs 
Record  once  lovelieft  of  the  youthful  train, 
The  gentle,  wife,  beneficent  and  brave, 
Grace  of  his  lineage,  and  his  country's  boaft, 
Now  fall'n,     Elyfium  to  his  parting  foul 
Unclofes.     So  the  cedar,  which  fupreme 
Among  the  groves  of  L'banus  hath  tow'r'd. 
Uprooted,  low'rs  his  graceful  top,  preferr'd 
For  dignity  of  growth  fome  royal  dome. 
Or  heav'n. devoted  fabric  to  adorn. 
Diomeden  burfts  forward.     Round  his  friend 
He  heaps  deftrutlion.     Troops  of  waiiing  ghofts 
Attend  thy  ihade,  fall'n  hero  1     Long  ;  revaii'd 
His  furious  arm  in  vengeance  uncontroul'd  ; 
Till  four  Aiiyrians  on  his  flielving  fpear. 
Ere  from  a  Cifiian's  proftrate  body  freed. 
Their  pond'rous  maces  all  difcharge.     It  broke. 
Still  with  a  fliatter'd  truncheon  h :  maintains 
Unequal  fl^ht.     Impetuous  througft  his  eye 
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The  well  aimM  fragment  penetrates  the  brain 
Of  one  bolJ  warrior  ;  there  the  f|)iinter'd  wood, 
Infix'd,  remains.     The  hero  lad  unflieatlis 
His  falchion  hioad.     A  lecond  fees  aghall 
His  entrails  open'd.     Sever'd  from  a  third. 
The  head,  Itecl  cas'd  defcends.  In  blood  is  roll'd 
The  grizly  beard.     That  effort  bre:ik5  the  blade 
Short  from  its  hilt.    The  Grtcian  ilands  difarm'd. 
The  fourth,  Aftafpes,  ])roud  Chaldean  lord, 
Is  nigh.     He  lifts  his  iron-plated  mace. 
This,  while  a  clufter  of  aiixiliar  friends 
Hang  on  the  Grecian  lliield.  to  earth  deprefs'd, 
Loads  with  unerring  blows  the  batterM  helm  ; 
Till  on  the  ground  Diomedon  extends 
His  mighty  limbs.     So  uaken'd  by  the  force 
Of  fome  tremendous  engine,  which  the  hand 
Of  Mars  impels,  a  citadel,  high-tow'r'd, 
Whence  darts,  and  tire,  and  ruins,  long  have  aw'd 
begirding  legions,  yields  at  laft,  and  fpreads 
Its  difuniting  ramparts  on  the  ground  ; 
Joy  fills  th'  aflailants,  and  the  battle's  tide     [thus 
"Whelms  o'er   the   widening  breach  :  the  Perfian 
O'er  the  late-fear'd  Diomedon  advanc'd 
Againft  the  Grecian  remnant:   when  behold 
Leonidas.     At  once  their  ardour  froze. 
He  had  a  while  behind  his  friends  retir'd, 
Opprefs'd  by  labour.     Pointlefs  was  his  fpear, 
His  buckler  cleft.     As,  overworn  by  llorms, 
A  veffel  fteers  to  fome  protedling  bay  ; 
Then,  foon  as  timely  gales  inviting,  curl 
The  azure  floods,  to  Neptune  fliows  again 
Her  mads  apparell'd  frefli  in  flirowds  and  fails, 
Which  court  the  vig'i'ous  wind  :  So  Sparta's  king, 
In  ftrength  repair'd,  a  fpear  and  buckler  new 
Prefents  to  Afia.     From  her  bleeding  ranks 
Hydarnes,  urg'd  by  delUny,  approach'd. 
He,  proudly  vaunting,  left  an  infant  race, 
A  fpoufe  lamenting  on  the  diftant  verge 
Of  Badlrian  Ochus.     Vitflory  in  vain 
He,  parting  promis'd.     Wanton  hope  will  fport 
Round  his  cold  heart  no  longer.     Grecian  fpoils, 
Imagin'd  tiiumphs,  piflur'd  on  his  mind. 
Fate  will  erafe  for  ever.     Through  the  tr.rge, 
The  thick-mail'd  corfeiet  his  divided  chelt 
Of  bonny  llrength  admits  the  hoftile  fpear. 
Leonidas  draws  back  the  fteely  point. 
Bent  and  enfeebled  by  the  forceful  blow. 
Meantime  within  hisbuikler's  rim  unfeeii, 
Amphifteus  fleaiing,-in  th'  unguarded  flank 
His  dagger  flruck.     In  flow  eff^ufion  ooz'd 
The  blood,  from  Hercules  deriv'd  ;   but  death 
Not  yet  had  rcach'd  his  mark.     Th'  indignant 

king 
Gripes  irrefiftibly  the  Perfian's  throit. 
He  drags  him  proftrate.    Falfc,  corrupt,  and  bale. 
Fallacious,  fell,  pre-eminent  was  he 
Among  tyrannic  fatraps.     Phrygia  pin'J 
Beneath  th'  opprefljon  of  his  ruthlcfs  fway. 
Her  foil  had  once  been  fruitful.     Once  her  towns 
Were  populous  and  rich.     The  direful  ciiahge 
To  naked  fields  and  crumbling  roofs  declar'd 
Th'  accurs'ii  Amphiflreus  govern'd.     As  the  fpear 
Of  Tyri;.n  Cadmus  rlvetted  to  earth 
The  pois'nous  dragon,  whole  infectious  breath 
Had  blafled  allBoEolia;  fo  the  king, 
On  prone  Amphillreus  trampling,  to  the  rock 
Nails  down  the  tyrant,  and  the  frr.clur'd  ftaff 


Leaves  in  his  panting  hody.     But  the  blood, 
Great  hero,  dropping  from  thy  wound,  revives 
The  hopes  of  Perfia.     Thy  unyielding  arm 
Upholds  the  conflift  ftill.      Againft  thy  flueld 
The  various  weapons  fliiver,  and  thy  feet 
With  glitt'ring   points    furround.     The   Lydiir' 

fword,  i 

The  Perfian  dagger  leave  their  fliatter'd  hilts ; 
Bent  is  the  Cafpian  fcimitar  :  the  lance, 
The  javelin,  dart,  and  arrow  all  combine 
Their  fruitlefs  efforts.     Frotn  Alcides  fprung, 
Thou  fliand'fl  unlhaken  like  a  Thracian  hill,        , 
Like  Rhodope,  or  Hcemus ;   where  in  vain  I 

The  thund'rer  ])laius  his  livid  bolt ;  in  vain  I 
Keen-pointed  lightnings  pierce  th'  incrufted  fnow 
And  winter,  beating  with  eternal  war,  , 

Shakes  from  his  dreary  wings  difcordant  flomu,  '\ 
Chill  fleet,  and  clatt'ring  hail.    Advancing  bold,?i 
Kis  rapid  I:tnce  Abrocomes  in  vain 
Aims  at  the  forehead  of  Laconia's  chief.  i 

He,  not  unguarded,  rears  his  a(fi:ive  blade 
Athwart  the  dang'roas  blow,  whofe  fury  waftes 
Above  his  crcfl  in  air.     Then  fwiftly  wheel'd, 
The  pond'rous  weapon  cleaves  the  Perlian's  knee 
Sheer  through  the    parted  bone.      He   fidelon} 

falls. 
Crufli'd  on  the  ground  beneath  contending  feet, 
Great  Xerxes'  brother  yields  the  lalt  remains 
Of  tortur'd  life.     Leonidas  perfifts ; 
Till  Agis  calls  Dieneces,  alarms 
Demophilus,  Megiftias  :   they  o'er  piles 
Of  Allarodian  and  Safperian  dead 
Hafte  to  their  leader:  They  before  him  raife 
The  brazen  bulwark  of  their  mafly  fliields. 
The  foremoll  rank  of  Afia  ft:ands  and  bleeds; 
The  reft  recoil :  but  Hyperanthes  fwift 
From  band  to  band  his  various  hoft  pervades. 
Their  drooping  hopes  rekindle";,  in  the  brave 
New  fortitude  excites:   the  frigid  heart 
Of  fear  he  w-arms.     Allafpes  (irfl  obeys. 
Vain  of  his  birth,  from  ancient  Belus  drawn, 
Proud  of  his  wealthy  ftores,  his  ftately  domes, 
More  proud  in  recent  viclory  :   his  might 
Had  foi'i'd  Platrca's  chief.     Before  the  front 
He  ftrides  impetuous.     His  triumphant  mace 
.Againft  the  brave  Dieneces  he  bends. 
The  weighty  blow  bears  down  th'  oppofing  fliield, 
And  breaks  the  Spartan's  flioulder.     Idle  hangs 
The  weak  defence,  and  loads  th'  inaOlive  arm, 
Depriv'd  of  ev'ry  fundfion.     Agis  bares 
His  vengeful  blade,    At  two  well  levell'd  ftrokej 
Of  both  his  hands,  high  brandifliing  the  mace. 
He  mutilates  the  foe.     A  Sacian  chief 
Springs  on  the  viiilor.     Jaxartes'  banks 
To  this  brave  favagc  gave  his  name  and  birtli. 
His  look  erccft,  his  bold  deportment  fpoke 
A  gallant  fpirit,  but  untam'd  by  laws, 
V^'ith  dreary  wilds  familiar,  and  a  race 
Of  rude  barbarians,  horrid,  as  their  clime. 
From  its  direcffion  glanc'd  the  Spartan  fpear, 
Which,  upward  borne,  o'erturn'd  his  iron  cone 
Black  o'er  his  forehead  fall  the  naked  locks; 
They  aggravate  his  fury  :   while  his  foe 
Repeats  the  ftroke,  and  penetrates  his  cheft. 
Th'  intrepid  Sacian  through  his  breaft  and  back 
Receives  the  girding  fleel.     Along  the  ftafl' 
He  writhes  his  torlur'd  body ;  in  his  grafp 
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\  barbecl  arrow  from  his  quiver  (hakes ; 
3eepin  the  ftreaming  throat  of  Agis  hides 
rhe  deadly  point ;   then  grimly  fmiles  and  dies. 
I   From  him  fate  haftens  to  a  nobler  prey, 
pieneces.     His  undefended  frame 
]rhe  fliield  abandons,  Aiding  from  his  arm. 
ills  breaft  is  gor'd  by  javelins.     On  the  foe 
<ie  hurls  them  back,  extradled  from  his  woimds. 
-ife,  yielding  flow  to  delliny,  at  length 
'""orfakes  his  riven  heart ;  nor  lefs  in  death 
rhermopylae  he  graces,  than  before 
3y  martial  deeds  and  condudt.     What  can  ftem 
jPhe  barb'rous  torrent  ?     Agis  bleeds.     His  fpear 
piesufelefs,  irrecoverably  plung'd 
in  Jasares'  body.     Low  reclines 
i3ieneces.     Leonidas  hjmfelf, 
p'erlabour'd,  wounded  with  his  dinted  fword 
jrhe  rage  of  war  can  exercife  no  more. 
One  la(i:,  one  glorious  effort  age  performs. 
Oemsphilus,  Megiftias  join  their  might. 
jrhey  check  the  tide  of  conqueft ;  while  the  fpear 
Of  flain  Dieneces  to  Sparta's  chief 
irhe  fainting  Agis  bears.     The  pointed  alh, 
kn'that  dire  hand  for  battle  rear'd  anew, 
JBIafts  ev'ry  Perfian's  valour.     Back  in  heaps 
jrhey  roll  confounded,  by  their  gen'ral's  voice 
i[n  vain  exhorted  longer  to  endure 
irbe  ceafelefs  wafte  of  that  uuconquer'd  arm. 
150,  when  the  giants  from  Olympus  chas'd 
jrh'  inferior  gods,  themfelves  in  terror  fiiunn'd 
irii'  inceffant  ftreamsjof  lightning,  where  the  hand 
|0f  heav'n's  great  father  with  eternal  might 
ISuftain'd  the  dreadful  conflict.     O'er  the  iield 
[A  while  Bellona  gives  the  battle  reft ; 
When  Thefpia's  leader  and  Megiftias  drop 
At  either  fide  of  Lacedemon's  king. 
Beneath  the  weight  of  years  and  labour  bend 
'The  hoary  warriors.     Not  a  groan  molefts 
Their  parting  fpirits  ;  but  in  death's  calm  night 
All  filent  finks  each  venerable  head  : 
iLike  aged  oaks,  whofe  deep-defcending  roots 
jHad  pierc'd  refiftlefs  through  a  craggy  flope ; 
jThere  during  three  long  centuries  have  brav'd 
[Malignant  Eurus,  and  the  boifterous  north  j 
fTill  bare  and  faplefs  by  corroding  time 
Without  a  blaft  their  mofly  trunks  recline 
Before  their  parent  hill.     Not  one  remains, 
'Bat  Agis,  near  Leonidas,  whofe  hand 
:The  laft  kind  office  to  his  friend  performs, 
lExtradls  the  Sacian's  arrow.     Life,  releas'J, 
1  Pours  forth  in  crimfon  floods.     O  Agis,  pale 
[Thy  placid  features,  rigid  are  thy  limbs ;       [veal 
They  lofe   their  graces.     Dimm'd,  thy   eyes  re- 
The  native  goodnefs  of  thy  heart  no  more. 
Yet  other  graces  fprlng.     The  noble  corfe 
'  Leonidas  furveys.     A  paufe  he  finds 
To  nurk,  how  lovely  are  the  patriot's  wounds, 


And  fee  thofe  honours  on  the  breaft  he  lo'vd 
But  Hyperanthes  from  the  trembling  ranks 
Of  Afia  tow'rs,  inflexibly  refolv'd 
The  Perfian  glory  to  redeem,  or  falL 
The  Spartan,  worn  by  toil,  his  languid  arm 
Uplifts  once  more.  He  waits  the  dauntlefs  prince. 
The  heroes  ftand  adverfe.     Each  a  while 
Reftrains  his  valour.     Each,  admiring,  view 
His  godlike  foe.  At  length  their  brandifti'd  points 
Provoke  the  conteft,  fated  foon  to  clofe 
The  long-continu'd  horrors  of  the  day. 
Fix'd  in  amaze  and  fear,  the  Afian  throng, 
Unmov'd  and  filent  on  their  bucklers  paufe. 
Thus  on  the  waftes  of  India,  while  the  earth 
Beneath  him  groans,  the  elephant  is  feen, 
His  huge  probofcis  writhing,  to  defy 
The  ftrong  rhinoceros,  whofe  pond'rous  horn 
Is  newly  whetted  on  a  rock.     Anon 
Each  hideous  bulk  encounters.     Earth  her  groan 
Redoubles.     Trembling,  from  their  covert  gaze 
The  favage  inmates  of  furrounding  woods 
In  diftant  terror.     By  the  vary'd  art 
Of  either  chief  the  dubious  combat  long 
Its  great  event  retarded.     Now  his  lance 
Far  through  the  hoftile  (hield  Laconia's  king 
Impell'd.     Afide  the  Perfian  fwung  his  arm. 
Beneath  it  pafs'd  the  weapon,  which  his  targe 
Encumber'd.     Hopes  of  conqueft  and  renown 
Elate  his  courage.     Sudden  he  diredls 
His  rapid  iavelin  to  the  Spartan's  throat. 
But  he  his  wary  buckler  upward  rais'd, 
Which  o'er  his  flioulder  turn'd  the  glancing  fteel; 
For  one  iaft  effort  then  his  fcatter'd  ftrength 
CoUecfting,  levell'd  with  refiftlefs  force 
The  maffive  orb,  and  dafti'd  its  brazen  verge 
Full  on  the  Perfian's  forehead.     Down  he  funk, 
Without  a  groan  expiring,  as  o'erwhelm'd 
Beneath  a  marble  fragment,  from  his  feat 
Heav'd  by  a  whirlwind,  fweeping  o'er  the  ridge 
Of  fome  afpiring  roanfion.     Gen'rous  prince  ! 
What  could  his  valour  more  ?     His  fingle  might 
He  match'd  with  great  Leonidas,  and  fell 
Before  his  native  bands.     The  Spartan  king 
Now  ftands  alone.  In  heaps  his  flaughter'd  friends. 
Ail  ftretch'd  around  him  lie.     The  diftant  foes 
Show'r  on  his  head  innumerable  darts. 
From  various  iluices  gulh  the  vital  floods; 
They  ftain  his  fainting  li't  bs-     Nor  yet  with  pain 
His  brow  is  clouded  ;  but  thofe  beauteous  wounds. 
The  facred  pledges  of  his  own  renown, 
And  Sparta's  fafety,  in  fereneft  joy 
His  doling  eye  contemplates.     Fame  can  twine 
No  brighter  laurels  round  his  glorious  head ; 
His  virtue  more  to  labour  fate  Ibrbids, 
And  lays  him  now  in  honourable  reft 
To  feal  his  country's  liberty  by  death. 
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POEM  ON  SIR  ISAAC  NEWTON. 

To  Newton's  genius  and  immortal  fame, 
Th'  aflvent'rou«  mufewith  trembling  pinions  foars. 
Thou,  heav'niy  truth,  from  thy  feraphic  throne 
Look  favourable  clown,  do  thou  alTift 
My  lab'ring  thought,  do  thou  infpire  my  fong. 
Newton,  who  firft  th'  Ahiiighty'.-  works  dilplayV!, 
And  fmooth'd  that  mirror,  in  whofe  pohfli'd  face 
The  great  Creator  now  confpicuous  fliines; 
Who  open'd  nature's  adamantine  gates, 
And  to  our  minds  her  lecret  powers  expos'd; 
Newton  demands  the  mufe  ;  his  facred  hand 
Shall  guide  her  infant  fteps ;   Iiis  facred  hand 
Shall  raife  her  to  the  Heliconian  height, 
Where,  on  its  lofty  top  enthron'd,  her  head 
Shall  mingle  with  the  liars.     Hail  nature,  hail, 
O  goddefs,  handmaid  of  th'  ethereal  power, 
Now  lift  thy  head,  and  to  th'  admiring  world 
Show  thy  long  hidden  beauty-     Thee  the  wife 
Of  ancient  fame,  immortal  Plato's  felf, 
The  Stagyrite,  and  Syracufian  fage, 
From  black  obfcurity's  abyfs  to  raife, 
(  Drooping  and  mourning  o'er  thy  wondrous  works) 
With  vain  inquiry  fought.     Like  meteors  thefe 
In  their  dark  age  blight  fons  of  wifdom  flione  : 
But  at  thy  Newton  all  their  laurels  fade, 
They  llinnk  from  all  the  honours  of  their  names. 
So  glimm'ring  (tars  contract:  their  feeble  rays, 
When  the  fwift  lurtre  of  Aurora's  face 
Flows  o'er  the  Ikies,  and  wraps  the  heav'ns  in 
light. 
The  Deity's  omnipotence,  the  caufe, 
Th'  original  of  things  long  lay  unknown. 
Alone  the  beauties  prominent  to  fight 
(Of  the  celeftial  power  the  outward  form) 
Drew  prnife  and  wonder  from  the  gazing  world. 
As  when  the  deluge  ove .Spread  th'.-  earth, 
Whilft  yet  the  mountains  only  rcar'd  their  heads 
Above  the  farface  of  the  wild  cxpanfe, 
Whelm'd  deep  below  the  great  foundations  lay. 
Till  feme  kmd  an^re!  at  heav'n's  high  command 
Roird  back  the  riling  tides,  and  haughty  floods, 
And  to  the  ocean  thunder'd  out  his  voice  ; 
*^ick  all  the  fwelhng  and  imperious  waves. 
The  foaming  billows  and  obfcuring  furge, 
Eack  to  their  channels  and  their  ancient  feats 
Recoil  affrighted  :  from  the  darkfome  main 
Earth  raifes  f nih"ng,  as  new-born,  htr  head, 
And  with  frelli  charms  her  lovely  face  arrays. 
So  his  exter.five  thought  accompliih'd  firft 
The  mighty  talk  to  drive  th'  obtruding  mifls 
Of  ignorance  away,  beneath  whole  gloom 
Th'  undirouded  majefty  of  nature  lay. 
He  drew  the  veil  and  (well'd  the  fpreading  fcene. 


How  had  the  moon  around  th'  ethefcal  voii 
Rang'd,  and  eluded  laboring  mortals  care, 
Till  his  invention  trac'd  her  fecret  fleps, 
While  file  inconftant  with  unlteady  rein 
Through  endlefs  mazes  and  meanders  guides 
In  its  unequal  courfe  her  changing  car: 
Whether  behind  the  fan's  fuperior  light 
She  hides  the  beauties  of  her  radiant  face. 
Or,  when  confpicuous,  fmiles  upon  mankind, 
Unveiling  all  her  night-rejoicing  charms. 
When  thus  the  filver-treffed  moon  difpels 
The  frowning  horrors  from  the  brow  of  night. 
And  with  her  fplendours  cheers  the  fuUen  gloogj. 
While  fable-mantled  darknefs  with  his  veil 
The  vlfage  of  the  fair  horizon  fliades, 
And  over  nature  fpreads  his  raven  wings; 
Let  me  upon  fome  unfrequented  green 
While  lleep  fits  heavy  on  the  drowfy  world. 
Seek  out  forae  folitary  peaceful  cell. 
Where  darkfome  woods  around  their  gloomy  brows 
Bow  low,  and  ev'ry  hill's  protended  fliade 
Obfcures  the  dulky  vale,  there  filent  dwell, 
Where  contemplation  holds  its  ftill  abode. 
There  trace  the  wide  and  pathlefs  void  of  heav'n, 
And  count  the  ftars  that  fparkle  on  its  robe. 
Or  elfe  in  fancy's  vvild'ring  mazes  loft 
Upon  the  verdure  fee  the  fairy  elves 
Dance  o'er  their  magic  circles,  or  behold, 
In  thought  enraptur'd  with  the  ancient  bards, 
iVIedea's  baleful  incantations  draw 
Down  from  her  orb  the  paly  queen  of  night. 
But  chiefly  Newton  let  me'foar  with  thee, 
And  while  furveying  all  yon  ftarry  vault 
With  admiration  I  attentive  gaze, 
Thou  flialt  defcend  from  thy  celeftial  feat, 
And  waft  aloft  my  high-afpiring  mind, 
Shalt  lliow  me  there  how  nature  has  ordain'd 
Her  fundamental  laws,  flialt  lead  my  thought 
Through  all  the  wand'rings  of  th'  uncertain  moon, 
And  teach  me  all  her  operating  powers. 
She  and  the  fun  with  influence  conjoint 
Wield  the  huge  axle  of  the  whirling  earth. 
And  from  their  juft  direcftion  turn  the  poles. 
Slow  urging  on  the  progrefs  of  the  years. 
The  conllellations  feem  to  leave  theij  feats, 
And  o'er  the  fldes  witlr  folemn  pace  to  move. 
You,  fplendid  rulers  of  the  day  and  night. 
The  feasnbry,  at  your  refiftkfs  fway 
Now  they  contrad  their  waters,  and  expofe 
The  dreary  defert  of  old  ocean's  reign. 
The  craggy  rocks  their  horrid  fides  difclofe; 
7'rembling  the  failor  views  the  dreadful  fcene, 
And  cautioufly  the  threat'ning  ruin  dmns. 
But  where  the  fliallow  waters  hide  the  fands 
There  ravenous  deftruaion  lurks  conceal'd, 
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i  There  the  ill-guided  veflel  falls  a  prey, 

I  And  all  her  numbers  gorge  his  greedy  jaws. 

'But  quick  returning  fee  th'  impetucus  tides 

Back  to  th'  abandon'd  fhores  impell  the  main. 

(Again  the  foaming  feas  extend  their  waves, 

lAgain  the  rolling  floods  embrace  the  fliores, 

!  And  veil  the  horrors  of  the  empty  deep. 

'Thus  the  obfequious  feas  your  power  confefs, 

jWhile  from  the  furface  healthful  vapours  rife, 

1  Plenteous  throughout  the  atmofphere  ditTus'd, 

Or  to  fupply  the  mountain's  heads  with  fprings, 

Or  fill  the  hanging  clouds  with  needful  rains, 

That  friendly  Itreams,  and  kind  refrefliing  (how'rs, 

,May  gently  lave  the  fun-burnt  thrrfty  plains, 

lOr  to  replenilh  all  the  empty  air 

iWith  wholefome  moiftur«  to  increafe  the  fruits 

Of  earth,  and  biels  the  labours  of  mankind. 

jo  Newton,  whither  flies  thy  mighty  foul. 

How  Ihall  the  feeble  mufe  purfue  through  all 

[The  vaft  extent  of  thy  unbounded  thought, 

That  even  feeks  ui'  unfeen  receflfes  dark 

jTo  penetrate  of  Providence  immenfe. 

{And  thou  the  great  Dii'penfer  ef  the  world 

[Propitious,  who  with  infpiration  taught'ft 

;Our  greateft  bard  to  lend  thy  praifes  forth  ; 

jThou,  who  gav'i't  Newton  thought;  who  fmil'dft 

I  ferene, 

{When  to  its  boimds  he  ftretch'd  his  fwelling  foul; 

Who  ftill  ben.gnant  ever  blcit  his  toil, 

And  deign'd  to  his  enlight'ned  mind  t'  appear 

Confefs'd  around  th'  interniinated  world: 

To  me,  O  thy  divine  infuiion  grant 

[O  thou  in  all  fo  infinitely  good) 

That  I  may  fing  thy  everialting  works, 

rhy  unexhaufted  ftore  of  providence, 

[n  thought  effulgent  and  refounding  verfe= 

0  could  I  fpread  the  wond'rous  theme  around, 

Where  the  wind  cools  the  oriental  world. 

To  the  calm  breezes  of  the  Zephyr's  breath. 

To  where  the  frozen  hyperborean  blalts. 

To  where  th'  boilt'rous  tempeft-leading  fouth 

From  their  deep  hollow  caves  fend  forth  their 

ftorms. 

rhou  ftill  indulgent  Parent  of  mankind, 
Left  humid  emanations  liquid  no  more 
Flow  from  the  ocean,  but  diColve  away 
Through  the  long  feries  of  revolving  time ; 
fc.nd  left  the  vital  principle  decay, 
By  which  the  air  fupplies  the  fprings  of  life  ; 
rhou  haft  the  fiery  vifag'd  comets  form'd 
'With  vivifying  fpirits  all  replete, 
iWhich  they  abundant  breathe  about  the  void, 
jilenewing  the  prolific  foul  of  things. 
No  longer  now  on  thee  ama?'d  we  call, 
\So  longer  tremble  at  imagin'd  ills. 
When  comets  blaze  tremendous  from  on  high, 
(Or  when  extending  wide  their  flaming  trains 
jWith  hideous  grafp  the  fkies  engirdle  round, 
jf^nd  fpread  the  terrors  of  their  burning  locks. 
iFor  thefe  through  orbits  in  the  length'ning  fpace 
}Df  many  tedious  rolling  years  complete 
[Around  the  fun  move  regularly  on  ; 
JAnd  with  the  planets  in  harmonious  orbs, 
lAnd  myftic  periods  their  obeifance  pay 
jfo  him  majeftic  Ruler  of  the  Ikies 
lUpon  his  throne  of  circled  glory  fist. 
Ifc  or  fome  god  confpicuous  to  th»  view. 
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Or  elfe  the  fubflitute  of  nature  feems. 
Guiding  the  courfes  of  revolving  worlds. 
He  taught  great  Newton  the  all-potent  laws 
Of  gravitation,  by  whofe  fimple  power 
The  univerfe  exifts.     Nor  here  the  fage 
Big  with  invention  ftill  renewing  ftaid. 
But,  O  bright  angel  of  the  lamp  of  day. 
How  (hall  the  mufe  difpiay  his  greateft  toil  ? 
Let  her  plunge  deep  in  Aganippe's  waves, 
Or  in  Caltalia's  ever-flowing  fiream. 
That  reinfpired  (lie  may  fing  to  thee. 
How  Newton  dar'd  advent 'rous  to  unbraid 
The  yellow  trefles  of  thy  (hining  hair. 
Or  did'ft  thou  gracious  leave  thy  radiant  fphere. 
And  to  his  hand  thy  lucid  fplendours  give, 
T'  unweave  the  light-diftufing  wreath,  and  part 
The  blended  glories  of  thy  golden  plumes  ? 
He  with  laborious,  and  unerring  care, 
How  diff"'rent  and  imbodied  colours  form 
Thy  piercing  light,  with  juft  diftinclion  found. 
He  with  quick  fight  purfu'd  thy  darting  rays. 
When  penetrating  to  th'  obfcure  recefs 
Of  Colid  matter,  there  perpifcuous  faw, 
How  in  the  texture  of  each  body  lay 
The  power  that  feparates  the  diff"'rent  beams. 
Hence  over  natur-j's  unadorned  face 
Thy  bright  diverfitying  rays  dilate 
I'heir  various  hues ;   and  hence  when  vernal  rains 
Delcendnig  fwift  have  burft  the  low'ring  clouds. 
Thy  fplendours  through  the  dillipatmg  mifts 
In  its  fair  veihue  of  unnumber'ti  hues 
Array  the  fiiow'ry  bow.     At  thy  approach 
The  morning  iifen  from  her  pearly  couch 
With  rofy  blulhes  decks  her  virgin  cheek; 
The  ev'niiig  ou  the  frontifpiece  of  heav'n 
His  mantle  fpreads  with  many  colours  gay; 
The  mid-day  Ikies  in  radiant  azure  clad. 
The  Ihining  clouds,  and  filver  vapours  rob'd 
In  white  tranl'parent  intermixt  with  gold. 
With  bright  variety  of  fplendour  cloche 
All  the  illuminated  face  above. 
When, hoary-headed  winter  back  retires.. 
To  the  chill'd  pole,  there  lolitary  fits 
Encompafs'd  rjiuid  with  winds  and  tempefts  bleak 
In  caverns  o£  unpenetrable  ice, 
And  from  behind  the  dilfipated  gloom 
Like  a  new  Venus  from  the  parting  furge 
The  gay-appareil'd  fpring  advances  on  ; 
When  thou  in  thy  meridian  bnghtnefs  fitt'ft, 
And  from  thy  throne  pure  emanations  flow 
Of  glory  burfting  o'er  the  radiant  (kies: 
Then  let  the  mufe  Olympus'  top  afcend. 
And  o'er  Thellalia's  plain  extend  her  view. 
And  count,  O  Tempe,  all  thy  beauties  o'er. 
Mountains,whofefummitsgiafp  the  pendant  clouds. 
Between  their  wood-invelop'd  ilopes  embrace 
The  green-attired  vallies.     Every  fiow'r 
Here  in  the  pride  of  bounteous  nature  clad 
Smiles  on  the  bofom  of  th'  enamell'd  meads. 
Over  the  fmiling  lawn  the  filver  floods 
Of  fair  Penens  gently  roll  along. 
While  the  reflected  colours  from  the  fiow'rs, 
And  verdant  borders  pierce  the  limpid  waves. 
And  paint  with  all  their  variegated  hue 
The  yellow  fands  beneuth.     Smooth  gliding* 
The  waters  haften  to  the  neighbouring  fea. 
Still  the  pleas'd  eye  the  floating  plain  purfu?5 
M  ir. 
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At  length,  in  Neptune's  wide  dominion  loft, 

Surveys  the  fhining  billows,  that  arile 

Apparell'd  each  in  Phoebus'  bri;^ht  attire  : 

Or  from  afar  feme  tall  majeftic  fhip, 

Or  the  long  hoftile  lines  of  threat'ning  fleets, 

Which  o'er  the  bright  uneven  mirror  Iweep, 

In  dazzling  gold  and  wnvin^  purple  deck'd  ; 

Such  as  of  old,  when  haughty  Athens  pour 

Their  hideous  front  and  terrible  array 

Againft  Pallene's  coaft  extended  wide, 

And  with  tremendous  war  and  battle  llern 

The  trembling  walls  of  FotidiEafhook. 

Crefted  with  pendants  curling  with  the.  breeze 

The  upright  mafts  high  brilUe  in  the  air, 

Aloft  exalting  proud  their  gilded  heads. 

The  filver  waves  againft  the  painted  prows 

Raife  their  refplendent  bofoms,  and  impearl 

The  fair  vermilion  with  their  glift'ring  drops  : 

And  from  on  board  the  iron-clothed  hoft 

Around  the  main  a  gleaming  horror  calh; 

Each  flaming  buckler  like  the  mid- day  fun. 

Each  plumed  helmet  like  the  filver  moon. 

Each  moving  gauntlet  like  the  lightning's  blaze. 

And  like  a  itar  each  brazen  pointed  fpear. 

But,  lo  '.   the  facreil  higli-ercdled  fane"^, 

Fair  citadels,  and  marble-crowned  towers, 

And  fumptuous  palaces  of  ftately  towns 

Magnificent  arifc,  upon  their  heads 

Bearing  on  high  a  wreath  of  filver  light. 

But  fee  my  mufe  the  high  Pierian  hill. 

Behold  its  fhaggy  locks  and  airy  top, 

Up  to  the  fliies  th'  imperious  mountain  heaves  ; 

The  ftiining  verdure  of  the  nodding  woods. 

See  where  the  filver  Hippocrene  flows. 

Behold  each  glitt'ring  rivulet  and  rill 

Through  mazes  wander  down  the  green  defcent, 

And  fparkle  through  the  interwoven  trees, 

Here  reft  a  while  and  humble  homage  pay. 

Here,  where  the  facred  genius,  that  infpir'd 

Sublime  Mreonides  and  Pindar's  breaft, 

His  habitation  once  was  fam'd  to  hold. 

Here  thou,  O  Tifner,  ofl"er'dft  up  thy  vows; 

Thee,  the  kind  mufe Ciliiopaea  heard. 

And  led  thee  to  the  empyrean  'c^n:. 

There  manifefted  to  thy  hallow'd  eyes 

The  deeds  of  gods  ;  thee  wife  Minerva  taught 

The  wondrous  ait  of  knowing  human  kind  ; 

Harmonious  Phoebus  tun'd  thy  heav'nly  mind, 

And  fwell'd  to  rapture  each  exalted  fenfe  ; 

Even  Mars  the  dreadful  battle-ruling  god. 

Mars  taught  thee  war,  and  with  his  bloody  hand 

Inftruifled  thine,  when  in  thy  founding  lines 

We  hear  the  rattling  of  Bellona's  car. 

The  yell  of  difcord,  and  the  din  of  arms. 

Pindar,  when  mounted  on  his  fiery  fteed, 

Soars  to  the  fun.  oppofing  eagle-like 

His  eyes  undazzled  to  the  fierceft  rays. 

He  firmly  feated,  not  like  Glaucus'  fon, 

Strides  his  fwift-winged  and  fire-breathing  horfe, 

And  borne  aloft  ftrikes  with  his  ringing  hoofs 

The  brazen  vault  of  heav'n,  fuperior  there 

Looks  down  upon  the  ftars,  wliofe  radiant  light 

Illuminates  innumeraldc  worhls. 

That  through  eternal  orbits  roll  beneath. 

But  thou  all  hail  immortalized  fon 

Of  harmony,  all  hail  thou  Thracian  bard, 

To  \vbo:u  ApoHo  gave  his  tyueful  lyre  '. 


O  might'ft  thou,  Orpheus,  new  again  revive. 

And  Newton  Ihould  inform  thy  liit'ning  ear 

How  the  foft  notes,  and  foul-inchanting  ftrains 

Of  thy  own  Ivre  were  on  the  wind  convey'd. 

He  taught  the  mufe,  how  found  progreflive  floats 

Upon  the  waving  particles  of  air, 

\\  hen  harmony  m  ever-pleafing  ftrains, 

Melodious  melting  at  each  lulling  fall, 

With  foft  alluring  penetration  fteals 

Through  the  enraptur'd  ear  to  inmoft  thought. 

And  folds  the  fenfes  in  its  filken  bands. 

So  the  fweet  mufic,  which  from  Orpheus'  touch' 

And  fam'd  Amphion's,  on  the  founding  firing 

Arofe  harmonious  gliding  on  the  air, 

Pierc'd  the  tough  bark'd  and  knotty. ribbed  wood*. 

Into  their  faps  foft  infpiration  broath'd, 

And  taught  attention  to  the  ftubborn  oak. 

Thus  when  great  Henry,  and  brave  Marlb'rough 

led 
Th'  embattled  numbers  of  Britannia's  fons, 
The   trump,    that  fwells  th'   expanded  cheek  of 

fame. 
That  adds  new  vigour  to  the  gen'rous  youth, 
And  roufes  fluggifh  cownrdice  itfelf, 
The  trumpet  with  its  Marsiiiciting  voice 
The  winds  broad  breaft  impetuous  fweeping  o'« 
FiU'd  the  big  note  of  war.     Th'  infpired  hoft 
With  new-born  ardour  prefs  the  trembling  Gaul; 
Nor  greater  throngs  had  reach'd  eternal  night, 
Not  if  the  fields  of  Agincourt  had  yawn'd 
Expofing  horrible  the  gulf  of  fate  ; 
Or  roaring  Danube  fpread  his  arms  abroad. 
And  overwhelm'd  their  legions  with  his  floods. 
But  let  the  wand'ring  mufe  at  length  return; 
Nor  yet,  angelic  genius  of  the  lun, 
In  worthy  lays  her  high-attempting  fong 
Ha^  blazon'd  forth  thy  venerated  name. 
Then  let  her  fweep  the  loud-refounding  lyre 
Again,  again  o'er  each  melodious  ftring 
Teach  harmony  to  tremble  with  thy  praife. 
And  rtill  thine  ear,  O  favourable  grant, 
And  Ihe  fliall  tell  thee,  that  whatever  charms. 
Whatever  beauties  bloom  on  nature's  face, 
Proceed  from  thy  all-influencing  light. 
Tliat  when  ariling  with  tempeftuous  rage. 
The  !Virth  impetuous  rides  upon  the  clouds 
Difperling  round  the  heav'ns  obftrudtive  gloom. 
And  with  his  dreaded  prohibition  ftays 
The  kind  efiufion  of  thy  genial  beams; 
Pale  are  the  rubies  on  Aurora's  lips. 
No  more  the  rofes  blufh  upon  her  cheeks, 
Black  are  Peneus'  ftreams  and  golden  fands 
In  Tempe's  vale  dull  melancholy  fits, 
And  every  flower  reclines  its  languid  head. 
By  what  high  name  (hall  I  invoke  thee,  fay. 
Thou  life-infufing  deity,  on  thee 
1  call,  and  look  propitious  from  on  high, 
While  now  to  thee  I  offer  up  iny  prayer. 
0  had  great  Newton,  as  he  found  the  caufe, 
By  which  found  rolls  throush  th'  undulating  air, 
O  had  he,  baffling  time's  rcfiftlets  power, 
Difcover'd  what  that  fubtle  fpirit  is, 
Or  whatfoe'er  diffufive  eUc  is  fpread 
Over  the  wide -extended  univerfe, 
Which  caufes  bodies  to  refleifl  the  light,  | 

And  from  thdr  ftraight  direiftion  to  divert    _  j 

The  rapid  beams,  that  through  their  furface  pierce,  j 
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3ut  fince  embraced  by  th'  icy  arms  of  aje, 

jA.nd  his  quick  thought  by  time's  cold  hand  con- 

[  geal'd, 

Ev'n  Newton  left  unknown  this  hidden  power  ; 

Thou  from  the  race  of  human  kind  feledt 

5ome  other  worthy  of  an  angel's  care, 

iWith  infpiration  animate  his  brealt, 

A.nd  him  itiftrudl  in  thefe  thy  fecret  laws. 

0  let  not  Newton,  to  whofe  fpacious  view, 
Mow  unobftrufted,  all  th'  extenfive  fcenes 

01  the  ethereal  ruler's  works  arife  ; 

When  he  beholds  this  earth  he  late  adorn'd. 
Let  him  not  fee  philofophy  in  tears, 
Like  a  fond  mother  folitary  fit. 
Lamenting  him  her  dear,  and  only  child. 
But  as  the  wife  Pythagoras,  and  he, 
Whofe  birth  with  pride  the  fam'd  Abdera  boafts, 
With  expecflation  having  long  furvey'd 
This  fpot  their  ancient  feat,  with  joy  belield 
Divine  philofophy  at  length  appear 
[n  all  her  charms  majeftically  fair, 
Hondudled  by  immortal  Newton's  hand  : 
So  may  he  fee  another  fage  arife, 
rhat  fhall  maintain  her  empire  :  then  no  more 
Imperious  ignorance  with  haughty  fway 
iJhall  ftalk  rapacious  o'er  the  ravag'd  globe  : 
Then  thou,  O  Newton,  fhalt  protect  thefe  lines, 
The  humble  tribute  of  the  grateful  mufe  ; 
iSTe'er  Ihall  the  facrilegious  hand  defpoil 
Her  laurell'd  temples,  whom  his  name  preferves : 
\nd  were  fhe  equal  to  the  mighty  theme, 
'Futurity  fliould  wonder  at  her  fong; 
Time  fliould  receive  her  with  extended  arms, 
Seat  her  confpicuous  in  his  rolling  car. 
And  bear  her  down  to  his  extremeft  bound. 
Fables  with  wonder  tell  how  Terra's  fons 
With  iron  force  unloos'd  the  ftubborn  nerves 
!0f  hills,  and  on  the  cloud-inflirouded  top 
Of  Pelion   Offa  pil'd.     But  if  the  vaft 
Gigantic  deeds  of  favage  ftrength  demand 
Aftonilhment  from  men,  what  then  (l)alt  thou, 
0  what  expreffive  rapture  of  the  foul. 
When  thou  before  us,  Newton,  doft  difplay 
The  labours  of  thy  great  excelling  mind  ; 
When  thou  unveileft  all  the  wondrous  fcene. 
The  vaft  idea  of  th'  eternal  King, 
Not  dreadful  bearing  in  his  angry  arm 
The  thunder  hanging  o'er  our  trtmbling  heads; 
But  with  th'  effulgency  of  love  replete. 
And  clad  v^^ith  power,  which  form'd  th'  extenfive 

heavens. 
O  happy  he,  whofe  enterprifing  hand 
Unbars  the  golden  and  relucid  gates 
Of  th'  empyrean  dome,  where  thou  enthron'd 
Philofophy  art  feated.     Thou  fullain'd 
By  the  iirm  hand  of  everlafting  truth 
Befpifeft  all  the  injuries  of  time  : 
Thou  never  know'lt  decay  when  all  around. 
Antiquity  obfcures  her  head.     Behold 
Th'  JEgyptian  towers,  the  Babylonian  walls, 
And  Thebes  with  all  her  hundred  gates  of  brafs, 
Behold  them  fcatter'd  like  the  duit  abroad. 
W  hatever  now  is  flouri;]iing  and  proud, 
Whatever  fhall,  muft  know  devouring  age. 
Euphrates'  ftream,  and  leven-mouthed  Isile, 
And  Danube,  thou  that  from  Germania's  foil 
To  the  black  Euxine's  far  remoted  fliore, 


O'er  the  wide  bounds  of  mighty  nations  fweep'ft 

In  thunder  loud  thy  rapid  floods  along. 

Ev'n  you  fhall  feel  inexorable  time  ; 

To  you  the  fatal  day  (hall  come  ;  no  more 

Your   torrents   then   fhall   fliake   the    tiembling 

ground. 
No  longer  then  to  inundations  fwol'n 
Th'  imperious  waves  the  fertile  paftures  drench. 
But  flirunk  within  a  narrow  channel  glide  ; 
Or  through  the  year's  reiterated  courfe 
When  time  himfelf  grows  old,  your  wond'rous 

ftreams 
Loft  ev'n  to  memory  fl;all  lie  unknown 
Beneath  obfcurity,  and  chaos  whelm'd. 
But  ftill  thou  fun  illuminateft  all 
The  azure  regions  round,  thou  guideft  ftill 
I'he  orbits  of  the  planetary  fpheres  ; 
The  moon  ftill  wanders  o'er  her  changing  courfe, 
And  ftill,  O  Newton,  fliall  thy  name  furvivc 
As  long  as  nature's  hand  diredts  the  world. 
When  ev'ry  dark  obftrudlion  Ihall  retire. 
And  ev'ry  fecret  yield  its  hidden  ftore, 
Which  thee  dim-fighted  age  forbade  to  fee. 
Age  that  alone  could  ftay  thy  rifing  foul. 
And  could  mankind  among  the  fixed  ftars. 
E'en  to  th'  extremeft  bounds  of  knowledge  reach. 
To  thofe  unknown  innumerable  funs,         [worlds, 
Whofe    light    but   glimmers    from   thofe    diftant 
Ev'n  to  thofe  utmoft  boundaries,  thofe  bars 
That  (hut  the  entrance  of  th'  illumin'd  fpace 
Where  angels  only  tread  the  vaft  unknown. 
Thou  ever  fl'.ould'ft  be  leen  immortal  there  : 
In  each  new  fphere,  each  new-appearing  fun. 
In  fartheft  regions  at  the  very  verge 
Of  the  wide  univerfe  ftioul'dft  thou  be  feen. 
And  lo,  th'  all-potent  goddefs  nature  takes 
With  her  own  hand  thy  great,  thy  juft  reward 
Of  immortahty  ;  aloft  in  air 
See  (he  difplays,  and  with  eternal  grafp 
Uprears  the  trophies  of  great  Newton's  fame. 

LONDON : 

OR,    THE  PROGRESS  OF  COMMERCE. 

Ye  northern  blafts.and  (a)  Eurus,  wotit  to  fweep 
With  rudeft  pinions  o'er  the  furrow'd  waves, 
A  while  fufpendyour  violence,  and  waft 
From  fandy(i)  Wefer  and  the  broad  mouth'd  Elbe 
My  freighted  vefl'els  to  the  deftin'd  fhore. 
Safe  o'er  th'  unruffled  main  ;  let  every  thought. 
Which  may  difquiet,  and  alarm  my  brcall, 
Be  abfent  now  ;  that  difpoffefs'd  of  care. 
And  free  from  every  tumult  of  the  mind. 
With  each  difturbing  paffion  hulh'd  to  peace, 
I  may  pour  all  my  fpiric  on  the  theme, 
V/hich  opens  now  before  me,  and  demands 
The  loftieft  ft  tain.     The  eagle,  when  he  tow'rs 
Beyond  the  clouds,  the  fleecy  robes  of  heaven, 
Dildains  all  objedts  but  the  golden  fun, 
Full  on  th'  effulgent  .orb  direCls  his  eye, 
And  fails  exulting  through  the  blaze  of  day  ; 
So,  while  her  wing  attempts  the  boldeft  flight, 
Reje(5ling  each  inferior  theme  of  praife, 
1  hee,  ornament  of  Europe,  Albion's  pride, 

(a)    The  eajl  ivind. 

(/■_)  Bremen  isjituated  en  the  lJ\r:r,  and  Hamburgh 
on  the  Kibe. 
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Fair  feat  of  weaitTi  and  freedom,  thte  my  mufe 
Jjliall  celebrate,  O  1-ondon  :  thee  ihe  hails. 
Thou  lov'd  abode  of  commerce,  laft  retreat, 
"Whence  Gic  contemplates  with  a  tranquil  mind 
Her  various  wanderings  from  the  fated  hour, 
That  fhe  ahandon'd  her  maternal  clime; 
Neptunian  commerce,  whom  Phoenice  bore, 
iUiiftriotis  nymph,  that  iiam'd  the  fertile  plains 
Along  the  founding  main  extended  far, 
Which  flowery  Carmel  with  its  fwcet  peifumc', 
And  with  its  cedars  Libanus  o'erftiades : 
Her  from  the  bottom  of  the  wat'ry  world,^ 
As  once  flie  flood,  in  radiant  beauties  grac'd. 
To  mark  the  heaving  tide,  the  piercing  eye 
Of  Neptune  view'd  enamour'd  :  from  the  deep 
The  god  af«ending  rufhes  to  the  bcath, 
Ar.d  clafps  the  affrighted  virgin.     From  that  day, 
Soon  as  the  paly  regent  of  the  night 
Nine  times  her  monthly  progrefs  had  renevv'd 
Through  heaven's  ilkmifl'd  vault,  Phcenice,  led 
By  fhame,once  more  the  fea-worn  margin  fought : 
There  pac'd  with  painful  fteps  the  barren  fands, 
A  foljtary  mourHer,  and  the  furge, 
Which  gently  roU'dbefide  her,  now  no  more 
With  placid  eyes  beholding,  thus  exclaira'd  : 

Ye  trugrant  fhrubs  and  cedars,  lofty  fhade, 
Which  crown  my  native  hills,  ye  fpreading  palms, 
That  rife  majeftic  on  thefe  fruitful  meads, 
With  you  who  gave  the  loft  Phoenice  birth. 
And  you,  who  bear  th'  endearing  name  of  friends, 
Once  faithful  partners  of  my  chafter  hours, 
Farewell:  To  thee,  perfidious  god,  I  come, 
Bent  down  with  pain  and  anguifli  on  thy  lands, 
I  come  thy  fuppliant  :  death  is  all  1  crave  ; 
Bid  thy  devouring  •«  aves  inwrap  my  head. 
And  to  the  bottom  whelm  my  cares  and  fhame  ! 

She  ceas'd,  when  fudden  from  th'  enclofmg  deep 
A  cryftal  car  emerg'd,  with  glitt'ring  fiiells, 
CuU'd  from  their  o'ozy  beds  by  Tethys'  train, 
And  blufhing  coral  deck'd,  whofe  ruddy  glow 
Mix'd  with  the  wat'ry  lullre  of  the  pearl/ 
A  fmiling  band  of  fea-born  nymphs  attend, 
AVho  from  the  ihore  with  gentle  hands  convey 
The  fear-fubdu'd  Phoenice,  and  along 
The  lucid  chariot  place.     As  there  with  dread 
All  mute,  and  ftruggling  with  her  painful  throes 
She  lay,  the  winds  by  Neptune's  high  conmiaaJ 
Were  filent  round  her;  not  a  zephyr  dar'd 
To  wanton  o'er  the  cedar's  branching  top. 
Nor  on  the  plain  the  llately  palm  was  feen_ 
To  wave  its  graceful  verdure  ;  o'er  the  main 
No  undulation  broke  the  fmonth  expanfe, 
.But  all  was  hufr."d  and  motionlef^  around. 
All  but  the  lightly -fliding  car,  impell'd 
Along  the  level  azure  by  the  ftrength 
Of  adive  Tritons,  riv.  Uing  in  fpeed 
The  rapid  meteor,  whofe  fulphureous  train 
Glides  o'er  the  bro^^'  of  darkncfs,  and  appears 
The  livid  ruins  of  a  falling  flar. 

Beneath  tht  Lybian  fkies,  a  blifsful  ifle, 
By  ^c  )  1  riton's  floodv  encircled,  Nyfa  lay. 
Here  youthful  nature  wanton'd  in  delights, 
And  here  the  guardians  of  the  bounteous  horn, 
While  it  was  now  the  infancy  of  time, 
Nor  yet  th'  uncultivated  globe  had  learn'd 

(<;  )   Tiiteiij  a  rhtr  and  lake  of  ancient  L^bia, 


To  fmile,  ( d)  Eucarpe,  {e)  Dapfil^a  dwelt. 
With  all  the  nymphs,  whofe  facred  care  had  ircaCi 
The  eldefl  Bacchus.     From  the  flow'ry  fhorc 
A  turf-ciad  valley  opens,  and  along 
Its  verdure  mild  the  willrag  feet  allures  ; 
While  on  its  lloping  fides  afcends  the  pride 
Of  hoary  groves,  high-arching  o'er  the  vale 
With  day-rejecfting  gieom.     The  folemn  fhade 
Half  round  a  fpacious  lawn  at  length  eitpands, 
(/)  Clos'd  bya  tow'ring   cM,    whole  forehead 

glows 
With  azure,  purple,  and  ten  thoufand  dyes. 
From  its  refplendent  fragments  beaming  round; 
Nor  lefs  irradiate  colours  frora  beneath 
On  every  fide  an  ample  grotreflefts, 
As  down  the  perforated  rock  the  fen 
Pours  his  meridian  blaze  !  rever'd  abode 
Of  Nyfa's  nymphs,  with  every  plant  attir'd. 
That  wears  undying  green,  refrelh'd  with  rill? 
From  ever-living  fountains,  and  enrich'd 
With  all  Pomona's  bloom  :  unfading  flowers 
Glow  on  the  mead,  and  fpicy  fhrubs  perfume 
With  unexhaufted  fweets  the  cooling  gale, 
Which  breathes  inceflant  there  ;  while  every  birJ. 
Of  tuneful  note  his  gay  err  plaintive  fong 
Blends  v/ith  the  warble  of  meandring  flreams. 
Which   o'^er    their  pebbled   channels   murm'ring 
The  fruit-in  vefted  hills,  that  rife  around.        [lave 
The  gentle  Nereids  to  this  calm  recefs 
Phceriice  hear  ;  nor  Dapfilea  bland. 
Nor  good  Eucarpe,  fludious  to  obey 
Great  Neptune's  will,  their  hofpitable  care 
Refufe  ;  nor  long  Lucina  is  invok'd. 
Soon  as  the  wondrous  infant  fprung  to  day. 
Earth  rock'd  around;     with    all  their  "nodding 

woods. 
And  flreams  reverting  to  their  troubled  fource, 
1  he  mountain  fhpok,  while  Lybia's  neighb'rmj; 

god, 
Myflerious  Ammon,  from  his  hallow  cell 
With  deep  refounding  accent  thus  to  heaven, 
To  earth,  and  fea,  the  mighty  birth  proclaim'd  : 
A  new-born  power  behold  !  whom  fate  hath. 
The  god's  imperfeft  labour  to  com.plete       [call's 
This  wide  creation.     She  in  lonely  fands 
Shall  bid  the  tower-encircled  city  rife, 
The  barren  fea  fhall  people,  and  the  wilds 
Of  dreary  nature  fliall  with  plenty  clothe ; 
She  ihall  enlighten  man's  unletter'd  race. 
And  with  endearing  intercourfe  unite 
Remotefl  nations,  fcerch'd  by  fultry  funs, 
Or  freezing  near  the  fnow-incrufled  pole  : 
Where'er  the  joyous  vine  difdains  to  grow. 
The  fruitful  olive,  or  the  golden  ear; 
Her  hand  divine,  with  interpofing  aid 
To  every  cHmate  friali  the  gifts  i'upply 
Of  Ceres,  Eacchus,  and  [g)  the  Athenian  maid; 
The  crraces,  joys,  emoluments  of  life 
From  her  exhaufll'  t.  bounty  all  fhall  flow. 

The  heavenly  prophet  ceas'd.  Olympus  heard. 
Straight   from  their  ftar-befpangled  thrones  def- 

fcend 

{d)  Fruitftdnefs.  (f)    Plenty. 

{/ )  This  luhu'.c  dsfcr'ipt'un  of  the  rod  and  grttto 
is   taken  from  Dird.   Swuluj,  lib.  ' .  pag.  202. 

(^)  Minerva,  the  tutelary  gtddefs  of  the.  AtbetliArUy 
to  ivbom  fhc  ya-ve  thf  (ilive. 
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1^  Ijkomlng  NyTa  a  celeftial  band 
jrhe  ocean's  lord  to  honour  in  his  child ; 
iiVhen  o'er  his  offspring  fmiling  thus  began 
The  txidcEt-r  uler :     Commerce  be  thy  name  : 
Iro  thee  I  give  ttie  empire  of  the  main, 
'"rom  where  the  raorniag breathes  its  eaftern  gale, 
\Vo  th'  undifcover'd  limits  of  the  well, 
iFrom  chilling  Boreas  to  extremell  fouth 
irhy  fire's  obfequions  bJllows  fiiall  extend 
I'hy  univerfal  reign.     Minerva  next 
With  wifdom  blefs'd  her,  Mercury  with  art, 
''A)  The  Lemnian  god  with  induflry,  and  lall 
,\Iajeftic  Phasbus,  o'er  the  infant  long^ 
\la  contemplation  pauling,  thus  declar'd 
(From  his  enraptur'd  lip  his  matchlcfs  boon : 
:    Thee  with  divine  invention  i  endow, 
That  fecret  wronder,  goddefs,  to  difclofe, 
JBy  which  the  wife,  the  virtuous,  and  the  brave, 
|rhe  heaven-caught  poet  and  exploring  iagc 
iShall  pafs  recorded  to  the  verge  of  time. 
I    Her  years  of  childhood  now  were  number'd  o  er, 
Iwhen  to  her  mother's  natal  foil  repair'd 
[The  new  divinity  whofe  parting  ftep 
iHer  facred  nurfes  foUow'd,  ever  now 
|To  her  alone  iofeparably  join'd  ; 
Then  firft  deferting  their  Nyfeian  Qiore 
iTo  fpread  their  hoarded  bleffings  round  tlie  vvorld; 
jWho  with  them  bore  the  unexhaufted  horn 
(Of  ever-fmiiing  plenty      Thus  adorn'd, 
[Attended  thus,  great  goddefs,  thou  began' ft 
JThy  all  enlivening  progrefso'er  the  globe, 
'Then  rude  and  joylefs,  deftin'd  to  repair 
The  various  ills  which  earliefl  ages  ru'd 
JFrora  one,  like  thee,  diflinguifli'd  by  the  gifts 
\0{  heaven,  Pandora,  whofe  pernicious  hand 
I  From  the  dire  vafe  releas'd  th'  impiifon'd  woes. 
Thou  gracious  commerce,    from  his  cheerlefs 
I  caves 

In  horrid  rocks  and  Colitary  woods, 
The  helplefs  wand'rcr,  man  forlorn  and  wild 
Didft  charm  to  fweet  fociety  ;  didft  call: 
iThe  deep  foundations,  where  the  future  pride 
jOf  mightieft  cities  rofe,  and  o'er  the  main 
Before  the  wond'ring  Nereids  didft  prefent 
The  furge-dividing  keel,  and  ftately  maft, 
Whofe  canvafs  vAngs,  diftending  with  the  gale, 
The  bold  Phoenieiaa  tiirough  Alcides'  ftraits 
To  northern  Albion's  tin-embowell'd  fields. 
And  oft  beneath  the  fea-obfcuring  brow 
Of  cloud  envelop'd  Tcneriff  convey'd. 
•  Next  in  fagacious  thought  th'  ethereal  plains 
I  Thou  trod'ft,  exploring  each  propitious  ftar 
The  danger-braving  mariner  to  guide  ; 
Then  all  the  latent  and  myfterious  powers 
Of  number  didft  unravel :  laft  to  crown 
Thy  bounties,  goddefs,  thy  unrivaird  tolls 
For  man,  ftill  urging  thy  inventive  mind. 
Thou  gav'ft  him  (i)  letters ;  there  imparting  all, 
1  Which  lifts  the  ennobled  fpirit  near  to  heaven, 
I  Laws,  learning,  wifdom,  nature's  works  reveal'd 
I  JBy  godlike  fages,  all  Minerva's  arts, 
i  Apollo's  mufic,  and  th'  eternal  voice 


5  Of  virtue  founding  from  the  hlflaric  roll, 
The  philofophic  page,  and  poem's  fong. 

Now  foiitude  aiid  filence  from  the  ihores 
Retrea.t  on  pathleis  mountiiins  to  refide, 
Barbarity  is  polilh'd,  infant  arts 
Bloom  in  the  dcfert,  and  benignant  peace 
With  hofpitality  begin  to  footn 
Unfocial  rapine,  and  the  thirft  of  blood  ; 
As  !rom  his  tumid  urn  when  Nilus  Ipreads 
His  genial  tides  abroad,  the  favour'd  ioil 
That  joins  his  fruitful  border  tirft  imbibes 
Ihe  kindly  ftream :  anon  the  bounteous  god 
His  waves  extends,  embracing  J-gypt  round. 
Dwells  on  the  teeming  champain,  and  endows 
The  fleeping  grain  with  vigour  to  attire 
In  one  bright  iiarvcft  all  tlie  Pharian  plains: 
Thus,  when  Pygmalion  from  Pheenician  Tyre 
Had  banifh'd  freedom,  with  difdainful  Iteps 
Indignant  commerce,  turning  from  the  -walls^ 
Herfelf  had  rais'd,  her  welcome  fway  cnlarg'd 
Among  the  nations,  fpreading  round  the  globe 
The  fruits  of  all  its  climes ;  (>)  Cecropian  oil. 
The  Thracian  vinUge,  and  Panchalan  gums, 
Arabia's  fpices,  and  the  golden  grain, 
Which  old  Ofiris  to  his  Egypt  gave. 
And  Ceres  to  (/)  Sicania.     Thou  didft  raife 
Th'  Ionian  name,  O  commerce,  thou  the  domes 
Of  fumptuous  Corinth,  and  the  ample  round 

Of  Syr.cufe  didft  people. All  the  wealth 

Now  thou  affembleft  from  Iberia's  mines, 

And  golden-channell'd  Tagus,  all  the  fpoils 

From  fair  (/,v)  Trinacria  wafted,  all  the  powers 

Of  conquer'd  Afric's  tributary  realms 

To  fix  thy  empire  on  the  Lybian  vcrge,_ 

Thy  native  trad;  the  nymphs  of  Nyfa  hail 

Thy  glad  return,  andeclioing  joy  rcfounds 

O'er  Triton',  facred  waters,  but  in  vain  ; 

The  irrevtrfible  decrees  of  heaven 

To  far  more  northern  regions  had  ordain'd 

Thy  lafting  feat ;  in  vain  th'  imperial  port 

Receives  the  gaiher'd  riches  of  the^  world  : 

In  vain  whole  climates  bow  beneath  its  rule  ; 

Behold  the  toil  of  centuries  to  Rome 

Its  glories  yield,  and  mould'ring  leaves  no  tracef 

Of  Its  deep-roCied  greatnefs ;  tiiou  with  tears 

From  thy  extinguifo'd  Carchage  didft  retire. 

And  thefe  thy  perifh'd  honours  long  deplo'-e. 

What  though  rich  {n)  Gades,  what  though  polifh'd 

Rhodes, 
With  Alexandria,  Egypt's  IjDleEdid  mart,  [towers, 
I'he    learn'd   (o)    Maffylwns,    and   («)    Ligunan 
What  though  the  potent  Hanfeatic  league. 
And  Venice,  miftrefs  of  the  Grecian  ifles. 
With  all  the  ^gean  floods,  a  while  might  footh 
The  fad  remembrance  ;  what  though  led  through 

climes 
And  feas  unknown,  with  thee  th'  advent' rous  fons 


(i)    Vulcan,  the  tutelary  deity  of  Lemnos. 

(i)  Here  the  opinion  of  Sir  Jfaac  Neivton  is  follorve.'! , 
■&at  letters  icertjirfi  invented  among f  the  trading  ^aris 
of  the  -jiorld. 


(i)    Atlienian.       Athens  -was  called  CiCropu,froin 
Cecrops,  its  fnjl  lung, 
(/)    Sicily. 

(jii)   Another  name  of  Sicily,  luhiJ}  lUCS  frequently 
ravaged  by  the  Carthaginians. 
(n]    Cadiz. 

(o)    Marfcih'i's,  a  Grecim  colony,  ihe  moll  civilized 
as  Tvellas  thegrcatef  trading  city  ofamlent  Gaul. 
(j!))   Gctoa. 

M  ra  iij 
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(yTagus  pafs'd  the  ftormy  cape,  which  brave  s 
The  huge  Atlantic;  what  though  Antwerp  grew 
Beneath  thy  fmiks,  and  thou  propitious  there 
Didft  Ihower  thy  bleflings  with  unlparing  hands: 
Still  on  thy  grief-indented  heart  imprel's'd 
The  great  Amilcar's  valour,  ftill  the  deeds 
Of  Afdrubal  and  Mago,  ftill  the  Ms 
Of  thy  unequal,  Annibal,  rcmain'd  : 
Till  from  the  fandy  mouths  of  echoing  Rhine, 
And  founding  margin  of  the  Scheldt  and  Maefe, 
With  ludden  roar  the  angry  voice  of  war 
Alarm'd  thy  langour  ;  wonder  turn'd  thy  eye. 
JLo  I  in  bright  arms  a  bold  militia  flood, 
Arrang'd  for  battle  :  from  afar  thou  faw'fl 
The  fnowy  ridge  of  Appenine,  the  fields 
Of  wild  Calabria,  and  Pyrene's  hills. 
The  Guadiana,  and  the  Duro's  banks. 
And  rapid  PIbro  gath'ring  all  their  powers 
To  crufh  this  daring  populace.     The  pride 
Of  ficrcefl  kings  with  more  enflam'd  revenge 
Ne'er    menac'd    freedom;     nor    fince    dauntlefs 

Greece, 
And  Rome's  flernofFspring  none  hath  e'er  furpafs'd 
The  bold  (r)  Batavian  in  his  glorious  toil 
For  liberty,  or  death.     At  once  the  thought 
Of  long-lamented  Carthage  flies  thybrealt. 
And  ardent,  goddefs,  thou  doft  fpeed  to  fave 
The  geijerous  people.     Not  the  vernal  fhowers, 
Diflilling  copious  from  the  morning  clouds, 
Defcend  more  kindly  on  the  tender  flower. 
New-born  and  opening  on  the  lap  of  fpring, 
Than  on  this  riling  ftate  thy  cheering  Imile, 
And  animating  prcfence  ;  while  on  bpain, 
Prophetic  thus,   thy  indignation  broke  . 

Infatiate  race!  the  fhame  of  polifh'd  lands! 
Difgrace  of  Europe  !  for  inhuman  deeds 
And  infolence  renown'd  !  what  demon  led 
Thee  firfl  to  plough  the  undifcover'd  furge, 
Which   lav'd  an  hidden   world  ?    whole  malice 

taught 
Thee  firft  to  tairtt  with  rapine,  and  with  rage, 
With  more  than  favage  thirft  of  blood  the  arts, 
By  me  for  gentlefl  intercourfe  ordain'd, 
Tor  mutual  aids,  and  hofpitable  ties 
From  fhore  to  fhore  .'  Or,  that  pernicious  hour, 
Was  heaven  difguftcd  with  its  wondrous  works, 
That  to  thy  fell  exterminating  hand 
Th*  immenfe  Peruvian  empire  it  rcfign'd, 
And  all,   which  lordly  (s)  Montezuma  fway'd  ? 
And  com'll;  thou,  flrengthen'd  with  the  fhining 

flores 
Of  that  gold  teeming  hemifphere,  to  waftc 
The  fmihng  fields  of  Europe,  and  extend 
Thy  bloody  fliackles  o'er  thefc  happy  feats 
Of  liberty.''  Prel'umptuous  nation,  learn. 
From  this  dire  period  ihall  thy  glories  fade, 
'I'hy  flaughter'd  youth  fhall  fatten  Belgium's  fands 
And  vidory  againft  her  Albion's  chffs 
bhallfee  the  blood  cmpurpl'd  ocean  dailt 
Thy  weltering  hofts,  and  flain  the  chalky  fliore  ; 
Ev'n  thofe,  whom  now  thy  impious  pride  would 

bind 


(q)   The  Tortuguefe  dlf covered  the  Cape  nf  Goad  Hoht 
in  1487. 

/'rj   ne  Dutch. 
(•')  Montexutroj  cmpcrnr  of  M-xito. 


In  fervile  chains,  hereafter  fliall  fupport       [hand 
Thy  weaken'd  throne  ;  when  heaven's  aiHiding 
Of  all  thy  power  delpoils  thee,  when  alone 
Of  all,  which  e'er  hath  fignaliz'd  thy  nanie, 
Thy  infolence  and  cruelty  remain. 

'i'hus  with  her  clouded  vifage,  wrapt  in  frowni, 
The  goddefs  threaten'd,  and  the  daring  train 
Of  her  untam'd  militia,  torn  with  wounds, 
Defpifing  fortune,  from  repeated  foils 
IVIore  fierce,  and  braving  famine's  keenefl  rage, 
At  length  through  deluges  of  blood  fhe  led 
To  envied  grcatnefs;  ev'n  while  clamorous  Man 
With  loudcfl  clangor  bade  his  trumpet  fhake 
The  Belgian  champain,  fhe  their  .llandard  rcar'd 
On  tributary  Java,  and  the  fhores 
Of  huge  Borneo  ;  thou,  Sumatra,  heard'fl 
Her  naval  thunder,  Ceylon's  trembling  Ions 
Their  fragrant  flores  of  cinnamon  refign'd. 
And  odour-breathing  Ternate  and  Tidore 
1  heir  fpicy  groves.     And  O  whatever  coafl 
'I'he  Belgians  trace,  where'er  their  power  is  fpread 
To  hoary  Zembla,  or  to  Indian  funs, 
Still  thither  be  extended  thy  renown, 
O  William,  pride  of  Orange,  and  ador'd 
Thy  virtues,  which  difdaining  life,  or  wealth, 
Or  empire,  whether  in  thy  dawn  of  youth, 
Thy  glorious  noon  of  manhood,  or  the  night, 
(0   I  he  fatal  night  of  death,  no  other  care 
Befides  the  public  own'd.     And  dear  to  fame 
Be  thou  harmonious  (a)  Douza  ;  every  mufe. 
Your  laurel  flrow  around  this  hero's  urn, 
Whom  fond  Minerva  grac'd  with  all  her  arts, 
Alike  in  letters  and  in  arms  to  fhine, 
A  dauntlefs  warrior,  and  a  learned  bard. 
Him    Spain's    furrounding    hoft    for    daughter 

mark'd. 
With  maffacre  yet  reeking  from  the  flrcets 
Of  blood-ftain'd  Harlem  :  he  on  JLeyden's  tow'rt, 
With  famine  his  companion,  wan,  fubdu'd 
In  outward  form,  with  patient  virtue  ftood 
Superior  to  defpair  ;  the  heavenly  nine 
His  fuffering  foul  with  great  examples  cheer'd 
Of  memorable  bards,  by  Mars  adorn'd 
With  wreaths  of  fame  ;  (.v)  Oeagrus'  tuneful  fon, 
V\'ho  with  melodiou'i  praifc  to  noblefl  deeds 
Charm'd  the  lolchian  heroes,  and  himfeif 
Their  danger  fhar'd  ;  (v)Tyrt£eus,  who  reviv'd 
With  animating  verfe  the  Spartan  hopes; 
Brave  (z)  ^fchylus  and  (a)  Sophocles,  around 


(/)  He  7vas  ajfajfinated  at  Delf.  His  dying  ivorJt 
iiere.  Lord  have  mercy  upon  this  people. 

See  Grot,  de  Bell.  Belg. 

(tf)  Janus  Dou^  a,  a  famous  poet,  and  the  mojl  learned 
man  of  his  time'.  He  commanded  in  Leyden  ivhen  it  -was 
fo  objlmately  befieged  by  the  Spaniards  in  ISl^- 

See  Meurfii  Athcn.  Bat. 

(x)  Orpheus,  one  of  the  Argonauts,  "uho  fct  Jail 
from  lolcos,  a  toivn  in  Tht-Jjalia. 

(  \)  H-^hen  the  Spartans  ivere  greatly  dijlrejfed  in 
the  Mejfenian  iiar,  they  applied  to  the  Athenians  for  * 
general,  ivhofcnt  them  the  poet  Tyrteeus. 

(  =  )  Mfchylus,  one  of  the  mnji  ancient  tragic  poets, 
iiheftgnalizcd  bimfelf  in  the  baltles  of  Mat  athon  and 
SjIjmIs. 

(a)  Sophocles  ctmmanded  his  countrymen  the  Atheni- 
an.', infeveral  expeditions. 
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Wh«fe  facred  brows  the  tragic  ivy  twin'd, 
JMix'd  with  the  warrior's  laurel ;  all  furpafs'd 
By  Douza's  valour  :  and  the  generous  toil, 
His  and  his  country's  labours  foon  receiv'd 
Their  high  reward,  when  favouring  commerce 

rais'd 
Th'  invincible  Batavians,  till,  rever'd 
Among  the  niightieft  on  the  brighteft  roll 
Of  fame  they  (hone,  by  Iplendid  wealth  and  power 
Grac'd  and  fupported  ;  thus  a  genial  foil 
Diffufmg  vigour  though  the  infant  oak. 
Affords  it  ftrengthto  flourifh,  till  at  laft 
Its  lofty  head,  in  verdant  honours  clad. 
It  rears  amidft  the  proudeft  of  the  grove. 

Yet  here  th'  eternal  fates  thy  laft  retreat 
Deny,  a  mightier  nation  they  prepare 
For  thy  reception,  fufferers  alike 
By  th'  unremitted  infolence  of  power  _ 
From  reign  to  reign,  nor  lefs  than  Belgium  known 
For  bold  contention  oft  on  crimfon  fields, 
In  free-tongu'd  fenates  oft  with  nervous  laws 
To  circumfcribe,  or  conquering  to  depofe 
Their fcepter'd  tyrants:  Albion  fea-embrac'd. 
The  joy  of  freedom,  dread  of  treacherous  kings, 
The  deftin'd  miftrefs  of  the  fubjed  main, 
And  arbitrefsof  Europe,  now  demands 
Thy  prefence,  goddefs.     It  was  now  the  time, 
Ere  yet  perfidious  Cromwell  dar'd  profane 
The  facred  fenate,  and  with  impious  feet 
Tread  on  the  powers  of  magiftrates  and  laws, 
While  every  arm  was  chill'd  with  cold  amaze, 
Nor  one  in  all  that  dauntlefs  train  was  found 
To  pierce  the  ruffian's  heart;  and  now  thy  name 
Was  heard  in  thunder  through  th'  affrighted  ftiores 
Of  pale  Iberia,  of  fubmiffive  Gaul, 
AndTagus,  trembling  to  his  utmoll  fource. 
O  ever  faithiul,  vigilant,  and  brave, 
Thou  bold  aifertor  of  Britannia's  fame, 
Unconquerable  Blake :   propitious  heaven 
At  this  great  era,  and  (i)  the  fage  decree 
Of  Albion's  fenate,  perfedling  at  once, 
What  by  (e)  Eliz*  was  fo  well  begun, 
Sodeeply  founded,  to  this  favour'd  Ihore 
The  goddefs  drew,  where  grateful  fhe  bellow'd 
Th'  unbounded  empire  of  her  father's  floods, 
And  thoie  thee,  London,  for  her  chief  abode, 
Pleas'd  with  the  filver  Thames,  its  gentle  ftrcam. 
And  fmiling  banks,  its  joy-diffufing  hills, 
Which   clad  with   fplendour,    and   with   beauty 

grac'd, 
O'erlook  his  lucid  bofom  ;  pleas'd  with  thee, 
Thou  nurfe  of  arts,  and  thy  induftrious  race  ; 
Pleas'd  with  their  canuid  manners,  with  their  free 
Sagacious  converfe,  to  inquiry  led. 
And  zeal  for  knowledge ;  hence  the  opening  mind 
Refigns  its  errors,  and  unfeals  the  eye 
Of  blind  opinion  ;  merit  hence  is  heard 
Amidft  itsbluihes,  dawning  arts  arife. 
The  gloomy  clouds,  which  ignorance  or  fear 
Spread  o'er  the  paths  of  virtue  are  difpell'd. 
Servility  retires,  and  every  heart 
With  public   cares  .is   warm'd  ;    thy   merchants 
hence, 

(_b)    The  aSi  of  navigation. 

{e)  ^iin  Eliz.abeth  teas    the  jirfi  of  our  prin.'ts 
ivhs gave  any  tonfid:rabli  encviDaa-mcnt  totradi. 


lUuftrious  city,  thou  doft  raife  to  fame  . 

How  many  names  of  glory  may'ft  thou  trace 

From  earlieft  annals  down  to  (rf)  Barnard's  times ! 

And,  O  !  if  like  that  eloquence  divine. 

Which  forth  for  commerce,  for  Britannia's  rights, 

And  her  infulted  majefty  he  pour'd, 

Thefe  humble  meafures  flow'd,  then  too  thy  walls 

Might  undifgrac'd  refound  thy  poet's  name. 

Who  now  all-fearful  to  thy  praife  attunes 

His  lyre,  and  pays  his  grateful  fong  to  thee, 

Thy  votary,  O  commerce !   Gracious  power, 

Continue  ftill  to  hear  my  vows,  and  blefs 

My  honourable  induftry,  which  courts 

No  other  fmile  but  thine  ;  for  thou  alone 

Can'ft  wealth  beftow  with  independence  crown'd ; 

Nor  yet  exclude  contemplative  repofe. 

But  to  my  dwelling  grant  the  folemn  calm 

Of  learned  leifure,  never  to  rejedt 

The  vifitation  of  the  tuneful  maids, 

Who  feldom  deign  to  leave  their  facred  haunts. 

And  gracii  a  mortal  manfion  ;  thou  divide 

With  them  my  labours ;  plcafure  I  refign. 

And,  all  devoted  to  my  midnight  lamp, 

Ev'n  now,  when  Albion  o'er  the  foaming  breaft 

Of  groaning  Tethys  fpreads  its  threat'ning  fleets, 

I  grai'p  the  founding  Ihell,  prepar'd  to  fing 

That  hero's  valour,  who  fliall  befl  confound 

His  injur'd  country's  foes  ;  ev'n  now  I  feel 

Celcflial  fires  defcending  on  my  breaft, 

Which  prompt  thy  daring  fuppliant  to  explore, 

Why,   though    deriv'd  from   Neptune,    though 

rever'd 
Among  the  nations,  by  the  gods  endow'd. 
Thou  never  yet  from  eldeft  times  haft  found 
One  permanent  abode  ;  why  oft  expell'd 
Thy  favour'd  feats,  from  clime  to  clime  haft  borne 
Thy  wandering  fteps;  why  London  late  hath  fecn 
(Thy  lov'd,  thy  laft  retreat),  defponding  care 
O'erclcud  thy  brow  :  O  liften,  while  the  mufe, 
Th'  immortal  progeny  of  Jove,  unfolds 
The  fatal  caufe.  What  time  in  Nyfa's  cave 
Th'  ethereal  train,  in  honour  to  thy  fire, 
Shcwer'd   on  thy  birth   their  blended  gifts,  the 

power 
Of  war  was  abfent ;  hence,  unblefs'd  by  Mars, 
Thy  fons  relinquifti'd  arms,  on  other  arts 
Intent,  and  ftill  to  mercenary  hands 
The  fword  intrufting,  vainly  deem'd,  that  wealth 
Could  purchafe  lafting  fafety,  and  protefl 
Unwarlike  freedom ;  hence  the  Alps  in  vain 
Were  pafs'd,  their  long  impenetrable  fnows. 
And  dreary  torrents  ;  fwoln  with  Roman  dead, 
Aftonifti'd  {e)  Trebia  overflow'd  its  banks 
In  vain,  and  deep-dy'd  Trafimenus  roU'd 
Its  crimfon  waters;  Canns's  fignalday 
I'he  fame  alone  of  great  Amilcar's  fon 
Enlarg'd,  while  ftill  undifciplin"d,  difmay'd, 
Her  head  commercial  Carthage  bow'd  at  laft 
To  military  Rome :  th'  unalter'd  will 
Of  Heaven  in  every  climate  hath  ordain'd. 
And  every  age,  that  empire  Ihall  attend 
The  fword,  and  fteel  fiiall  ever  conquer  geld. 


(</)   Sir  John  Barnard. 

{e)  Trebia,  Trafimenus  laciis,  and  Canna,fameusJ'er 
tie  •jifforles  gained  by  Annibal  eier  the  Romans ^^ 
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Then  from  thy  fufferings  learn  ;  th'  aufpicious  hour 
Now  imiles;  our  wary  magiftratcs  have  arm'd 
Our  hands;  thou,  godrfefs,  animate  our  brealls 
To  call  inglorious  indolence  aiidc, 
That  once  again,  in  bright  battalions  rang'd, 
Our  thoufaiids  and  ten  tlioul'ands  may  be  Icen 
Their  country's  only  rampart,  and  tht-  driad 
Of  wild  ambition.  Mark  the  Swcdifh  hind  ; 
He,  on  liis  native  foil  fliould  danger  lowr, 
Soon  from  the  entrails  of  the  dufky  mine 
"U'nuld  rife  to  arms;  and  other  fields  and  chiefs 
■\Vith  Helfmgburg  (y)  and  Stciiiboch  foon  would 

Ihart 
The  admiration  of  the  northern  world: 
Helvetia's  hills  behold,  th'  aerial  i'eat 
Of  long-fupported  liberty,  who  thence, 
Securely  leiUng  en  her  faithful  fhield, 
The  warrior's  corfelel  flaming  on  her  bread, 
Looks  down  with  fcorn  on  fpacious  realms,  which 

groan 
In  fcrvitude  around  her,  and  her  fword 
"With  dauntlefs  fkill  high  brandi(hing,  defies 
The  Auftrian  eagle,  and  imperious  Gaul: 
And  O  !  could  thofe  ill-fated  fhades  arife, 
"Whofe  valiant  ranks  along  th'  cnfanguin'd  duft 
Of  (^)  Ncwbcry  lay  crowded,  they  could  tell, 
How  their  long-matchlefs  cavalry,  ib  oft 
O'er  hills  of  flain  by  ardent  Rupert  led, 
"VVhofe  dreaded  ftandard  vi^Story  had  wav'd. 
Till  then  triumphant,  therewith  noblefl:  blood 
from  their  gor'd  fquadrons  dy'd  the  reflivc  fpear 
Of  London's  firm  militia,  and  refign'd 
The  well-difputed  field  ;  then,  goddefs,  fay, 
Shall  we  be  now  more  timid,  when  behold. 
The   black'ning   llorm   now   gathers   round   our 

heads. 
And  England's  angry  genius  founds  to  arms  ? 
For  thee,  remember,  is  the  banner  fpread  ; 
The  naval  tower  to  vindicate  thy  rights 
Will  fweep   the  curhng  foam :    the   thund'rirg 

bomb 
Will  roar,  and  flartic  in  the  deepeft  grots 
Old  Nereus'  daughters;  with  combuftion  flor'd. 
For  thee  our  dire  volcanos  of  the  main, 
Impregnated  with  horror,  foon  will  pour 
Their  flaming  ruin  round  each  hoflile  fleet : 
Thou  then,  great  goddeG,fummon  all  thy  powers, 
Arm  all  thy  fous,  thy  valTals,  every  heart 

(_/")  Helfmgburg,  a  fir.all  ttncn  In  Schonerx,  eele- 
hratedfct  tie-viiiory  ii-hich  Count  Stcinbcch  gained  vi'cr 
the  Danes,  iiith  an  art;i\  for  the  n"J)  per:  cumpofed  rj 
SiveJIJh  profit nt J ,  ivbo  had  nt-jir  fien  en  etemy  before  : 
it  is  remarLiible,  that  the  Jefer.Idd  troops  icere  as  com- 
plcti'  a  bcdy  nf  figiilar  forces  as  ^in\  in  ail  Europe, 

(^g^  The  London  train  d-hand,  and  auxi.'iarv  ''fgi- 
^':/?!i:nts  {oj  ivhcfe  inexperience  of  danger^  or  any  iind  of 
fervice,  biynnd  the  eufy  praCi'ue  of  their  pfluret  i/i  the 
Artilltry-Groundy  had  till  then  too  cheap  an  eflimalion) , 
teha-veJ  thetfifehes  to  ivondei  ;  and  trcre,  in  truth,  the 
frefervation  of  that  army  that  diiy.  Lor  tbey  flood  as  a 
bulivark  and rampiT!  to  I'rfrnd ih-'  rejl ;  and  iihen  their 
icings  of  horfe  rverc  fcatttred  and  d'fjerfd.  kept  their 
ground  fa  f.ejJily,  that  thiugh  Prince  Rupert  hitrfelf  led 
up  the  chcic!  horfe  to  charge  thtm,  and  endured  the  form 
tf fmall fh't ,  he  could  make  no  itrpreff.on  on  their fland  of 
pikes ;  hif  luas  fcrccJ  to  -uheel  aimt,  Claread.book  7. 


Inflame :  and  you,  ye  fcar-difclaiming  race, 
Ye  mariners  of  Britain,  chofen  train 
Of  liberty  and  commerce,  now  no  more 
Secrcu-  your  generous  v.ilour;  hear  the  call 
Ol  injur'd  Albion  ;  to  htr  foes  prefent 
Thofe  daring  bofoms,  v.hich  uUkc  difdain 
The  death-difploding  cannon,  and  the  rage 
Of  warring  tcmpefts,  mingling  in  their  ftrifc 
The  feas  and  clouds  :  though  long  in  filence  hufh*! 
Hath  flept  the  Britifti  thunder;  though  the  prided 
Of  weak  Iberia  hath  forgot  the  roar; 
Soon  fliall  her  ancient  terrors  be  recall'd, 
When  your  vi«ftoriousfliouts  affright  her  (hores: 
None  now  ignobly  will  your  warmth  reflrain, 
Nor  hazard  more  indignant  valour's  curfe. 
Their  country's  wrath,  and  time's  eternal  fcorn; 
Then  bid  the  furies  of  Bellona  wake. 
And  filver-mantled  peace  with  welcome  ftepg 
Anon  fliall  vifit  your  triumphant  ifle. 
And  that  perpetual  fafety  may  poffefs 
Our  joyous  fields,  thou, genius,  who  prefid'fl 
O'er  this  illuftrious  city,  teach  her  fons 
To  wield  the  noble  inftrumcnts  of  war  ; 
And  let  the  great  example  foon  extend 
Through  every  province,  till  Britannia  fees 
Her  docile  millions  fill  the  martial  plain  : 
Then,  whatfoe'cr  our  terrors  now  fuggeft 
Of  defolation,  and  th'  invading  fword  ; 
Though  with  his  malTy  trident  Neptune  heav'i 
A  new-born  ifthmus  from  the  Britifli  deep. 
And  to  its  parent  continent  rejoin'd 
Our  chalky  fhore;  though  Mahomet  could  league 
His  powerful  crefccnt  with  the  hoftile  Gaul, 
And  that  new  Cyrus  of  the  conquer'd  eaft. 
Who  now  in  trembling  vaffalage  unites 
The  Ganges  and  Euphrates,  could  advance 
With  his  auxiliar  hoft  ;  our  warlike  youth 
With  (/>)  equal  numbers,  and  with  keener  zeal 
For  children,  parents,  friends,  for  England  fir'd, 
Mer  fertile  glebe,  her  wealthy  towns,  her  laws. 
Her  liberty,  her  honour,  fhould  fuftain 
The  dreadful  onfet,  and  refiftlcfs  break 
Th'  immenfe  array  ;  thusev'n  the  lighteft  thought 
E'er  to  invade  Britannia's  calm  repofe, 
Muft  die  the  moment,  that  aufpicious  Mars 
Her  fons  fliall  blefs  with  difcipline  and  arms  ; 
That  cxil'd  race,  in  fuperflition  nurs'd. 
The  fervile  pupils  of  tyrannic  Rome, 
With  diflant  gaze  defpairing,  fliall  behold 
The  guarded  Iplendours  of  Britannia's  crowli; 
Still  from  their  abdicated  fway  eflrang'd. 
With  all  th'  attendance  on  defpotic  thrones, 
Priefls,  ignorance,  and  bonds ;  with  watchful  flep 
Gigantic  terror,  flriding  round  our  coaft. 
Shall  ftiake  his  Gorgon  .tgis,  and  the  hearts 
Of  proudeft  kings  app^l;   to  other  fhores 
Our  angry  fleets,  when  infolence  and  wrongs 
To  arms  awaken  our  vindiiStive  power, 
•Shall  bear  the  hideous  wafte  of  ruthlcfs  war; 
But  liberty,  fecurity,  and  fame, 
Shall  dwell  for  ever  on  our  chofen  plains. 


(Zi)  If  the  ctmputation,  -which  allots  near  itv*  fKii- 
lions  of  fluting  men  to  this  kingdom  may  be  relied  oh  ;  it 
is  not  eafy  to  conceive,  hoiv  the  united  force  of  tie  tvhole 
-aiorld  could  ajfcmble  together,  and  fubftjl  in  an  enemy's 
country  greater  numbers,  than  tbcy  -jcouldfind  oprprftd  to 
tltm  here. 
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I  ADMIRAL  HOSIER'S  GHOST. 

"\3  near  Porto-Bello  lying 

On  the  gently-fwelling  flood, 
At  midnight  with  ftrcamcrs  flying 
j    Our  triumphant  navy  rode ; 
iPhere  while  Vernon  fat  all-glorious 
I    From  the  Spaniards'  late  defeat : 
!A.nd  his  crews,  with  fhouts  vidlorious, 
i    Drank  fuccefs  to  England's  fleet : 

iDn  a  fudden,  fhrilly  founding, 

Hideous  yells  and  fhrieks  were  heard; 
irhen  each  heart  with  fear  confounding, 

A  fad  troop  of  ghofts  appear'd, 
|M1  in  dreary  hammocks  fhrouded, 
I    Which  for  winding-fheets  they  wore, 
And  with  looks  by  forrow  clouded 
I    Frowning  on  that  hoftile  fhore. 

Dn  them  gleam'd  the  moon's  wan  luftrc, 

When  the  fliade  of  Hofier  brave 
jHis  pale  bands  was  feen  to  mufter, 
I    Rifing  from  their  wat'ry  grave  : 
P'cr  the  glimmering  wave  he  hy'd  him, 
[    Where  the  Burford  rear'd  her  fall, 
jiVith  three  thoufand  ghofts  btfides  him, 
And  in  groans  did  Vernon  hail. 

j'rleed,  O  heed,  our  fatal  ftory, 
j    I  am  Hofier's  injur'd  ghofl:, 
lifou,  who  now  have  purchas'd  glory 
i    At  this  place  where  I  was  loft  ; 
jrhough  in  Porto-Bello's  ruin 
)    You  now  triumph  free  from  fears, 
liVhen  you  think  on  our  undoing, 
You  will  mix  your  joy  with  tears. 

Jee  thefe  mournful  fped:res  fweeping 

Ghaftly  o'er  this  hated  wave, 
iVhofe  wan  cheeks  are  ftain'd  with  weeping; 

Thefe  were  Englifti  captams  brave : 
Vlark  thofe  numbers  pale  and  horrid, 

Thofe  were  once  m.y  failors  bold, 

0,  each  hangs  his  drooping  forehead, 
i    While  his  difmal  tale  is  told. 

,  by  twenty  fail  attended, 
Did  this  Spanifti  town  affright ; 

Mothing  then  its  wealth  defended 
But  my  orders  not  to  fight : 


O  !  that  in  this  rolling  ocean 
I  had  caft  them  with  difdain, 

And  obey'd  my  heart's  warm  motion. 
To  have  quell'd  the  pride  of  Spain ; 

For  refiftance  I  could  fear  none. 

But  with  twenty  (hips  had  done 
What  thou,  brave  and  happy  Vernoiij 

Haft  achiev'd  with  fix  alone. 
Then  the  Baftimentos  never 

Had  our  foul  diftionour  feen, 
Nor  the  fea  the  fad  receiver 

Of  this  gallant  train  had  been. 

Thus,  like  thee,  proud  Spain  difmayixij, 

And  her  galleons  leading  home. 
Though  condemn'd  for  difobeying, 

I  had  met  a  traitor's  doom. 
To  have  fallen,  my  country  crying 

He  has  play'd  an  Englifh  part, 
Had  been  better  far  than  dying 

Of  a  griev'd  and  broken  heart. 

Unrepining  at  thy  glory. 

Thy  fuccefsful  arms  we  hail; 
But  remember  our  fad  ftory, 

And  let  Hofier's  wrongs  prevail. 
Sent  in  this  foul  clime  to  languifti, 

Think  what  thoufands  fell  in  vain, 
Wafted  with  difeafe  and  anguifh, 

Not  in  glorious  battle  flain. 

Hence  with  all  my  train  attending 

From  their  oozy  tombs  below. 
Through  the  hoary  foam  afcending, 

Here  I  feed  my  conftant  woe  : 
Here  the  Baftimentos  viewing. 

We  recal  our  ftiameful  doom. 
And  our  plaintive  cries  renewing. 

Wander  through  the  midnight  glootUi 

O'er  thefe  waves  for  ever  mourning 

Shall  we  roam  depriv'd  of  reft. 
If  to  Britain's  fliores  returning 

You  neglecft  my  juft  requeft; 
After  this  proud  foe  fubduing. 

When  your  patriot  friends  you  fee. 
Think  on  vengeance  for  my  ruin, 

And  for  £flgland  ihaai'd  in  sae. 
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THE  LIFE  OF  SHAW. 


CuTHBERT  Shaw  was  born  at  Ravenfworth,  near  Richmond  In  Yorkfiilre,  ia  1738  or  17J90. 
iHk  father  was  by  trade  a  fcoemaker,  in  low  circumftances. 

He  was  firft  put  to  fchool  at  Kirkbyhill,  near  Ravenfworth ;  bnt  he  was  foon  removed  to  ScortoH, 
ave  miles  from  Richmond  ;  where,  after  having  gone  through  a  common  courfe  of  education,  he 
was  appointed  ufher. 

I  Some  time  after,  he  became  nflicr  to  the  grammar-fchool  at  Darlington,  under  Mr.  Metcalf ;  where 
lie  publilhed  his  firft  poem,  in  1756,  called  Liberty,  humbly  in/eribed  to  the  Right  Honourable  the  Earl  tf 

■Partington,  4to. 

I    While  he  refided  at  Darlington,  he  began  to  fhow  that  negligence  of  the  didlates  of  prudence, 

iind  the  rules  of  economy,  which  marked  his  future  life,  infomuch  that  he  was  obliged  to  quit  his 

Employment,  and  the  country;  and  with  nothing  but  his  talents  came  in  queft  of  fortune  t» 

jLondon. 

j    The  exad  time  of  his  arrival  in  London  has  not  been  afcertained ;  but  report  fays,  that  his  firft 

Miiployment  was  writing  paragraphs  and  eflays  for  the  newfpapers. 

In  the  fpring  1760,  he  was  at  St.  EdmondVBury,  probably  a  member  of  the  Norwich  Company 
of  Comedians,  and  publilhed  under  the  name  of  W.  Seymour,  Odes  on  the  Four  Seafons,  4to,  the  pro- 
[dudion  of  his  early  youth. 

I  In  the  fummer  of  that  year,  he  joined  the  hafty  raifed  company  with  which  Mr.  Foote  opened 
the  Hay-Market  with  "  The  Minor,"  a  play  that  was  afted  with  uncommon  fuccefs,  thirty-eight 
nights,  and  in  which  Shaw  performed  the  part  of  Sir  George  Wealthy. 

The  winter  of  that  year,  he  paflcd  either  in  Ireland  or  in  feme  country  company,  and  in  fummer 
1I761,  performed  at  Drury-Lane,  then  opened  by  Mr.  Foote,  and  Mr.  Murphy. 
I     On  the  19th  of  Oiftober  he  appeared  at  Covent  Garden  in  the  charadler  of  Ofmyn  in  "  Zara,"  but 
with  fo  little  fuccefs,  that  he  never  was  permitted  to  perform  any  more,  till  the  14th  May,  when 
he  perfonated  Pierri  in  "  Venice  Preferved,"  for  his  own  benefit. 

He  poffeffed  but  few  requifitcs  for  the  ftage,  except  figure;  and  from  this  time  feems  to  have 
abandoned  a  profeflion  from  which  he  was  likely  to  derive  neither  profit  nor  reputation. 

In  1762,  he  refumed  the  pen,  and  the  poetical  war  kindled  by  Churchill,  raging  at  that  juncfture 
with  great  violence,  he  wrote  a  fatire,  called  The  Four  Farthing  Candles,  410,  in  which  he  attacked 
Lloyd,  Churchill,  and  Colman ;  with  whom  he  thought  proper  to  join  Shirley ;  though  with  little 
apparent  propriety.  This  performance  was  executed  with  confiderable  fpirit,  and  obtained  fo  much 
notice  as  ts  encourage  him  to  proceed  as  an  author.  The  following  lines  appHed  to  the  celebrated 
author  of  the  «  Rofciad,"  are  enough  to  make  every  difcerning  reader  pronounce  him  utterly  defti- 
tute  of  candour,  and  juftly  chargeable  with  that  very  meaH  abufc  of  which  he  accufes  the  poet  he  has 
t»keij  upon  him  to  correft  for  the  fame  olTence. 

When  a  rough  unvi'ieldy  wight 
Turns  bard,  infus'd  by  nought  but  fpite ; 
Though  here  and  there  zjlo'cn  thought 
May  prove  the  bhckbejd  not  untaught, 
Yet  by  his  awkward  hobbling  gait,^ 
We  tafxiy  difcern  the  cheat ; 


jjg  THE   LIFE   OF   SHAW. 

And  in  each  fpleen-fraught  line  can  trace, 
His  -want  of  genius,  as  ol  grace. 

The  fuccefs  of  this  fatire  produced  "  An  Epiflle  to  the  Author  of  the  Four  Farthing  Candle*,** 
4to  by  the  author  of  the  "  Rofciad  of  Govent  Garden  ;"  a  performance  of  no  value. 

In  1766,  he  made  Churchill  amends  for  the  unjuftifiable  feverity  with  which  he  had  treated 
him  in  his  Four  Farthing  Candles,  by  making  him  the  hero  of  a  mock-heroic  poem  called  ^he  Race, 
In  Mercuriut  Spur,  Efq.  luitb  notes  by  Faujlinus  Scriblerus,  410,  in  which  he  charadlerifed  the 
chief  poets,  bookfellcrs,  printers,  and  reviewers,  of  that  period;  and  fome  of  them  with  great  fe- 

.  verity. 

This  poem  was  eagerly  read,  and  republifhed  and  enlarged  in  1767  ;  with  an  AdJrefs  to  tbe  Crillcsj 
in  which  he  alludes  to  his  early  propenfity  to  poetry,  in  the  following  lines : 

Where  Pegafus,  who  ambled  ta fifteen. 

No  longer  fporting  on  the  rural  green, 

Rampant  breaks  forth,  now  flies  the  peaceful  plains, 

And  bounds  impetuous,  hecdlcfs  of  the  reins  ; 

O'er  earth's  vail  furface  madly  fcours  along, 

Nor  fpares  a  critic,  gaping  in  the  throng. 

It  appears  from  this  performance,  that  he  had  by  this  time  no  want  of  confidence  in  his  powers. 
He  had  learned  to  deal  his  fatire  about  with  no  unfparing  hand ;  and  if  it  was  not  felt  by  the  parties 
againft  whom  it  was  direAed,  it  was  owing  to  no  lenity  or  forbearance  in  the  fatirift. 

About  this  time  he  wrote  an  Account  of  the  'virtues  of  the  Beaume  de  Vie,  a  then  popular  medicine, 
and  was  admitted  as  a  partner  to  a  proportion  of  the  profits  arifing  from  it. 

He  had  hitherto  led,  if  not  a  profligate,  at  leall  a  diflipated  life.  He  now  fecmed  fenfible  of  it 
himfelf,  and  foon  afterwards  married  an  amiable  and  accomplifhed  young  woman,  of  a  good  family, 
it  would  feem,  againft  the  wifhes  of  her  friends. 

For  a  Ihort  time  he  had  the  care  of  the  prcfent  Earl  of  Cheflcrfield,  then  an  infant,  to  inflruft 
him  in  the  firft  rudiments  of  learning. 

He  alfo  printed  propofals  for  publifliing  a  collection  of  his  poems  by  fubfcription  ;  but  this  was 
never  executed,  and  he  returned  the  money  he  had  received. 

In  1768,  he  had  the  affidion  to  lofe  his  wife,  in  child-bed,  of  her  firft  child;  and  on  this  melan- 
choly occafion,  wrote  his  celebrated  performance,  intituled,  A  Monody  to  the  Memory  cf  a  young  Lady, 
ty  an  afJiiEied  Hujband,  4to,  1 768. 

The  child,  which  was  a  daughter,  lived  but  a  ftiort  time  after  its  mother,  and  he  again  lament- 
ed his  fecond  lofs,  in  ftrains  not  inferior  to  the  former,  in  an  Evening  AdJrcfs  to  a  Nightingale. 

The  publication  of  his  Monody  occafioned  fome  fevere  lines  in  a  newfpaper,  which  were  imputed 
to  Langhome,  who  had  then  experienced  a  fimilar  afilicftion,  and  produced  a  paper  war  between 
the  two  poets,  that  was  condutfted  with  great  liberality  on  both  fides. 

It  introduced  him  alfo,  from  congeniality  of  afflidlion,  to  the  notice  of  Lyttleton,  who  extolled 
the  author  in  the  higheft  terms ;  but  he  derived  no  other  advantage  from  his  acquaintance. 

In  thefe  exquifitc  poems  are  many  allufions  to  the  mifery  of  their  author,  independent  of  the  cir- 
oimftances  which  gave  rife  to  them.  He  was  at  this  period  afflided  with  difeafc,  which  put  on  its 
moft  difgraceful  and  offenfive  form ;  and  as  he  had  poffefl"ed  no  fmall  portian  of  vanity  about  his 
perfon,  this  alteration  added  pungency  to  his  afflidtion. 

He,  however,  continued  to  write,  and  having  efpoufed  from  inclination,  the  principles  of  the 
party  in  oppofition  to  the  Court,  in  1769,  he  publiflied  Corruption,  a  Satire,  i/friicd  to  the  Jii^ht  Ho' 
titurable  Richard  Grenville,  Earl  Temple,  4to.  In  the  dedication  he  fpcaks  of  himfelf  in  the  following 
manly,  interefting,  and  energetic  lines,  which  cannot  be  read  without  powerfully  awakening  the 
(ympathjr  of  benevolence,  and  the  flame  of  patriotifm. 

For  me,  long  loft  to  all  the  world  holds  dear. 
No  hopes  can  flatter,  and  no  funs  can  cheer ; 
Sicknefs  and  forrow  with  united  rage. 
In  early  youth  have  wresU'd  the  ills  of  age; 
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I  This  all  my  wifli— (fince  earthly  joys  are  flown) 

To  figh  unfeen — to  live  and  die  unknown  : 

To  bfeak  the  tenor  of  this  fad  repofe, 
I  Say  what  could  roufe  me  but  my  country's  woes  ? 

But  thus  to  fee  vice  flalk  in  open  day, 

With  (hamelefs  front,  and  univcrfal  fway  ! 

To  view  proud  villains  drive  the  gilded  car, 

Deck'd  with  the  fpoils  and  ravages  of  war  ! 

Whafe  ill-got  wealth  {hiked  from  hand  to  hand. 

With  vice  and  want  have  dclug'd  all  the  land ; 

'Tis  fatire's  only  to  avenge  the  caufc, 

On  thofe  that  fcape  from  Tyburn  and  the  laws  ; 
j  Drag  forth  each  knave  confpicuous  asd  confefl. 

And  hang  them  high — as  fcarc-crows  for  the  reft ! 

Let  this  grand  objed  claim  my  every  care, 

And  chafe  the  fullen  demon  of  defpair, 

(When  paflion  fires  us  for  the  public  weal. 

For  private  griefs  'twere  infamous  to  feel) 

Till  my  full  heart,  dilburden'd  of  its  freight,  _ 

No  more  fiiall  fwell  and  heave  beneath  the  weight ; 

This  duteous  tribute  to  my  country  paid, 

Welcome  pale  forrsw  and  the  filent  Ihade ! 
!  From  glory's  ftandard  yet  Ihould  all  retire. 

And  none  be  found  to  fan  the  generous  fire ; 

No  patriot  foul  to  juftify  the  fong. 

And  urge  its  precepts  on  the  flumbering  throng; 

In  vain  to  virtue  have  I  form'd  the  ftrain,^ 
;  An  angel's  tongue  might  plead  her  caufe  in  vain. 

I  Some  lone  retreat  I'll  feek  unknown  to  fame, 

Nor  hear  the  very  echo  of  their  Ihame  ; 

Confcience  (hall  pay  me  for  the  world's  negle(ft. 

And  Heuv'n  approve  what  mortals  dare  rejeA. 

He  afterwards  is  fuppofed  to  have  written  many  political  as  well  as  poet!c?l  performances,  and  is 
known  to  have  been  a  contributor,  if  not  the  editor  of  «  The  Freeholder's  Magazine,"  1770,  in 
(which  the  unfortunate  Chatterton  was  for  fome  time  engaged. 

I  One  of  his  laft  pieces  was  an  ekgy  on  the  death  of  Charles  Yorke,  the  Lord  Chancellor,  which 
|was  generally  fufpedled  to  have  been  fuppreffed  on  the  Hardwicke  family's  paying  a  fum  of  money 
to  him  ;  and  it  has  been  infinuated,  that  it  was  written  with  that  view;  but  the  pride  of  genius,  and 
that  delicacy  of  fentiment  which  tafte  and  reading  infpire,  difcountenance  the  opinion. 

At  length,  overwhelmed  with  complicated  diftrefs,  he  died  at  his  houfe  in  Titchfield-ftreet, 
Oxford-market,  Sept.  i.  1771,  in  the  43d  year  of  his  age. 

j  His  Monody  to  the  Memory  of  a  Yoimg  Lady,  and  Evening  Addrefs  to  a  NightingaTe,  have  been 
frequently  reprinted  in  the  poetical  Mifcellanies.  His  Race  has  been  reprinted  in  the  ad  volume  of 
the  tliird  edition  of  Billy's  "  Repofitory,"  1790.  They  are  now,  with  fome  Ihorter  pieces,  re- 
printed from  the  "  European  Magazine,"  for  1786,  received,  for  the  firft  time,  into  a  coUeaion  of 
claffical  Engliih  poetry.  Copies  of  his  Liberty,  Odes  on  the  Four  Seafons,  Four  Farthing  Candles^ 
and  Corruption,  which  have  not  been  reprinted,  though  they  highly  merit  republication,  could  not 
be  obtained  for  the  ufe  of  this  edition. 

Shaw  has  unhappily  added  another  name  to  the  catalogue,  already  too  numerous,  of  men  of 
genius,  who  would  have  arifen  to  a  more  iUuftrious  reputation,  had  their  talents  been  accompanied 
with  an  uniform  attention  to  the  common  maxims  of  prudence.  His  charafter  was  compounded 
of  good  qualities,  and  of  defers;  of  tendernefs,generofity,  and  probity,  to  be  commended;  and  of 
extravagance,  vanity,  and  imprudence,  to  be  avoided.  His  chief  fault,  from  which  mod  of  his 
other  faults  proceeded,  was  an  utter  negledt  of  economy.  His  difpofition  was  friendly,  affedlionate, 
and  fecial.    In  the  domelHc  relations,  his  conduft  was  truly  amiable  and  exemplary. 

As  a  poet,  the  variety  of  his  compofitions  evince  the  verfatiHty  of  his  genius.  In  the  province  of 
humour  and  of  fatire,  he  has  been  excelled  by  many  of  his  poetical  contemporaries,  particularly 
Lloyd  and  Churchill ;  but  in  poeticai  feeling,  ftriking  touches  of  nature,  and  pathetic  tendernefs,  he 
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is  inferior  to  no  writer  of  ancient  or  modern  times.  His  Monody  and  Addrefs  to  a  ^^ightingdte^ 
far  tranfcend  the  "  Monody"  of  Lyttleton,  and  the  "  Elegies"  of  Langhorne  and  Scoti,  on  iimilar 
occafions.  The  exquifite  tendemefs  which  runs  through  the  whole  ef  the  Monody,  renders  it  one 
of  the  moft  affedring  poems  in  the  Englifli  language.  The  meafure  of  the  Addrefs  is  irregu. 
lar,  like  that  of  Dryden's  immortal  "  Ode,"  Milton's  "  Lycidas,"  Lyttleton's  "  Monody,"  &c. 
which  fufficlently  demonftrates  that  regularity  of  metre  is  not  eflential  to  poetical  excellence. 
With  thefe  poems  every  body  is  greatly  pleafed ;  becaufe  they  have  beauties  in  them  which 
affedl  every  body.  In  the  Monody,  Emma's  dying  farewell  is  particularly  pathetic.  But  it  is 
needlefs  to  point  out  thofe  ftrokes  of  pathos  which  cannot  efcape  obfervation.  True  tafte  will 
ever  apprave  of  poetry  which  is  written  from  the  heart ;  for  it  will  ever  feel  the  forcTe  of  its  pro. 
flluflions. 

It  is  unpleafant  to  turn  from  the  voice  of  genius  to  the  clamours  of  fa6lion,  and  to  leave  the 
ftrains  of  poetry  and  nature  for  the  uproar  of  ftrife  and  oppoCtion.  In  his  Race,  however  we  may 
admire  the  accuracy  of  obfervation,  happy  vein  of  humour,  poignancy  of  fatire,  facihty  of 
expreflion,  and  harmony  of  numbers.  The  defign  and  tendency  of  the  poem  cannot  be  com- 
mended. Compofitions  of  this  clafs,  as  they  gratify  malignity,  are  ufually  read  with  great  avidity, 
•n  their  firft  appearance,  but  without  uncommon  merit,  they  quickiy  link  into  obbvion.  Even  the 
"  Dunciad,"  of  which  the  Jiace  is  an  imitation,  is  read  perhaps  with  lefs  delight  than  any  other 
work  of  its  celebrated  author  ;  nor  fliould  we  refort  at  all  to  the  "  Temple  of  Dullnefs,"  to  con- 
template the  characters  of  Curll,  Theobald,  &c.  could  we  not  alfo  feaft  on  the  difpute  of  the 
"  Virtuofos"  before  the  throne  of  the  goddefs.  As  a  work  of  wit  and  ingenious  fatire,  the  Race 
may  afford  entertainment  to  thofe  who  care  little  about  many  of  the  characters  who  are  whimfically 
inade  to  contend  for  pre-eminence  of  fame,  by  running : 

Prove  by  their  heels  the  prowefs  of  the  head. 

Among  the  competitors,  Dr.  Johnfon  appears  with  peculiar  diftiniftion  ;  and  is  difmifTed  with  a 
juft  and  elegant  eulogium.  His  portrait  is  drawn  with  the  pencil  of  Churchill.  The  candour  which 
breathes  in  the  following  apoftrophe  to  Vanity,  will  be  generally  allowed  as  an  apology  for  the 
petulance  and  prefumption  of  the  fatirift  : 

Oh  Vanity  !  Vv'hofe  far  extended  fway 

Nations  confefs,  and  potentates  obey  ; 

How  vaft  thy  reign  I — Say  where.  Oh  !  where's  the  mas, 

His  own  defedls  who  boldly  dares  to  fcan, 

Juft  to  himfclf  ? — Ev'n  now,  while  I  incline 

To  paint  the  votaries  kneeling  at  thy  flirine, 

Whilft  others  follies  freely  I  impart. 

Thy  power  refiftlefs  flutters  round  my  he^rt, 

Prompts  me  this  common  weaknefs  to  difclofe> 

(Myfelf  the  very  coxcomb  I  expofe) 

And  ah  I  too  partial  to  my  lays  and  me. 

My  kind — yet  cruel  friends — loon  fhall  you  fee 

The  cuifrit-wiife,  whofe  idle  fportive  vein, 

No  views  can  bias,  and  no  fears  reftrain ; 

Bragg'd  without  mercy  to  that  awful  bar. 

Where  fpleen  with  genius  holds  eternal  war. 

And  there  her  final'ruin  to  fulfil. 

Condemned  by  butchers  pre-refoiv'd  to  kill. 

In  vain  her  youth  (hall  for  compaflion  plead. 

Even  for  zfyllable,  the  wretch  fliall  bleed  ; 

And  fpite  of  all  the  friendfliip  you  can  flioWj 

Be  made  a  public  fpedlaclc  of  woe. 
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POEMS. 


I  MONODY 

I  TO  THE   MEMORY  OF  A  YOUNG  LADT. 

I  Yet  do  I  live  !  O  how  fliall  T  fnftain 
I     This  vaft  unutterable  weight  of  woe  ? 
I  This  worfe  than  hunger,  poverty,  or  pain, 
I     Or  all  the  complicated  ills  below — 
[She,  in  whofe  life  my  hopes  were  treafur'd  all, 

Is  gone — for  ever  fled — 
I  My  deareft  Emma's  dead ; 

Thefe  eyes,  thefe  tear-fwoln  eyes  beheld  her  fall: 
Ah  no — fhe  lives  on  fome  far  happier  fhore, 
I  She  lives — but  (cruel  thought)  fhe  lives  for  me  no 
more. 

I,  who  the  tedious  abfence  of  a  day   . 

Remov'd,  would  languilh  for  my  charmer's 
fight. 
Would  chide  the  lingering  moments  for  delay, 
And  fondly  blame  the  flow  return  of  night; 
How,  how  fhall  I  endure 
(O  mifery  pad  a  cure) ! 
Hoars,  days,  and  years,  fucceflively  to  roll, 
Nor  ever  more  behold  the  comfort  of  my  foul? 

Was  Pne  not  all  my  fondefl  wifli  could  frame  ? 
Did  ever  mind  fo  much  of  heaven  partake  ? 
Did  fhe  not  love  me  with  the  pureft  flame. 
And  give  up  friends  and  fortune  for  my  fake  ? 
Though  mild  as  evening  Ikies, 
With  downcafl,  ftreaming  eyes. 
Stood  the  ftern  frown  of  fupercilious  brows, 
Deaf  to  their  faruui  threats,  and  faithful  to  her 
vows. 

Come  tlien,  fome  mufe,  the  faddeil  of  the  train, 
(No  more  your  bard  fhall  dwell  on  idle  lays) 
Teach  me  each  moving  melancholy  ftrain, 
I      And  O  difcard  the  pageantry  of  phrafe : 
I IH  fuit  tlie  Sowers  of  fpeech  with  woes  like  mine ! 
Thus,  haply,  a^  I  paint 
The  fource  of  hiy  complaint. 
My  foul  may  own  the  impafliGn'd  line ; 
I  A  fi&od  of  tears  may  gufli  to  my  relief, 
j  And  from  my  fwellicg  heart  fllifcharge  this  load 
of  grief. 
'SIql.  si. 


Forbear,  my  fond  officious  friends,  forbear 

To  wound  my  ears  with  the  fad  tales  you  tell ; 
"  How  good  fhe  was,,  how  gentle,  and  how  fair  !'* 

In  pity  ceafe— alas !  I  know  too  well : 
flow  in  her  fweet  exprefiivc  face 

Beam'd  forth  the  beauties  of  her  mind. 
Yet  heighten'd  by  exterior  grace 

Of  .manners  moft  engaging,  moil  refin'd : 
No  piteous  objedt  could  file  fee, 

But  her  foft  bofom  Ihar'd  the  woe, 
Whilft  fmlles  of  affability 

Endear'd  whatever  boon  flie  might  beflow* 
Whate'er  the  emotions  of  her  kt-art,     - 

Still  Ihone  confpicuous  in  her  eyes. 
Stranger  to  every  female  art. 

Alike  to  feign,  or  to  dilguife : 
And  O  the  boaft  how  rare  ! 
The  fecret  in  her  faithful  brcaft  repos'd. 
She  ne'er  with  lavvlefs  tongue  difcios'd. 
In  facred  filence  lodg'd  inviolate  there. 

0  feeble  words—unable  to  exprefs 

Her  matchlefs  virtue,  or  riiy  own  diilrefs ! 

Relentlefs  death  !  that,  fteel'd  to  human  woe, 

With  murderous  hands  d-^als  havoc  on  mankind^ 
Why  (cruel:)  flrike  this  deprecated  blow, 

And  leave  fuch  wretched  multitudes  behind? 
Hark  1  groans  come  wing'd  on  every  breeze  ! 

The  fons  of  grief  prefer  their  ardent  row  ; 
Opprefs'd  with  forrow,  want,  or  dire  difeafc. 

And  fupplicate  thy  aid,  as  I  do  now : 
In  vain— -Perverfe,  flill  on  the  unvveeting  head 
'Tis  thine  thy  vengeful  darts  to  (bed; 
Hope's  infant  bloifoms  to  deftroy, 
And  drench  in  tears  the  face  of  joy. 
But  oh,  fell  tyrant !  yet  espe<5t  the  hour 
When  virtue  fhall  rencmice  thy  power  ; 
Whea  thou  no  more  Ciak  blot  the  face  of  day. 
Nor  mortals  tremble  at  thy  ngid  fway, 
Alas!  the  day— where'er  I  turn  my  eyes, 

Some  fad  memento  of  my  lofs  appears; 

1  fiy  the  fatal  houfe — fupprefs  my  lighs, 

Refolv'd  to  dry  my  unavailing  tears: 

But,  ah !  In  vaui— no  change  of  xaat  *r 

place 
The  memory  can  efface 
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Of  all  that  fwcetnefs,  that  enchanting  air. 
Now  loll ;  and  nought  remains  but  anjjuilh  and 
dclpair. 

Where  were  the  delegates  of  Plcaven,  oh  where  1 

Appointed  virtue's  children  fafe  to  keep  ! 
Jiiid  innocence  or  virtue  been  their  care, 

Slic  had  not  dy'd,  nor  liad  I  liv'd  to  weep: 
j^Iov'd  by  my  tears,  and  by  her  patience  mov'd, 
'I'o  lee  her  force  the  endearing  I'mile, 
My  forrows  to  beguile, 
When  torture's  keencll  rage  fhe  prov'd  ; 
Sure  they  had  warded  that  untimely  dart. 
Which  broke  her  thread  of  life,  aiid  rent  a  huf- 

band's  heart. 
How  fhall  I  e'er  forget  that  dreadful  hour, 
When,  feeling  death's  relifllefs  pov/er, 
IMy  hand  fhe  prefi'd,  wet  with  her  falling  tears. 
And  thus,  in  faultering  accents,  fpoke  her  fears  ! 
"  Ah,  mv  lov'd  lord,  the  tranfient  fcene  is  o'er, 
"  And  we  muft  part  (alas  !)  to  meet  no  more  ! 
"  But,  oh  !  if  e'er  thy  Emma's  name  was  dear, 
"  If  e'er  thy  vows  have  cliarm'd  my  ravifh'd  ear; 
"  If,  from  thy  lov'd  embrace  my  heart  to  gain, 
"  Proud  friends  have  frown'd,  and  fortune  Imil'd 

"  in  vain ; 
*'  If  it  has  been  my  fole  endeavour  fllll 
■"  To  a(5t  in  all  oblequious  to  thy  will ; 
*'  To  watch  thy  very  I'miles,  thy  willi  to  know, 
"  Then  only  truly  bleil;  when  thou  wcrt  lb» 
*'   If  I  have  doated  with  that  fond  excefs, 
"  Nor  love  could  add,  nor  fortune  make  it  lefs; 
*'   If  this  I've  done,  and  more— oh  then  be  kind 
"  To  the  dear  lovely  babe  I  leave  behind. 
"  When  time  my  once-lov'd  memory  fliall  efface, 
*'  Some  happier  maid  may  take  thy  Emma's  place, 
"  With  envious  eyes  thy  partial  fondnefsfee, 
"  And  hate  it  for  the  love  thou  bore  to  me  : 
"   My  dearefl  Shaw,  forgive  a  woman's  fears, 
"  But  one  word  more  (I  cannot  bear  thy  tears) 

"  Promife and  I  will  truil  thy  faithful  vow, 

"   (Oft  have  I  try'd,  and  ever  found  thee  true) 
*'  That  to  I'ome  dillant  f]iot  thou  wilt  remove 
"  This  fatal  pledge  of  haplefs  Emma's  love, 
"  Where  fafe  thy  bhndilhments  it  may  jiartake, 
"  And,  oh  !  be  tender  for  its  mother's  fake. 

•"  Wilt  thou  ? 

*'  I  knpv/  thou  wilt fad  filence  fpeaks  affent, 

*'  And  in  that  plcafmg  hope  thy  Emma  dies  con- 
"  tent." 

I,  who  with  more  than  manly  frrength  have  bore 

The  various  ills  impos'd  by  cruel  fate, 
Suflain  the  fiimnefs  of  my  foul  no  more. 

But  fink  beneath  the  weight : 
Jufl  Heaven  (1  cry'd)  from  memory's  earliefl  day 

No  comfort  has  thy  wretched  fuppliant  known. 
Misfortune  fiill  with  unrelenting  fway 

Has  claim'd  me  for  her  o^vn. 

But  O in  pity  to  my  grief,  reflore 

This  only  fource  of  blifs  ;   I  alk — I  aflc  no  more — 
Vain  hope — th'  irrevocable  doom  is  paft, 

Ev'n  now  (lie  looks — -he  fighs  her  laft 

Vainly  1  Ihivc  tf  (lay  htr  fleeting  breath. 
And,  with   rebellious  heart,  proteil  againll  her 
death. 

When  the  (fern  tyrant  clos'd  her  lovely  eyes. 
Haw  did  I  rave,  untaught  to  bear  the  blow  ! 
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With  impious  wilh  to  tear  her  frcsm  the  Ikies; 

How  curie  my  faie  in  bitternefs  of  woe  ! 
But  whither  would  this  d»readful  frenzy  lead  ? 

Eond  man,  forbear. 

Thy  fruitlefs  forrow  fpare, 
Dare  not  to  talk  what  Heaven's  high  will  decreed; 
In  humble  leverence  kifs  th'  afHitftive  rod, 
And  proicrate  bow  to  an  offended  God, 

Perhaps  kind  Heaven  in  mercy  dealt  the  blow. 

Some  faving  truth  thy  roving  foul  to  teach ; 
To  wean  thy  heart  from  grovelling  views  below, 

And  point  out  blif^  beyond  misfortune's  reach: 
To  fliow  that  ail  the  flattering  fchcmes  of  joy. 

Which  towering  hope  fo  fondly  builds  in  air. 
One  fatal  moment  can  deftroy,. 

And  plunge  th'  exulting  maniac  in  defpair. 
Then,  O  !  with  pious  fortitude  fuftain 
I'hy  prefcnt  lofs — haply,  thv  future  gain  ; 

Nor  let  thy  Eirjn  i  die  in  vain  ; 
Time  Tnall  adminifler  its  wonted  balm. 
And  hulh  this  ftorni  of  grief  to  no  unpleaflng  calm. 

Thus  the  poor  bird,  by  feme  difaft'rous  fate 

Caught  and  imprlf  on'd  in  a  lonely  cage. 
Torn  from  its  native  fields,  and  dearer  mate. 

Flutters  a  while,  and  fpends  its  little  rage  : 
But.  finding  all  its  cfiorts  weak  and  vain. 

No  more  it  pants  and  rages  for  the  plain  ; 
Moping  a  while,  in  fullen  mood 

Droops  the  fweet  mourner — but,  ere  long, 
Prunes  its  light  wings  and  pecks  its  food, 

And  meditates  the  long :  - 
Serenely  forrowing,  breaihes  its  piteous  cafe, 

And  with  its  plaintive  warbUngs  faddens  all  the 
place. 

Forgive  me,  Heaven — yet — yet  the  tears  will  flow, 

'I'o  think  how  foon  my  fcene  of  blifs  is  paft  1 
M-Y  budding  i'^ys  jidl  piomifing  to  blow, 

All  nipt  and  withtr'dby  one  envious  blaft  ! 
My  hours,  that  laughing  wont  to  fleet  away, 
Move  heaviiy  along ; 

Where's  no-.\  the  Iprightly  jeft,  the  jocuni 
fou'j' ; 
Time  creeps  uncnnfcious  of  delight ; 
How  (hall  I  cheat  the  tedious  day  ? 

And  O the  jo)lefs  night  ! 

Where  Ihall  I  reft  my  weary  head  ? 

How  fliall  I  find  repofc  on  a  fad  widow'd  bed  ? 

Come,  *  Theban  drug,  the  wretch's  only  aid, 

To  my  torn  heart  its  former  peace  reliore; 
Thy  votary  wrapp'd  in  thy  Lethean  fliade, 

A  while  fliall  ceafe  his  forrows  to  deplore  : 
Haply  when  lock'd  in  ilcep's  embrace. 
Again  I  (hall  behold  my  Emma's  face; 
Again  with  tranfport  hear 

Her  voice  foft  whifpering  in  my  ear; 

May  fteal  once  more  a  balmy  kifs, 
And  tafle  at  leall  of  vifionary  blifs. 

But,  ah  !  th'  unwelcome  morn's  obtruding  light 
Will  all  my  ftiadowy  fchemes  of  blifs  depofe, 

Will  tear  the  dear  illuliop  from  my  fight, 
And  wake  me  to  the  fenfe  of  all  my  woes ; 
If  to  the  verdant  fields  I  flray. 

All's !  what  plcafures  now  can  thefe  convey  ? 
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Her  lovely  form  purfues  where'er  I  go, 

And  darkens  all  the  Icene  with  woe. 
By  nature's  lavilh  bounties  cheer'd  no  more, 
Sorrowing  1  rove. 
Through  valley,  grot,  and  grove ; 
Nought  can  their  beauties  or  my  lol's  reftore; 
No  herb,  no  plant,  can  med'cine  my  dil'eafe. 
And   my  fad  fighs   are  borne   on  every  pafling 
breeze. 

Sicknefs  and  forrow  hovering  round  my  bed, 

Who  now  with  anxious  hafte  (hall  bring  relief, 
With  lenient  hand  fupport  my  drooping  head, 

Affuage  my  pains,  and  mitigate  my  grief .'' 
Should  worldly  bufmefs  call  away. 

Who  now  fliall  in  my  abfence  fondly  mourn, 
Count  every  minute  of  the  loitering  day, 

Impatient  for  my  quick  return  ? 
Should  aught  my  bofoni  difcompofe, 

Who  now  with  fweet  complacent  air 

Shall  fmooth  the  rugged  brow  of  care, 
And  foften  all  my  woes  ? 

Too  faithful  memory Ceafe,  O  ceafe 

How  ftiall  I  e'er  regain  my  peace  ? 
(O  to  forget  her) — but  how  vain  each  art, 
Whilft  every  virtue  lives  imprinted  on  my  heart. 

And  thou,  my  little  cherub,  left  behind. 

To  hear  a  father's  plaints,  to  fhare  hisiwoes. 
When  reafon's  dawn  informs  thy  infant  mind. 
And  thy  fweet-lifping  tongue  Ihall  afk  the  caufe, 
How  oft  with  forrow" (hall  mine  eyes  run  o'er. 
When,  twining  round  my  knees,  I  trace 
Thy  mother's  fmile  upon  thy  face  ? 
How  oft  to  my  full  heart  (halt  thou  reftore 
Sad  memory  of  my  joys — ah  now  no  more  ! 
By  blefiings  once  enjoy'd  now  more  diftreft, 
More  beggar  by  the  riches  once  pofleft. 

My  little  darling ! dearer  to  me  grown 

By  all  the  tears  thou'ft  caus'd — (O  ftrange  to 
hear!) 
Bought  with  a  life  yet  dearer  than  thy  own. 
Thy  cradle  purchas'd  with  thy  mother's  bier : 

Who  now  fhall  feek,  with  fond  delight, 

Thy  infant  fteps  to  guide  aright  ? 

She  who  with  doating  eyes  would  gaze 

On  all  thy  little  artlels  ways. 

By  all  thy  foft  endearments  blefl, 
And  clafp  thee  oft  with  tranfport  to  her  breaft, 

Alas  !  is  gone Yet  fhalt  thou  prove 

A  father's  deareft,  tendered  love; 
And  O  fweet  fenfelefs  fmiler  (envied  ftate  !) 
As  yet  unconfcious  of  thy  huplefs  fate. 

When  years  thy  judgment  fliall  mature, 
And  realbn  Ihows  thofe  ills  it  cannot  cure. 

Wilt  thou,  a  father's  grief  toaffuage. 
For  virtue  prove  the  phoenix  of  the  earth  ? 
(Like  her,  thy  mother  dy'd  to  give  thee  birth) 

And  be  the  comfort  of  my  age  ! 
"When  fick  and  languilhing  I  lie, 
Wilt  thou  my  Emma's  wonted  care  fupply  ? 

And  oft  as  to  thy  liftening  ear 
Thy  mether's  virtues  and  her  fate  I  tell, 

Say,  wilt  thou  drop  the  tender  tear, 
Whilft  on  the  mournful  theme  I  dwell  ? 
Then,  fondly  fteahng  to  thy  father's  fide, 

Whene'er  thou  fecft  the  foft  diftrefs, 
Which  1  would  vainly  feek  to  hide, 
Say,  wilt  thou  ftrive  to  make  it  lefs  ? 


To  footh  my  forrows  all  thy  cares  employ,  _ 
And  in  my  cup  of  grief  Infufe  one  drop  of  joy  ? 

AN  EVENING  ADDRESS 

TO  A  NIGHTINGALE. 

Sweet  bird!  that,  kindly  perching  near, 
Pour'ft  thy  plaints  melodious  in  mine  ear, 
Not,  like  bafs  worldlings,  tutor'd  to  forego 
The  melancholy  haunts  of  woe. 

Thanks  for  thy  forrow-foothing  ftrain : 

For  furely  thou  hr.ft  known  to  prove. 
Like  me,  the  pangs  of  haplefslove, 

Elfe  why  fo  fv.-elingly  complain. 
And  with  thy  piteous  notes  thus  fadden  all  the 
grove  ? 

Say,  doft  thou  mourn  thy  ravifti'd  mate. 

That  oft  enamour'd  on  thy  ftrains  has  hung  ? 
Or  has  the  cruel  hand  of  f^ite 

Bereft  thee  of  thy  darling  young  ? 

Alas  !  for  both  I  weep 

In  all  the  pride  of  youthful  charms, 

A  beauteous  bride  torn  from  my  circling  arms  ! 

A  lovely  babe  that  Ihould  have  liv'd  to  blefs. 

And  fill  my  doating  eyes  with  frequent  tears, 
At  once  the  iburce  of  rapture  and  diftrefs. 

The  flattering  prop  of  my  declining  years! 
In  vain  from  death  to  refcue  I  eflay'd. 

By  every  art  that  fcience  could  devife, 
Alas  !  it  languifti'd  for  a  mother's  aid, 

And  wing'd  its  flight  to  feek  her  in  the  flcies-i- 
Then  O  !  our  comforts  be  the  fame 

At  evening's  peaceful  hour, 
To  ftiun  the  noify  paths  of  wealth  and  fame. 
And  breathe  our  forrows  in  this  lonely  bower. 

But  why,  alas !  to  thee  complain  ! 
To  thee — unconfcious  of  my  pain  ! 
Soon  flialt  thou  ceafe  to  mourn  thy  lot  fevere, 
And  hail  the  dawning  of  a  happier  year :     ,  _ 
The  genial  warmth  of  joy-renev/ii^g  fpring 
Again  fliall  plume  thy  fliatter'd  wing ; 
Again  thy  little  heart  fliall  tranfport  prove. 
Again  fliall  flow  thy  notes  refponflve  to  thy 
love  : 
But  O  for  me  in  vain  may  feafons  roll. 

Nought  can  dry  up  the  fountain  of  my  tears,  - 
Deploring  ft  ill  the  comfort  of  my  foul, 
I  court  my  forrows  by  increafing  years. 

Tell  me,  thou  fyren  hoptiy  deceiver,  fay. 

Where  is  the  promis'd  period  of  ray  woes  ? 
Full  three  long  lingering  years  have  rpil'd  av>'ay. 

And  yet  I  weep,  a  ftranger  to  repofe : 

O  what  deluflon  did  thy  tongue  employ  !    ^ 
«  That  Emma's  fatal  pledge  of  love, 

"  Her  laft  bequeft — with  all  a  mother's  care, 
«  The  bitterneis  of  ibrtow  fhould  remove, 

"  Soften  the  horrors  01  delpair, 

"  And  cheer  a  heart  long  loft  tb  joy  !" 
How  oft,  when  fondling  in  mine  arms,    , 

Gazing  enraptur'd  on  its  angel  face-. 

My  foul  the  maze  of  fate  would  vahily  trace, 
And  burn  with  all  a  father's  fond  alarms  ! 
And  O  what  flattering  i'cencs  had  fancy  feign'd! 
How  did  I  rave  of  blcflings  yet  in  ftore !  ^ 
Till  every  aching  fenfe  was  fweetly  pain'd. 

And  my  full  heart  could  bear,  nor  tongue  coul^ 

utter  more. ■— 
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"  Juft  Heaven,  I  cry'd'* — with  recent  hopes  date, 

"  Yet   I  will  live— will  live,  though  Emma's 
"  dead 
"  So  lon;T  bow'd  down  bcneafh  the  ftorms  of  fate, 

''   Yet  will  !  raifc  my  woe-dejc6led  head  I 
"  My  little  Emma,  now  my  all, 

"   Will  want  d  lu'her's  care, 
•'   He'-  looks,  her  wants  my  ralh  rcfolvcs  recal, 

•'   And  for  her  fake  the  ills  of  life  111  bear  : 
"  And  oft  top;c:thcr  we'll  complain, 

"  Complaint,  the  only  blil's  my  foul  can  know, 
"  From  me  my  child  fhall   learn  the  mournful 
"  ftrain, 

"  And  prattle  tal  s  of  woe ; 

"  And  O  !  in  that  aufpicious  hour, 
"  When  fate  lefigns  her  perf-'cuting  power, 
"  With  duteous  zeal  her  hand  (hall  clofe, 

"   No  more  to  weep — my  forrow-ftreaming  eyes, 
"  When  death  gives  mifery  rcpofe, 

"  And  opes  a  glorious  paflage  to  the  flcies." 

Vain   thought !    it  muft   not  be— —She   too  is 
dead— — 
The  flattering  fcenc  is  oVr, 

jMy  hopes  for  evei — ever  fled 

And  vengeance  can  no  more 

Crufh'd  by  misfortune — blafted  by  difeafe— 

And  none— none  left  to  bear  a  friendly  part ! 
To  meditate  my  welfare,  health,  or  eafe. 

Or  looth  the  anguifh  of  an  acliing  heart ! 
Kow  all  one  gloomy  fccne,  till  wc'come  death, 

With  lenient  hand  (O  !  falfcly  di.em'd  fevere) 
Shall  kindly  flop  my  grief-cxhaullcd  breath, 

And  diy  up  every  tear  : 
perhaps,  oblequious  to  my  will. 

But  ah  !  from  my  afFcd;ions  far  rcmov'dl 
The  lafi:  fad  office  ftrangers  may  fulfil. 
As  if  I  ne'er  had  been  belov'd  ; 
As  if,  unconfcioiis  of  poetic  fire, 
I  ne'er  had  touch  d  the  trembling  lyre; 
As  if  my  niggard  hand  ne'er  dealt  relief, 
Nor  my  heart  melted  at  another's  grief. 
Yet-     -.while  this  weary  life  Ihall  lafi. 

While  yet  my  tongue  can  form  th'  impafllon'd 
ft  rain. 
In  piteous  accents  fliall  the  mufe  complain, 
And  dwell  with  fond  delay  on  blcdiiigs  paft  : 
For  O  how  grateful  to  a  wounded  heart 
The  tale  of  mifery  to  impart ! 
From  others'  eyes  bid  artlefs  forrows  flow. 
And  raife  elleem  upon  the  bafe  of  woe  ! 
Even  he  *,  the  noblcft  of  the  tuneful  throng, 

Shall  deign  my  love-lorn  tale  to  hear, 
Shall  catch  rhe  foft  contagion  of  my  fong. 

And  pay  my  penfive  mule  the  tribute  of  z  tear 

THE  RACE, 

BY   MERCURIOS   SPUR,    ESQ. 
fVitb  Notes.    By  Faiiflinius  SnibUrus, 
Acres  procurrunt,  magnum  fpcc^aculum! 
\Firfl publijked  in  1766.] 

ADDRESS  TO  THE  CRITICS. 

Ve  pnry  things,  who  felf-in-.portant  fit 
Tb;  iov'reign  arbiters  of  monthly  wit, 

*  L*rd  Lytthten. 


Who  gnatling-likc  your  ftjngs  around  dilpcnlc* 
And  feed  on  excrements  of  Cckly  fcnfe ; 
Ye  gei/lle  Critics,  whom,  by  Fancy  led, 
My  Pegafui  has  kick'd  upon  the  head, 
who,  zealous  to  decry  th*  injurious  ftrain, 
While  *  Common-fenfe  has  bled  at  ev'ry  vein; 
Bevvilder'd  wandet  on,  with  idior-pride, 
U  ithout  or  xfil  or  grammar  for  your  guide; 
Behold  !  again  I  blot  th'  invenoni'd  page. 
Come,  whet  your  tiny  flings,  cxhauft  your  rage: 
Here  wreak  your  vi  ngeance,  here  exert  your  flcill, 
\.xX.UiiJ}'rii.g  Kenrick  draw  his  raven's  quill ; 
My  claims  to  genius  let  each  dunce  dilbwn, 
And  damn  all  flrains  more  favour'd  than  their 
Ov.n. 

Where  Pegafus,  who  ambled  2iifft(cn, 
No  longer  fporting  on  the  rural  green,  [plains, 

kampant   breaks  forth  ;    now    flies  the   peaceful 
And  bounds,  impetuous,  heedlefs  oi  the  reins. 
O'er  earth's  vaft  furface,  madly  fcours  along. 
Nor  fpares  a  critic  gaping  in  the  throng  ; 
f  Truth  ridi  s  behind,  and  prompts  the  wild  career; 
And,  truth  my  guardian,  what  have  1  to  fear  ? 

Oh,  Truth  !  thou  fole  diredor  of  my  views, 
Whom  yet  I  love  far  dearer  than  the  mufe ! 
Teach  me  'nyfelf  in  ev'ry  fenfe  to  know, 
Proof  'gainll  th'  injurious  fhafts  of  friend  or  foe. 
When  imooth-ton^u'd  flatterers  my  cars  afTail, 
May  my  firm  foul  dildain  the  fulfomctalc! 
And,  ah  !  from  pride  thy  votive  bard  defend. 
Though  C — n — y  fmile,  or  C— — d  commend! 
Unmov'd  by  Iquibs  irom  all  the  fcribblmg  throng, 
W'lom  thou  proclaim'll  the  refufe  of  my  fong; 
Still  may  1  lafe  between  the  danger  fleer. 
Of  Scylla-flatt'ry,  and  Charybdis-fear  ! 
Thofe  foes  to  Genius  (fhould'ft  thou  grant  mj 

claim  !) 
Thofc  wrecks  alike  of  rcafon  and  of  fame. 

TH£  RACE. 

Aid  mc,  fome  honeft  fifler  of  the  Nine, 

Who  ne'er  paidcourt  at  Flatt'ry's  fulfome  flirine, 

*  In  jujlijication  of  the  author  s  fevcrity,  the  rtaJrr 
is  de fired  to  attend  to  the  Critical  Review  on  tbefrjl  cdi- 
t'ron  cj  this  Poem,  inhere  he  •u'ill Jliid,compriJird in  a  "very 
narro'^'  comj  afs,  a  moji  ivonderful  variety  of  nonfetift, 
both  Iticral  and  metaphorical ;  •u-hcre  the  Race  is  iiigeni- 
o.'-/ly  difiovcred  to  be  an  imitation  of  Poj>e''s  Dunciad.^ 
N01V,  the  only  circtimRance  ivhicb  has  the  liiifl  refcrencett 
that  [!Ocm,  is  the  hero  s  tumbling  into  a  hog,  ivhicb  is  (as  it 
is  there  aclnoiilcdgedj  an  exaii  imitation  of  afajf.ige  in 
Homer,  and  luas  defignrd  at  the  fame  time  as  a  Jlrote  if 
raillery  on  one  of  the  injlances  icbere  that  immort.J  bard 
has  nodded. — This  the  fet  of  Gentlemen  had  not  eyes 
to  fee,  and  are  therefore  exctfjhle.  Dr.  South  reflici 
to  a  gentUman,  ivho  remonflrated  to  him  from  bis  hijhop, 
that  Lis  fetmons  ncert  too  ivitty,  "  Pray  frefent  my 
"  humble  dut\  to  his  lordfhib,  end  let  him  conjider,  if 
"  God  A!migbt\  bad  rradc  him  a  iiit,  he  could  not  hclf 
"  it"  thrfe  gentlemen  certainly  cannot  help  their  bav 
ing  ne'-ther  genius  nor  literature;  but  blecibeads  may 
help  commeniirg  critics.  F.  SCRIBLERUJ. 

f  Perhaps  fome  balf-ivitttd  critic  may  pertly  inquire^ 
icbyfoiitd  truth  ride  behind,  rather  than  before  ?  Sofi 
and  fair! ,  :  certain f\  every  man  has  a  ri^bt  i»  rtdl 
foremojl  gn  hit  o-wn  Pcgafui, 
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A  yeuth  enlighten  tvith  thy  keeneft  fires, 
Who  dares  proclaim  whate'er  the  mufe  infpires, 
By  fquint-ey'd  Prejudice,  or  love  inclin'd, 
No  partial  ties  (hall  here  enflave  the  mirid  : 
Though  fancy  fport  in  ficition's  pleafing  guife. 
Truth  ftill  confpicuous  through  the  veil  ihall  rife  ; 
No  bribe  or  Itratagem  ihall  here  take  place, 
Though  (ftrange  to  tell !) — the  fubjed  is  a  Race, 

Unlike  the  Race  whichfam'd  Mcwmarket  boafts, 
Where  pimps  are  peers'  companions,  whores  their 

toafts, 
Where  jockey-nobles  with  groom  porters  vie, 
Who  b.ft  can  f>eJge  a  bet,  or  ccg  a  die. 
Nor  like  the  Race,  by  ancient  Homer  told. 
No  fpears  loi  prizes,  and  no  cups  of  gold  ; 
A  poets'  Race,  1  fing— a  poet's  prize. 
Who  gold  {a)  and  fighting  equally  defpife. 
,     To  all  the  rhyming  brethren  of  the  quill 
Fame  fent  her  heralds  to  proclaim  her  will. 
"  Suice  late  her  vot'ries  in  abufive  lays 
i«  Had  madly  wrangled  for  the  wreath  of  bays ; 
!*'  To  quell  at  once  this  foul  tumultuous  heat, 
f  The  day  was  fix'd  whereon  each  bard  fliould 
I  "  me-t. 

Y  Already  had  Ihe  mark'd  the  dellin'd  ground, 
I"  Where  from   the  goal   her  eager   fons   Ihould 
I*'  There,  by  the  hope  of  future  glory  fed,  [bound, 
I"  Prove  by  their  heels  the  prowefs  of  the  head ; 
I"  And  he,  who  fleeteft  ran,  and  firft  to  fame, 
«'  The  chaplet  and  the  vidory  fliould  claim." 
[Swiftfpreadthe  grateful  news  through  all  the  town, 
[And  every  fcribbler  thought  the  wreath  liisown. 
No  corporal  defedl  can  now  retard 
(The  one-legg'd,<hort-legg'd,orconfumptive  bard; 
IConvinc'd  that  legs  or  lungs  could  make  no  odds 
rTwixt  man  and  man,  where  goddelTes  or  gods 
[Preiided  judges ;  fure  to  have  decreed 
jTo  dulnels  (i)  crutches,  and  to  merit  fpeed. 

To  view  the  various  candidates  for  fame, 
nBookfellers,  printers,  and  their  devils  came. 
I  Firft  Becket  and  De  Hondt  came  hand  in  hand, 
!  And  next  came  Nourfe  and  Millar  from  the  Strand; 
\jldri!  Woodfall — there  the  keen-ey'd  Scott  appears, 
lAnd  Say  (i)  (oh  !  wonderful !)  with  both  his  ears. 
\  Morley  the  meagre,  with  Moran  the  fat, 
I  And  Flexney  {d)  with  zfa-jour  in  his  hat. 

I  ^a)  The  poverty  of  poets  is  a  ivell  ^noivn  ad.ige  ;  or, 
]tofpenk  more  poetically,  their  contempt  of  riches.  They 
\alfo  fetm  proiiidei'.tiatly  in  all  ages  to  have  pojj'^pj'ed  the 
mrjjl pacifc  tempers  :  no  doubt,  lefl  their  lives  faoidd  be 
tndaitgcred,  luhcfe  labours  are  fu  condacine  to  the  iimufe- 
wunt  offociety.     Horace  confejfes  himfelf  a  cotvard : 

Reliiftanonbcnc  parmula,  &c. 

JBiit  the  moderns  are  not  quite  fo  ingenuous. 

(i'^  The  difcerning  leader  ivill  at  once  be  fetifible  of 
the  neccffity  of  this  pro-jsfo  ;  otherivife  it  is  to  be  fuppofcd , 
a  poet  -with  a  ivooden  hg,  or  any  bodily  infirmity,  "would 
never  have  flarted, 

'  (t)  Mr.  Sny's  bf'dnefs  in  ajfcrting any  thing  lurit/en 
in  oplofition  evtn  to  the  minifteri.il  m.'ofures^'will  render 
the  meaning  of  this  line  fuffcienily  obvious  to  the  intelli- 
gent reader. 

{d)  Alluding  to  ihe  cuflom  of  tenants  ivearing  ribbons 
in  their  hafs  ichen  the  fqmit' s  horfe  ivins  the  plate ; 
J\fr.  Flcxney,  our  heroes  publifber,  does  the  fcunt,  from 

frmg prefv.rrpt'iott  ofbli  author' i  fucccfs ^ 


(f )  Williams  and  Kcarfley  now  afrefh  begin 

To  curfe  the  cruel  walls  that  held  'em  in. 

In  rage  around  his  fliop  poor  Owen  flies, 

Damning  the  Chevalier  who  clos'd  his  eyes; 

"  Oh!  could  he  fee,  this  day,  the  glorious ilrife, 

"  He'd  grope  contented  all  his  future  life." 

To  Pater-nofter-row  the  tidings  reach. 

And  forth  came  Johnny  Coote  and  Drydcn  Leach : 

Aflbciatesin  each  caufe  alike  they  ftiarc, 

lie  it  to  print  a  primmer  or  Voltaire  , 

I'hus  leagu'd,  how  fwcet  the  fncndly  pence  to 

earn, 
Like  gentle  Rofencraus  and  Guildenftern  (/").! 
But  Leach  (^)  where  Churchill  came,  ftill  cautious 
fled,  fhead. 

Skulk'd  through  the  crowd,  and  trembled  for  his 

With  his  whole  length  ol  body  fcarce  a  fpan. 
Yet  aping  all  the  dignity  of  man. 
Next  Vaiilanc  came  ;  ereiJt  his  dwarfifli  mien. 
He  pcrch'd  on  horfeback,  that  he  might  be  feen; 
And  vovv'd,  with  worftiipful    grimace    (Zi)    and 

din  (/), 
He'd  back  the  peerlefsbard  (.()  of  Linroln's-Inn. 

High  on  a  hill,  enthron'Ain  ft-ately  pride, 
Appear'd  the  Gcddefs;  while  on  either  fide 
Stood  Vice  and  Virtue — harbingers  of  Fame, 
This  ftamps  a  good,  and  that  an  evil  name. 
On  flow'rs  thick  fcatter'd  o'er  the  mofly  grounc^ 
The  nympha  of  Helicon  reclin'd  around  ; 
Here,  while  each  candidate  his  claim  preferr'd. 
In  filent  ftate  the  Goddeis  fat  and  heard 

Not  far  from  hence,  acrofs  the  p.ith  to  Fame, 
A  horrid  ditch  appear'd — known  by  the  name 
Of  Black  Obl'viou's  Gulf,     \n  former  days 
Here  perifh'd  many  a  poet  and  his  lays. 
Clofe  by  the  margin  of  the  fable  flood, 
Reviewers  Crdical  and  Monibly  flood 
In  terrible  array,  who  dreadful  frp;Vn,  [down. 

And,  arm'd  with  clubs,  here  knock  poor  authors 
Merit,  alas!  with  them  is  no  pretence, 
In  vain  the  picas  of  poefy  or  fenfe; 
All  levell'd  here  ;  though  fome  triumphant  rife. 
Shake  off  the  dirt,  and  ft vk  their  native  Ikies. 
But,  ftrange  !  to  Dtdncfs  they  deny  the  crown. 
And  damn  ev'n  works  as  ilupid  as  their  Awn  ! 


(f)  Thefe  tTvo  gentlemen,  at  the  time  this  potm  ivas 
firft  publijhed,  ivere  imprifoned for  publications  that  luere 
deemed  libellous, 

[f)  Tiuo  charaSiers  in  Hamkt,'where  one  never  ap- 
pears iviihoiit  the  other. 

[g)  From  a  circuirflatice,  ivbich  Mr.  Leach  has  the 
hefi  reafon  to  remember  (as  ive  hold  feeling  the  mofi 
pcrf-a  of  all  ihe  ffifesj,  the  author  mitfl  Mloiu   Mr. 

Churchill  an  exceptiut  to  ihe  general  rule  tf  <oeis  being 
foiuards,  ii-bo,foT  tb&  mojl part,  arefonder  vf  laying  on 
their  blows  ivith  a  pen  than  a  cudgel  i  though  rve  mif? 
coifefs  it  is  a  very  cruel  alternative,  ivhere  a  printer 
mufl  either  fubmit  to  have  bis  head  broie,  or  run  the 
hazard  oflofng  his  ears, 

{h)  The  reader  is  not  to  fuppofe  Mr,  T'aiUant  made 
faces,  bu!  only  that  Ic  afftmed  the  proper  air  and  coun- 
tenance of  a  ivorfiilpful  magiflrate. 

(/)   A'd  inglorions  expreffon,  as  fome  may  imagine; 
ivitnefs  the  din  o/"war — ihf  din  o/"  arms,  l^c.  tberefare  '■ 
proper  to  be  employed  in  an\  cbaraRer  af  corfquence. 

{i)  A  phrctfe  common  vpan  tht  tUrf,  md  ce>ij(^nti:tlj 
■  very  applicable  here, 

N  n  ijj 
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Oh!  be  this  r:if^t  for  mnffacre  withftood, 

Nor  thus  imbrue  yourh^inds  in  brotiier's  blood! 

Foreinoft,  tiie  fplte  of  hell  upon  his  face, 
Stood  the  'Iherfitt-s  of  t!it;  Critic  Race, 
Tremendous  HiiHiilton  !  Of  r:i.int-ftren;rth, 
With  Cnib-trcc  flafTfull  twice  two  y;irds  in  Icnptli. 
(/)  Neat;  John  o'   Groat's  thutch'd  cot  its  pdrciit 

Hood 
Alone,  for  many  a  mile — itfclf  a  wood  ; 
'J'ill  Arfhy  fpy'd  it,  yet  unform'd  and  wild, 
^\nd  robb'd  the  mother  of  her  tallolt  diild. 
111-omenM  birds  beheld  with  dire  cftVi^ht 
Their  rooil  defpoil'd,  and  ficken'd  at  the  fight ; 
The  ravens  croaU'd,  pies  chatter'd  round  hi>5  head, 
In  vain, — he  frouii'd  !  the  birds  in  terror  fltd; 
Pcrch'd  on  their  thiUlcsdroop'd  the  mournful  band ; 
Archy  ilalk'd  oft,  the  cr;'.b-trec  in  his  hand. 

Ciofe  wedg'd  behind  in  rank  and  file  were  fecn, 
From  Clafgow,  ]idinbur<j;h,  and  Aberdeen, 
A  troop  of  Lands  with  leraps  of  L.itii:  huiig^. 
Who  came  to  teach  John  Bull  his  mother  tonn;ue. 
Poor  John  !  who  mull:  not  judge  whate'er  he  read 
But  wait  for  fenfencc  from  thefe  fons  of  Tweed. 

Now  coward  Prudence,  in  the  Mufe's  car 
Whifpers — "  How  diir'It  thou.  Novice,  pcrfevere 
"  With  htadlonff  fury,  to  deftrudion  yiroiie, 
*'  («)  Ko\i\i:f.K>\J Diilr.tf  yawning  on  her  tkrone '' 
"  Thus    madly    bold,    drcad'il    not   the   Harpy's 

"  claw  ? 
"  Thou,  fcarce  a  norfs!  for  fo  vaft  a  ira-zv  ! 
"  Soon  flialt  thou  mourn  thy  ill-Uarr'd  numbers 

"  curft." 
She  fcorns  their  mr>.lice,  let  them  do  their  word. 
Where  Phoebiis  cjils  not  an  aufpicious  eye, 
'J  he  llck'ning  numbers  of  themlcKes  muii  di(  ; 
But  where  true  genius  beams  confjiicuous  forth, 
The  candid  few  will  jullify  its  worth  ; 
Still  as  it  flows  incrcafmg  in  its  cuurfe, 
Till,  like  a  river,  with  rcliRlefs  force 
Rapid  rolls  down  the  torrent  of  applaufe  ; 
Then,  ftruck  with  fear,  each  puny  wretch  with- 
draws, 
ATeanly  difclaims  the  paths  he  lately  trod, 
{iD  Belies  hinifeif,  and  humbly  licks  the  rod. 

Firil  enter'd  in  the  lill  the  hureat  bard, 
And  thus  prcferr'd  his  luit : — '  If  due  reward, 
•   Goddefs  ador'd,  to  merit  thou  afri<j;n, 
'  Whofe  verfc  fo  fmooth,  whole  claim  fo  jufl,  as 
'  mine .' 


THE   WORKS    OF   SHAW, 


(/)  The  lecrned  reader  ivill  not  be  furprifed  at  this 
frencalogy  of  the  crah-lreejlich  bdongiiig  tofo  illiijirious  a 
churaiUr  as  the  printer  of  the  Criticil  Ji."vieii: — //  is 
common,  and  Homer  has  rftcn  dune  the  fame,  in  regard  to 
Lis  hero' s fiL-ords  andf:;iars,  \d'c. 

(ot)  This  alludes  iu  a  fart  of  their  cr'ticifm  upon  the 
Race  above-me:itioned,  ivherein  they  obfer-ve,  "  the  author 
has  aitacltd booLfdlcrs,  printers,  and  even  Rc-jieivirs 
r—i.h  !  Pnfn.ption  .'  ait-iek  Rci-ieiiu  rs  !  a  fet  of  gen- 
tlemen t^o  /"  iVe  actnoivUdge  thejujiicc  of  this  tcmark, 
andfabmit  to  the  lafh. 

(h)  Every  inginuous  mind  mujl  conceive  the  utmofl 
fontetr.pt  for  tnndirn  critieifin,  by  looking  bad  on  the 
treatment  of  the  late  Mr.  Churchill,  where  iccfnd  the 
very  critics,  iiho,  a!  his  fitfl  appear.mce  in  public,  •u-r.uld 

fcarcely  alloiu  him  the  ie.ijl  frcteiifwns  to  genius,  difa- 
voiiing  their  fnncr  proceedings,  and  meanly  courtlrg  his 

friendjlip.      Sc:  the  Critical  Rciiexv  about  that  period. 


ah,  lend  me  winfs,") 
nfiftent  things,  / 
eft  who  rhymes  for  f 


'  To  thee  my  caufe  1  trufl ;  oh,  lend  me  wines,' 
'  bhow  tvit  iXK^jack  to  be  conf  " 
'  And  that  he  rhymes  the  bcf 
'  kings.' 

Lur'd  by  a  fober,  honcfl  thirft  for  fame. 
Armllrong  appear'd  to  lay  his  lawful  claim; 
/.rmilrong,  wiioi'e  mufe  has  taujjht  the  youth  ta 

prove 
fo)  The  fweet  economy  o^  h.-allh  and  love. 
But,  when  he  faw  what  fpleen  each  bofom  fir'd 
t'orth  from  the  field  lie  rnodcIUy  retired. 

Not  fo  repub'd,  nor  overaw'd  with  fhame. 
Next  Hill  Hood  forih,  a  darluig  child  of  l-"amc; 
But,  as  to  Juftice,  Fame  herfelf  muft  bow, 
I'hc  poets'  i/jy  .  (hall  never  deck  liis  brow  : 
Elle  who,  like  Hili,  can  favc  a  fickiy  age; 
Like  him  arreU  the  hand  of  death  with /rp--  (p)f 
But  ■  q)  this  the  ancients  ne-^ier  ine-zc,  or  fure 
They  ng'er  had  died  whUc  f.gc  remain'd  a  cure. 
Oh,  ma-chlefs  Hill !  if  aui'Jit  the  mufe  forefee 
Of  things  conceal'd  in  dark  fiitinify. 
Death's  triumph   by  thy  (kill  fliall  foon  be  o'er, 
Hence  dire  dilcal'e  and  pain  (hall  be  no  more ; 
'  l"is  thine  to  fave  whole  nations  from  his  maw. 
By  fonie  new  Tinfh  re  of  a  Bar'.ey-fraiu. 
He  bow'd,  and  fpoke  : — '  Oh,  Goddcl's,  heav'nly 

'  fair  ! 
'  To  thy  own  Hill  now  fliow  a  mother's  care; 
'   If  I  go  unrewaided  hence  awav, 
'   W'hat  bard  will  court  tliee  on  a  future  day  ? 
'  Who  toils  like  me  thy  tenij)le  to  unlock, 
'    By  mcrjl  ejf.iys,  rhime,  and  'aaicr-dock  ? 
'  V>'ith  pcrleverance  who  like  me  could  write 
'  hificttr  on  Inferior,  night  by  night; 
'  .Supplying  ftili,  with  uncxhaurted  head, 
'    1  ill  every  reader  flumber'd  as  he  read  ? 
'  I\'o  longer  then  my  lawful  claim  delay.' 
(/•)  She  imil'd — Kill  fimper'd,  and  went  pleas'd 
away. 

Next  Dodlley  fpoke  : — '  A  bookfeller  and  bard 
'   AI;'.y  fure  with  jullice  claim  the  firfl  regard. 
'   A  double  merit's  furely  his,  tlutt's  wont 
'  To  make  the  fiddle,  and  then  play  upon't; 
'   Bu;  more,  to  prove  bi-yond  a  uoubt  my  claim, 
'  Behold  the  woik  on  \\hich  1  build  my  fame! 


(o)  This  gentleman  has  obliged  'he  public  tvith  tvit 
poeiiiul  pieces ;  the  one  intituled,  "  'The  Economy  of 
Lo'Tie ;"  the  other,  "  Health;"  in  ivhich  he  has  dif' 
played  great  abilities.  Loth  in  fcntimcnt  and  di£iitn. 

{J))  It  is  impofp.ble  to  exprefs  the  obligations  of  the 
public  to  the  author  of  this  ci/loicry.  IVe  team  that  the 
ancients  had  indeed  the  art  of  refloring  youth,  ly  cutting 
the  parly  to  pieces,  and  boilirg  tl/cm  in  a  kettle  ;  but  ter- 
tainly  the  horror  of  fo  difmai  a  prccefs  (ccvld  the  art  he 
re-vi-jed)  TPight  deter  a  pcrfcn  of  a  moderate  fhare  of 
courage  from  receiving  the  ben.fi  cf  it.  But  Dr.  Hill 
has  removed  the  fruples  vf  the  vsajl  timorous,  and  hat 
promife.l  all  the  good  eff'cSis  of  fo  drcodful  an  experiment, 
in  a  difoveryt'Othfimple  and  palatable. 

(?)  Afa\ourite  cxpreffwn  of  Dr.  HilVs,  in  all  hit 
advertifcments,  is,  "  the  ancicnts  knew  tills, — the 
Greeks  knew  thip,  tifc.  Izfc. 

(r)  As  the  reader  may  perhaps  afcertain  "within  him- 
felf  the  figure  fiucefs  of  Dr.  Hill,frDm  the  fmile  of  tH 
Coddefi,  he  is  dcfircd  tofifpcnd his  judgment,  a:id  co'fider 
that  there  arefmiles  of  conlawpt  us  -uxll  as  ofapproia^ 
tion,  ' 
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\  Search  every  tragic  fcene  of  Greece  and  Rome, 

['  From  ancient  Sophocles  to  modern  Hume; 

'  Examine  well  the  condad,  diclion,  plan, 

I'  And  match,  then  match  Cleone,  if  you  can. 

|«  A  father  wretched — Jiufband  wretched  more, 

'  A  harmlcfs  baby  welt'ring  in  irs  gore  ; 

'  Such  dire  diftrefs  as  ne'er  was  feen  before  ! 

tfelt 


Next  .Smollet  came.    What  author  dare  refifl 
HiHorian,  critic,  hard,  and  novelliil  ? 
»  To  reach  thy  temple,  honour'd  Fame,'  he  cried, 
'  Where,  where's  an  avenue  1  have  not  tried  i 
'  But  fmce  the  glorious  prefcnt  of  to-day 
*■  Is  meant  to  grace  alone  the  poet's  lay, 
'  My  claim  I  wave  to  ev'ry  art  behde, 

♦  And  reft  my  plea  upon  the  Regicide  (/). 

(«) 

«  But  if,  to  crown  the  labours  of  my  niufe, 
'  Thou,  inaufpicious,  fhould'lt  the  wreath  refufe, 
'  Whoe'er  attempts  it  in  this  fcribbling  age, 
'  Shall  feel  the  Scottifh  pow'rs  of  Critic  rage; 

♦  Thus  fpurn'd,  thus  difuppointed  of  my  aim, 
'  I'll  Hand  a  bugbear  in  the  road  to  Fame  ; 

«  Each  future  minion's  infant  hopes  undo, 
'  And  blaft  the  budding  honours  of  his  brow.' 

Hefaid — and,  grown  with  future  vengeance  big, 
(x)  Grimly  he  fhook  his  fcientific  wig. 

To  clinch  the  caufe,  and  fuel  add  to  fire, 
Behind  came  Hamilton,  his  truily  fquire. 
A  wliile  he  paus'd,  revolving  the  dilgrace. 
And  gath'ring  all  the  horrors  of  his  face  ; 
Then  rais'd  his  head,  and  turning  to  the  crowd, 
Burfl  into  bellowir.g    terrible  and  loud. 

♦  Hear  my  refolve,  and  firll  by  G —  1  fwear — 

«  By  Smollet,  and  his  gods;  whoe'er  Ihall  dare 
»  With  him  this  day  for  glorious  fame  to  vie 
'  Sous'd  in  the  bottom  of  the  ditch  fliall  lie  ; 
«  And  know,  the  world  no  other  Ihail  confefs 

♦  Whilif  1  have  crab-tree,  hfe,  or  lettcr-prefs.' 
Scar'd  at  the  menace,  aiit/jen  fearful  grew. 

Poor  Virtue  trembled,  and  e'eu  (jy)  Vice  look'd 
lliii'. 
Next  Wilkes  appear'd,  vain  hoping  the  reward, 
A  glorious  patriot,  an  ingloriou-^  bard. 
Yet  erring,  fliot  far  wide  of  Frceuom's  mark, 
'  And  rais'd  a  flame  in  putting  out  a  fpark: 

(s)  hi  perufrig  the  above  piece,  the  readers  ?nay  ob- 
f'.we  ibe  ilijj'e't enl  ejf'edis  of  griej  here  mentioned,  ivhere 
me  charaiier  complahis  of  being  droivned  in'tears-,  and 
another  that  he  cannot fhed  any. 

(/)  A  Tra;^edy  tvrittcn  by  Dr.  S.  and  printed  by 
fuhfcriptian,  b:it  never  aded.  See  "  Companion  to 
the  Playhoufe,"   Fol.  I. 

■  ((/)    'he  reader  is  to  fuppofi  tk:t  thefe  aferlfis  muji 
•    certainly  mean  Ju7nethi,ig  of  the    uimojl    cmfeaucnce. — 

■  It  is  exaSily  of  the  fimc  kind  ivith  the  blank  page  in 
•*   Trifiratn  Shandy. 

(x)  Annuit  et  totum  nutu  treraefeclt  Olympum. 

VlKGlL. 

(v)  As  pale /J  an  epithet  that  chjrarferr/es  the  fear 
«f  mortals,  th-  author  has  made  nfe  of  the  Poetica  l.i- 
?cntia,  in  ii-aking  a  g'-ddefs  turn  'ulue. 


Near  to  the  throne,  with  filerit  flep  he  came, 
To  whifper  in  her  ear  his  filthy  claim; 
But,  ruin  to  his  hopes  ;  behind  flood  near, 
Vs'^ith  fit'd  attention  and  a  gieedy  ear, 
A  fneaking  />/■/>/?,  who  hear/i,  and  to  the  crowd 
Blabb'd,  v/ith  nicji grievous  Keal,  the  tale  aloud. 
Tile  peaceful  Niite,  whom  nothing  lefs  could  vex. 
Flew  on  the  vile  alTalTin  of  the  feK, 
Difown'd  all  knowledge  of  his  brutal  lays, 
(;.-)  And  fcratch'd  the  front  intended  for  the  bays. 
Here  Johnfon   comes — unblelt   with   outward 
grace. 
His  rigid  morals  Aamp'd  upon  his  face. 
While  ftrong  conceptions  Ifruggle  in  his  brain 
(For  even  wit  is  brought  to  bed  with  pain). 
To   view   him,  porters   with  their  loads  wotild 

reft. 
And  babes  cling  frighted  to  the  nurfe's  breaft. 
With  looks  convuls'd,  he  roars  in  pompous  ftrain. 
And,  like  an  angry  lion,  Ihakes  his  mane. 
'Fhe  N:nc,  w^ith  terror  ftruck,  who  ne'er  had  feen 
Aught  human  with  fo  liorrible  a  mien, 
Debating,  whether  they  fhould  ftay  or  run — 
Virtue  ftcps  forth,  and  claims  him  for  her  fon. 
With  gentle  fpeeeh  fhe  warns  him  now  to  yield, 
Nor  ftain  his  glories  in  the  doubtful  field  ; 
But,  wrapt  in  confcious  worth,  content  lit  down, 
;Mnce  Fame  refolv'd  his  various  pleas  to  crown, 
Fhough  forc'd  his  prefent  claim  to  difavow, 
Had  longreferv'd  a  chaplet  for  his  brov.'.^ 
He  bo  .vs ;  obeys — for  Time  fnali  firil  expire, 
Ere  Johnlbn  ftay,  when  \  irtuc  bids  retire. 

Next  Murphy  filence  broke: — '  Oh,  Goddefs 
'  fair! 
'  To  whom  1  ftill  prefer  my  daily  pray'r ; 
'   For  whofe  dear  falie  Fve  fcratch'd  my  drowfy 

'  head, 
'   And  robb'd  alike  the  living  and  the  dead ; 
'  Stranger  to  fear,  have  plung'd  through    thick 

'  and  thin, 
'  And  Fleet-ditch fiVjri/zjdragg'd  to  I.incoln's-Inn; 

Smile  on  my  hopes,  thy  favour  let  me  fliare, 
'    And  fhow  mankind  Hibsrnia  boafts  thy  care.' 
Here  ftopp'd  he,  inter  rupte.i_  quick  by  Jones, 
A  poLt,  rais'd  from  mortar,  brick  and  ifones. 
'  Goddefs,'  he  cries,  '  rejedl  his  pitch-pitch  ivork, 
'    {a)  He  ivas  a  butter-feller^  s  boy  at  Cork; 
'  On  me  beftow  the  prize,  on  mc,  who  came 
'   From  my  dear  country  in  purfuit  of  fame  : 
'  For  thus  advis'd  Macenas  (beft_  of  men)  : 
"  Jones,  drop  the  trowel,  and  aiTume  the  pen ; 
"  'i'he  Mufes  thrive  not  in  this  barren  foil, 
"  Come,  feek  with  me,    fair    Albion's   happier 

ille ; 
"  There  Ihall  thetheatres  increafe  thy  ftore, 
"  And  Effex  bleed  to  make  thy  purfe  run  o'er." 
'  Thus  have  I  fondly  left  the  mafon's  care, 
'  To  build  imaginary  tow'rs  i'  th'  air  ; 

fs)  A  poet  enamourtd  of  olvious  finiiles,  ivould  cer- 
taiidy  have  compated  this  aSlion,  for  the  honour  of 
the  fex,  to  an  outrcnc  often  coniviittedhy  the  female  mo- 
hdit-i,frum  a  inotiveflill  more  ir.tercjling  , — hut  ovr 
author  has  deilincd  the  comparifun,  out  of  rcfpeB  to  ilia 
virain-delicacy  of  the  Mufes  ;  and  the  reader  icill  fur- 
thermore oLferve,  that  their  fng:rs  rove  no  lower  tbari. 
his  forehead. 

'^(j)   See  the  "  Fidlock,"  a  fr.'rrllous  pccm„ 
N  p  iiij 
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•  Then,  fince  my  ^oWcn  hopes  have  prov'd  a  cheat, 

•  (^)  Oh,  give  hini  Fanic,  whom  Fate  forbids  to 

*  eat; 

•  This,  this  at  leaft  to  mc  forlorn  fupply, 

•  I'll  live  contented  on  a  farthing  pye.' 

Next  in  the  train  advancM  a  Highland  lad, 
Array'd  in  brogues  and  Caledonian  plaid, 
Surrounded  by  jiis  countrymen,  while  loud 
The  \  Britiflj  Homer  rang  through  all  the  crowd. 
Then  he  with  mickle  pride  and  uncouth  air 
His  bonnet  dofT'd,  and  thus  prcferr'd  hispray'r  : 

'  Oh,  Tame  !  regard  mc  with  propitious  eyes, 

•  Give  me  to  feize  this  long-contefted  prize ; 

•  hi  e/iic  lines  I  fhinc,  the  king  of  vcrle  ; 

•  From  torn  and  tatter'd  fcraps  of  ancient  Erfe, 
'  'Tis  mine  a  perfect  pile  to  raile,  for  all 

.  *  IMuft  own  the  wond'rous  ftru(5lure  of  Fii^gjl !' 
No  kfs  a  miracle,  tiian  if  a  Turk 
A  mnfijue  Ihould  raife  up  of  Mofaic  work. 

Next  Mallet  came;  Mallet  who  knows  each  art. 
The  ear  to  tickle,  and  to  footh  the  heart ; 
W  ho,  with  a  goofe-quill,  like  a  magic  rod, 
Transforms  a  Scottifh  peer  into  a  gad. 
Oh  !  matchlefs  Mallet,  by  one  flroke  to  clear. 
One  lucky  Oroke,  four  hundred  pounds  a-year  ! 
l.ong  round  a  Court  poor  Gay  dependent  h.ung, 
(And  yet  moll  (c)  trimly  has  the  poet  fung) 
"I'wice  fix  revolving  years  vain-hoping  pall. 
And  unrewarded  went  away  at  lafl. 

Again  dame  Prudence   checks  the  madd'ning 
flrain, 
And  thus  advifes,  wifely,  though  in  vain  : 

"  Ah,  Spur  !  enlifted  in  a  lucklefs  caufe, 
"  Who,  pelf  dtfpifmg,  feeks  for  vain  applaufe, 
"  Thy  will  how  ftubborn,  and  thy  wit  howfmall, 
"  To  think  a  mufc  can  ever  thrive  on gnll .' 
"  'J'hen  timely  throw  thyvenom'd  fliafts  afide, 
"  Choofe  out  fonie  fool  blown  up  with  pow'r  and 

*'  pride-!— 
*'  Be  flattery  thy  arrotv,  this  thy  butt, 
"  And  praife  the  de-oil  for  his  cloven  foot.'*- 

The  counfcl's  good; — but  how  fhall I fubfcribe, 
\Vho  fcorn  to  flatter,  and  deleft  a  brite  ? 


With  judgment  fometimes  warp'd,  but  oft  refin'd, ' 
Next  Clcland  came — the  champion  of  mankind !    i 
V^'ho  views,  contented  with  his  little  flate, 
Wealth  fquander'd  by  the  partial  hand  of  fate. 
And,  whilft  dull  rogues  the  joys  of  life  partake 
Lives,  a  great  patriot — on  3,  mutton J},at  ! 

Dreaming  of  genius,  which  he  never  had. 
Half-wit,  haU-fool,  half-critic,  up.d  half-mad; 
Seizing,  like  Shirley,  on  the  poet's  lyre. 
With  all  the  rage,  but  not  one  fpark  of  fire; 
F.ager  for  flaughter,  and  refolv'd  to  tear 
From   others'  brows  that  wreath   he  m«ft  not 
wear. 


In  voice  mofl  weak,  in  fentiment  mofl  ftrong, 
Like  Milton  murder'd  in  aa  eunucb\^  fong. 
With  honefty  no  malice  e'er  could  fhame. 
With  prejudices  hunger  ne'er  could  tame, 


(i)  //  is  a  mortijlcaiion  to  "which  the proftJJ'cd patrons 
cj merit  muj}  ir.tr  be  liable,  to  haie  their  ueHe-voldnce 
acinfeJ,  and  their  hoj  es  dccei-ved i—but  great  fouls  have 
no  limits,  or  rather  dijdu'n  any,  lubicb  is  ivell  exprejjcd 
by  f^oltaire: 

Repandez  vos  bienfaits  avec  magnificence, 
Meme  au  moins  vcrtueux  ne  les  rciufcz  pas, 

Ne  vous  informcz  pas)  de  leur  reconnoiflance, 
II  eft  grand,  il  eft  beau,  dc  faire  des  ingrats. 


^  There  is  indeed  an  air  of  originality,  ivhich,  to 
a  literary  virtuofo,  renders  Fingal  icorthy  of  notice. 
But  I  am  afraid  the  North- Britons  cannot  eifily  be  i:c- 
guitted  of  national  partialit\  ;  ivho,  inflead  of  a  bona  i 
end  thijlle,  iiLi.h  vould  have  been  no  incompetent  re- 
•ward,  have  infijlcd  on  his  right  t»  a  crotun  o^  laurel. 

(.')  He  told  me,  once  upon  a  day, 
Triiii  arc  thy  fonnets,  gentle  Gay. 


Next  Kenrick  came ;  all-furious,  and  replete 
VVith  brandy,  malice,  ptrtncfs,  and  conceit. 
Unlkill'd  in  daflic  lore,  through  envy  blind 
'I'o  all  that's  beauteous,  learned,  or  refin'd, 
For  faults  alone  behold  the  favage  prowl. 
With  reafon's  offal  glut  his  rav'ning  foul, 
Pleas'd  with  his  prey,  its  inmoft  blood  he  drinb. 
And  mumbles,  paws,  and  turns  it — till  it  ftinks.'    .. 
Fred  he  ftood,  nor  deign'd  one  bow  to  Fame,  i 
Then  bluntly  thus: — '  WUl.  Kenrick  is  my  nain&< 
'  Who  are  t^icfe minions  crowding  to  thy  fane? 
"  Poets!   'Pfhaw  !  fcribblers,  impotent  and  vain;  i; 

♦  The  chaplet's  mine — I  claim  it,  who  inherit 
'  ('3')   Dennis's   rage,   and    Milbourne's  glorious 

•  fpirit.' 
Struck  with  amazement.  Fame,  who  ne'er  had  fan  < 
A  face  fo  brazen,  and  lb  pert  a  mien. 
Calmly  replied,  '  Vain-boafter,  go  thy  way, 
'  And  prove  more  furious  and  more  dull  than  thev.' 

Then  Brown  appear'd — with   fuch   an  air  he 
mov'd. 
And  ftiow'd  him  confident  and  felf-approv'd. 
Poor  injur'd,  honour'd  Pope  !  the  bard  on  thee 
(0  Has  clapp'd  a  rufty  lod  without  a  ke\ : 
Thus,  when  enraptur'd,  we  attenjpt  to  rove 
'i'hrough  all  the  fweets  of  thy  Pierian  grove, 
The  gate,  alas  !  is  ftrongly  barr'd :  and  all 
That  tafte  the  fweets  muft  climb  the  rugged  wall. 

Rev'rcnt   he  bow'd,    and    thus   addrcfs'd  the 
throne : 

'  One  boon,  oh !  grant  me,  and  the  dav'smy  own! 
'  When  the  fliriil  trumpet  calls  the  rival  train 
'  To  fcour  with  nimble  feet  the  dufty  plain, 
'  Let  not  the  dread  profeflbr  Lowth  appear 

*  To  Irecze  thy  vot'ry's  fhiv'ring  foul  with  fear, 
'  Tear  the  fine  form,  perhaps,  of  all  I've  writ, 

'  And  drown  me  in  a  deluge  of  his  wit.' 

Next  Vaugh'n  appear'd  ;  he  fmil'd,  and  ftrok'd 

his  chin. 
And,  pleas'd  to  think  his  carcafe  was  fo  thin, 
So  moulded  for  the  Race,  while  felf-d«;bb'd  wonh 
Bcam'd  from  his  eyes,  he  hemm'd — and  thus  held 

forth : 


(</)  Dennis  and Milbourne,tivo  things  ira/.WCritici, 
damned  to  immortality  for  being  the  perfecutors  of  Dryikn 
and  poj'e, 

(^)  Alluding  to  the  "  Effay  on  Satire," prefxeitt 
the  fccond  volume  of  Bope' s  Works,  iibicb  the  reader  *f 
no  difernment  might  mif.ake  for  the  produBion  of  that 
immortal  genius,  unlefs  he  is  lucty  enough  toflumh!;  upoM 
the  title-page.  It  has  often  been  a  matter  of  aflonijkmentt 
hotv  it  came  there  ;  as  there  is  no  fuch  privilege  in  Mr, 
Bope's  ivill,  bequiathod  to  the  editor,  together  "uitb  ttt 
Gay.  \  property  of  his -zvoris. 


i 
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)ddefs,  your  flave ; — 'tis  true  I  draw  the  quill 
')  Sometimes  through  anger,  not  to  fhow  my 

♦  {kill; 
t  all  muft  own,  fpite  of  the  (  o")  Beards  report, 
'.lere's  obvious  merit  in  my  keen  rctorf  : 
lough  Flexney  (oh !  his  ignorance  confound  !) 
lis  its  contents  to  jfroi^?"  by  the  pound, 
;id,  deaf  to  genius,  and  its  pleas  to  fame, 

Its  it  to  purpofcs unfit  to  name. 

aen,  fmce  no p>cjit  from  the  mufe  I  draw, 
)u  can't  refufe  mt  fra'ife,  and  fo  your  ta — !' 
!  Goddcfs  laugh'd — and  who  could  well  con- 
I      tain, 

ifee  fuch  foplings  Ikip  around  her  fane  ? 
'ext  Churchill   came — his  face   proclaim'd  a 
(      heart, 

|it  fcorn'd  to  wear  the  fmooth  addrefs  of  art, 
■ngly  mark'd  out  that  firm  uuconquer'd  foul, 
iich  nought  on  earth  could  bias  or  controul. 
bow'd — when  all  fneer  at  his  want  oi grace  (^), 
1  uncouth  form,  ill-fuitcd  to  the  Race; 
ile  he  contemptuous  fniil'd  on  all  around, 
j^  thus  addrei's'd  her  in  a  (/)  voice  profound  : 
fGoddefs,  thefe  gnatlings  move  not  me  at  all, 
|:ome  by  juft  decrees  to  {land  or  fall, 
j'hen  firft  the  daring  bard  afpires  to  fing, 
to  check  the  fallies  of  his  infant  wing, 
ritics  not  only  try  (your  pardon,  Fame, 
jo  you  a  ftranger  is  the  critic's  name), 
jut  every  blockhead,  who  pretends  to  write, 
rould  damp  his  vigour,  and  retard  his  flight. 
jritics,  oh  Fame  !  are  things  compos'd  between 
he  two  ingredients,  Ignorance  and  Spleen  ; 
l.'ho,  like  the  Daw,  would  infamoufly  tear 
Ihe  fhining  plumes  they  fee  another  wear, 
hat,  thus  unfeather'd  by  thefe  wretched  elves, 
1 11  may  appear  as  naked  as  themfelves. 
Hard  is  the  talk  in  fuch  a  caufe  t*  engage 
l/ith  fools  and  knaves  eternal  war  to  wage, 
!y  fears  or  partial  feelings  unfubdu'd, 
I'o  hurl  defiance  at  f©  vail  a  crowd ; 
'o  fland  the  teizing  of  their  little  fpleen, 

0  oft  to  clear  the  witling-crowded  fcene  ; 
rom  vice  and  folly  tear  the  foul  difguife, 
.nd  crufli  at  once  the  hydras  as  they  rife. 

1  et  on  I  will — unaw'd  by  flavifti  fears, 

''ill  galn'd  the  glorious  point,  or  loft  my  ears).' 
^Jext  from  the  temple  fix  poetic  cubs, 
th  him  whofe  humble  mule  delights  in  JhruBt, 
d  commentator  Fawkes — let  Woty  tell, 
one  who  fees,  how  much  he  can  excel, 


(/)  Facit  Indignatio  Vcrfus.]  Let  no  one  pretend 
fjy,  that  even  anger  has  not  its  good  effeHs^ftnce  ive 
e  the  immortal  ivorks  both  of  a  'Jwjenalanda  Vaughan 
^hcir  being  roiifed  by  afpirit  of  refentment. 
[^)  A  name  by  ivhicb  the  late  A'Ir.  Church'll  luas 
inguijhed,  on  account,  as  ive  f'ppofe,  of  the  ro::gb 
nner  in  -ivhicb  he  bandied  the  gentle  bards  ttho  -H'Cie 
mlvcky  as  to  come  ivithin  reach  of  his  poetical  pawf. 
(A)  Not  fpiritual grace,  but  grace  in  making  a  boiu  ; 
ij  the  reaJc'  mufl  be  let  into  thefecret,  this  >i:ay  refer 
\be  can/i/s  oj  the  critics  in  general,  againfl  the  unkaymo- 
ufnefs  of  bis  numbers. 

(<)  Mr.  Churchill,  as  a  fcholar,  is  here  fup^cfed 
•II  acquainted  ivith  that  general  rnaxitn  in  oratory, 
)quere  ore  rotunda,  vjbichii  here  rendered  a  voce 
found,  ■'    . 
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Who  wipes  all  doubts  from  facrcd  texts  away. 

Clear  as  the  fkies  upon  a  mifty  day  ; 

Bard,  critic,  and  divine — with  upturn'd  eyes 

Dejeiled  Virtue  to  the  Goddefs  cries, 

"    IVhat  luays  and  means  for  raifng  thcfupplics  /" 

Awhile  demurring  who  fhould  move  x\\e.  plca^^ 
Fawkes  claim'd  the   right,    from   having    ta'cn 

degrees  ; 

«  Coinbind,  dear  Woty,  fure  we  ne'er  can  fail, 
'  I'll  fpeak — do  thou  hold  up  the  caffock's  tail ' 
Pie  hcmm'd — then  haw'd — then  bow'd,  and  thus 

began : 
'  Oh  Fame  !  propitious  view  the  friendly  plan : 
'  See  La^u  on  Gojpel,  caft  a  focial  look, 
'  And  Moles  fide  with  I>yttleron  and  Coke : 
'  Let  not  a  partnerfhip,  unknown  before, 
'  In  vain  for  favour  and  the  bays  implore ; 
'  But  guide  thy  vot'ry's  feet  acrofs  the  plain, 
'  While  gentle  Woty  bears  the  fable  train  ; 
'  And  crown'd  with  conqueft,  amply  to  reward 

•  So  mean  an  office  in  fo  great  a  bard, 

*  Six  days  in  feven  I'll  the  wreath  refign, 
'  Only  on  Sundays  be  its  honours  mine.* 

Rev'rent  he  bow'd---then  Bickerftaff  advanc'tl, 
WiiSing-Song-M'fe,  by  vail  fuccefs  enhanc'd; 
Who,  when   fair   Wright,  dellroying    Reafon's 

fence. 
Inveigles  our  applaufe  in  fplte  of  fenfc, 
M'^ith  fyreu-volce  our  jufter  rage  confounds, 
And  clothes  fwcet  nonfenfe  in  delufive  founds. 
Pertly  commends  the  judgment  of  the  town. 
And  arrogates  the  merit  as  his  own  ; 
Talks  of  his  talle  !  how  well  each  air  was  liit  ? 
While  printi^rs  and  their  deiiUs  praife  his  wit ; 
And,  wrapp'd  ia  warm'furtout  of  felf-conceit. 
Defies  the  critics  cold,  and  poet's  heat. 

He  ey'd  the  ra'oble  round,  and  thus  began  : 
'  Goddefs  1  I  wonder  at  the  pride  of  man  ! 
'  Fellows,  w'nofe  accents  never  yet  have  hung 
'  On  (kllful  Beard's  or  Brent's  harmonious  tongue, 
'  Dare  here  approach,  (yf )  ivho  chatter  Hie  a  parrot, 
'   (/J)   But  hardly  knoiu  a  fu^cep"  s  head  from  a  carrot, 
'  Whofe  taftolcfs  lines  ne'er  grac'd  a  royal  ftage, 
'  Nor  cliarni'd  a  tuneful  crotchet-\ov\x\jg  age ! 
'  Prove  then,  oh  Goddefs!  to  my  labours  kind, 
'  And  let  the  fons  of  Bulnep  lag  behind, 
«   While  (/)  boity  toity,  i'il-f:y  fnfhy,  I 
'  On  ballad-wings  fpring  forth  to  viiSlory.' 

So  fure  !— but  juftice  ftops  thee  in  thy  flight. 
And  damns  thy  labours  to  eternal  night. 
Brands  that  fuccefs  which  boails  no  juft  pretence 
To  genius,  judgment,  wit,  or  common  fenfe; 
But  who  for  talle  fliall  dare  prefcribe  the  laws, 
Or  ftop  the  torrent  of  the  mob's  applaufe  ? 

In  thought  (ot)  fubhm'd,  next  Elphinfton  Came 
forth, 
And  thus  harangu'd  the  Goddefs  on  his  worth : 
«  'Tis  mine,  oh  Fame !  full  fraught  with  Atlk  lortf. 
'  Long-loft  pronunciation  to  rcllore, 
'  Of  letters  to  reform  each  vile  abufe, 
'  And  bring  the  Grecian  («)  happa  into  ufe. 

(^)  See  Love  in  a  f^illagc,  an  Opera, 

(')   Ibid. 

(?»)  Afa'jourite  luordofthisantbur.  See  Education f 
a  Poem. 

(»)  Mr.  Elphinflon  intends  fh:iri'y  to  fav  before  the 
public  his  reafoHi  for  giving  C  altuays  tha  found  of  the 


fired  Jit  Ktcvra.,  •which   ivili  certainly  ^hie  a  foftiirfs 
and  digiiily   to  the  cxprejpons   of  ma.iy  other  ivorJs  in 
our  language,  as  well  as  this  iiijlaiiceil  by  the  author. 
(o)  For  where  thou  liv'fl;  I  live,  where  di'fl.  I  dy, 
Joint  as  we  {land,  unfever'dfliall  we  ly. 

Education. 
Nor  boafled  fclfifli  dulnefs  fecial  iiame.     Ibid. 
(/)  Some  plea  might  urge  clandeftine  education, 
But  Where's  a  whetter  like  my  emulation  ? 

Ibid. 
(?)  Nay  deign  a  tender  fmileon  humble  taw.  Ibjd. 
(r)  Hail,  Daniel!  with  the  ciiptive  viihlors.  three  ! 
How  is  Lonj^inus  felf  to  them  and  thee  ?  Ibid. 
(.')  Ne'er  fhall  kecnTullycatcha  Peter's  fire.  Ibjo. 
(')  — — — — ^— —  iiitisfy  her  lore. 

With  pleafing  food,  but  let  her  pant  for  more. 

iHin. 
(i,)  See  the  Piefacetr.  the  "  Gmrdian  Oulwllfed." 
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«  TuIIy  once  mare  his  proper  name  fhall  know, 

*  Reftor'd  its  ancient  found  of  Kikcro. 

*  Firfl,  from  my  native  tongue,  'tis  mine  t'  expel 

*  The  fuperfluities  of  E  (o)  and  L  ,- 

*  T'  unveil  the  long-conccal'd  rccefsof  truth, 

*  f^J^'^  ''f^'^^  betimes  to  bend  the  pliant  youth  ; 

*  To  point  the  means  of  proper  recreation, 

*  And  prove  no  (/>)  luhMer  equals  emulation : 

*  In  fong  didadic  as  I  move,  to  draw 

*  The  (y)  proper  rules  iorjludy  and  for  ta-a' ; 

*  In  tafte  forfacrcd  writings  to  refine  us, 

*  And  (r)  ihow  the  odds  'twixt  Daniel  and  Lon- 

'  ginus; 

*  To  criticife,  inllru<5l,  and  prove,  in  metre 
»  Tully's  {s)  a  pcrfecl:  blockhead  to  St.  Peter  -. 

*  Deign  then,  oh  Fame  !   (/)  tofatisfy  my  lore, 

*  Who've  wrote  as  mortal  man  ne'er  wrote  before, 

*  Broke  through  all  pedant  rules  of  mood  and 

'  tenle, 

*  And  nobly  foar'd  beyond  the  reach  of  fenfe.' 

He  bow'd ; — then  Arne  fwift  bolted   through 
the  throng, 
Renown'd  for  all  the  various  pow'rs  of  fong : 
Sweet  as  the  Thracian's,  whole  melodious  woe 
]Vlov'd  the  ftcrn  tyrant  of  the  {hades  below; 
Or  that,  by  which  the  faithlefs  fyrcn  charms, 
Andwoos  thefailor  fhipwreck'd  in  her  arms: 
Soft  as  the  notes  which  Phoebus  did  employ 
To  raife  the  glories  of  ill-fated  Troy  ; 
Or  tliofe  which  banilh'd  Rcafon  could  recal. 
And  bring  the  devil  cap'ring  out  of  Saul. 

But,  not  contented  with  his  crotchet-praife, 
Lo  !  be  adventures  for  the  poet's  bays  ! 

No  more  is  genius  rear'd  in  clafTic  fchools, 
"But  falls,  hke  fortune,  on  the  head  of  fools : 
Dull  dogmas,  thunder'd  from  the  pedant's  mouth, 
Ko  more  fiiall  tire  the  ear-belabour'd  youth; 
Since   bards  now   fpring   without   the    pains    of 
lapnng,  [thra/ling. 

Like   Arne    and   Duck,    from  fJdting  and  'from 

'Oh,  Fame,'  he  cries,'  with  kind  attention  hear 

*  The  caufe  why  I  thy  candidate  appear. 
♦  Ere  yet///  out-witied  Guardian  crawl'd  to  light, 

'  ('/)  Four  fmother'd  brats  I  doom'd  to   endlcfs 

'  night ; 
'  Abalh'd,  left  any  thing  lefs  fair  Ihould  prove 
'  Unworthy  Arne,  and  thy  maternal  love. 

*  But  here  behold  a  babe,  to  whom  belonor 

*  The  double  gifts  of  eloquence  and  fong  ;° 
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'  Who,  not  like  other  infants  born  or  brtfd, 
'  Sprung  fortlj,  like  Pallas,  from  its  daddy's  head 
'  On  me,  tht.':,  Fame,  oh!  let  thy  favours  fall,  ' 
'  And  fliow  that  Tommy  Arne  outwits  'cm  all !' 

Here  Fr s  rais'd  his  head,  though  laft  not 

lealt, 
A  wanton  poet,  and  a  folemn  pricft  ; 
By  turns  through  hfe  each  charadcr  we  mark, 
A  prieil  by  day,  a  poet  in  the  dark ; 
Yet  each  at  will  the  Proteus  can  forfake. 
Now  politician,  now  commences  rake  ; 
Nay  worfe.--(if  Fame  fay  true)  pandersfor  love, 
And  adls  the  Merc'ry  toaluftful  Jove. 
Now  grave  he  fits,  and  checks  th'unhallow'd  jcft, 
Whilft  his  fage  precepts  cool  each  am'rous  breaft- 
Now  ftrips  the  priefis  difguife,  awakes  defire. 
Tells  the  lewd  tale,  and  fans  the  dying  fire  : 
All  poz'd,  dcfpair  his  charaefler  to  paint, 
And  wonder  how  the  dev'l  they  loft  the  faint ! 
Next  from  the  diflercnt  theatres  came  forth 
A  fcore  at  leaft,  of  felt'-lufficient  worth  ; 
Each  claims  the  chuplet,  or  protefts  his  wrong, 
A  prologue  ////  had  wrote,  and  that  a  fong ; 
F"orth  from  the  crowd  a  general  hifling  flies. 
To  Ice  fuch  triflers  arrogate  the  prize  ; 
But  fully  bent  this  day  the  Goddefs  came. 
To  hear  with  patience  every  coxc<jmb's  claim. 

Here  endlefs  groups  on  groups  from  every  ftreet, 
Popes,  Shaklpeares,  Jonlous,— in  their  own  con- 
ceit, 
With  hopes  elate  advance,  and  ardour  keen. 
Whom  not  one  mufe  had  ever  heard  or  fcen ; 
Who  ftill  write  on,  though  hooted  and  dlfgrac'd, 
And  damn  tlie  public  for  their  want  of  talle. 

Oh,  Vanity  !  whofe  far-extended  fway 
Nations  contefs,  and  potentates  obey. 
How  vaft   thy  reign  i — Say,  where,  oh  !  whcre'i 

the  man 
His  own  defects  who  boldly  dares  to  fcan, 
Juft  tohimfelf  ?--Ev'nnow,  whilft  I  incline 
To  paint  the  vot'ries  kneehng  at  thy  {brine, 
Whilft  others  follies  freely  I  impart. 
Thy  power  refiftlcfs  flutters  round  my  heart. 
Prompts  me  this  common  weaknefs  to  difclofe, 
((.v)  Myftlf  the  very  coxcomb  I  expofe). 
And,  ah  !  too  partial  to  my  lays  and  me  ! 
ATy  kind — yet  cruel  friends — foon  fliall  you  fee 
The  ciilprit-mi.fe,  whofe  idle  fportivc  vein 
No  views  can  bias,  and  no  fears  reftrain, 
(Thus  female  thieves,  though  threaten'd  with  dif- 

grace, 
Muft  ftill  be  fing'ring  dear  forbidden  lace), 
Dragg'd  without  mercy  to  that  awful  bar 
Where  ;»plecn  v.ith  Genius  holds  eternal  war; 
And  there,  her  final  ruin  to  fulfil, 
Condemn'd  hy  butcher.-,  pre-refolv'd  to'kill, 
In  vain  her  youth  Ihall  tor  compaftion  plead,| 
Ev'n  ior^fyll.iblc  the  wretch  fiiall  bleed. 
And,  'I'pitc  of  all  the  friendfhip  you  can  fhow, 
Be  made  a  public  fptiftack-  of  woe.  [mute- 

But  hold,  though  fentenc'd — manners  1    and  be 
Derrick  appears  to  move  his  tingly  fuit. 


(x")  A  very  ingenuous  dularation  it  mufl  be  acinoi^ 
ledged  ;  and  J  dare  venture  to  pronounce  our  author  the 
Jirji  -who  ever  made  it,  and  in  all  probability  the  lajl 
-who  ever  tuill.—'The  ancients  all  run  i,:to  the  contrary 
extreme,     tiee  Horace,  J'irgil,  Oi/../,  Lucjn,  izfi..  tjf. 
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■  "  Goddefs,  I  come  not  here  for  fame  to  vie, 
I  (A  mafter  of  the  ceremonies  1). 

i  Since  re-enthron'd  at  Bath  I  novv  appear, 
!  This  day  appoint  me  to  that  ftation  here; 

In  niceft  order,  I'll  condu6l  the  whole, 

All  riot  and  indecency  controul, 
'  For  know,  this  pigmy  {y)  frame  contains  a 
I  "  mighty  foul  I" 

!  "  Nay,  let  me  urge  a  more  important  claim, 
'.  'Twas  I  firft  gave  the  flrumpet's  (::;)  lift  to  fame, 

Their  age,  fize,  qualities,  if  brown  or  fair, 

Whofe  breath  was  fweeteft,  whofe  the  brighteft 
"  hair, 
'■  Difplay'd  each  various  dimple,  fmile,  and  frown, 

■  Vim'^-generaliffimo  to  all  the  town  ! 

'   From  this  what  vaft  advantages  accrue  !_ 

•  Thus  each  may  choofe  the  maid  of  partial  hue ; 

'  Know  to  whofe  bed  he  has  the  befl;  pretcnfions, 

'  Aud  buy  the  Venus  of  his  own  dimevfions. 

I    "  Nor  yet  a  ftranger  to  the  tuneful  nine,  [mine  ; 

'  Songs,    prologues,    and    meand'ring    odes   are 

!'  SuchJfK  rfvy/)m,  as  beft  becomes  a  king, 

,'  And  gentle  epigrams — without  a  fting; 

'  The  fam'd  Domitian  ftill  before  my  eyes, 

t'  Who  ne'er  for  paftime  murder'd  aught  but  flies; 

:<  Nay — let  my  mufe  boail  gentler  fport  than  he, 

['  Since  fly  or  gnat  was  never  hurt  by  me, 

,;'  By  me,  though  feated  in  monarchial  flatc, 

f'  And,  fpite  of  Harrington,  whofe  will  is  fate." 

I    Here  rais'd  the  little  monarch  on  his  toe. 

And  fmil'd  contempt  on  printers'  boys  below. 

He  fpoke.— The  goddefs  thus  reply'd— "  My 
I  "  fon, 

I"  'Tis  time  the  bufmefs  of  the  day  were  done  ; 
1"  Enjoy  what  thou  demand'!): — up  yonder  tree 
("  Climb  expeditious,  that  the  crowd  may  fee; 
'"  This  flag,  the  fignal  to  begin,  hang  out, 
:"  And  quell  the  tumult  of  the  rabble  rout,  [gaze, 
I     '=  But  fl:ay — methinks,  while  round  the  field  I 
'"  Amid  the  various  claimants  for  the  bays, 
"  One  fav'rite  bard  efcapes  my  notice — fay, 
"  My  dear  Melpomene,  on  fuch  a  day, 
•'  Why  is  not  thy  beloved  Shcnftone  here  ?" 
The  mufe  was  filcnt — fobb'd — and  dropp'd  a  tear. 
And  now  the  trumpet's  found,  by  Fame's  com- 
j  mand, 

^Proclaims  the  hour  of  ftarting  is  at  hand. 
iNow  round  the  goal  the  various  heroes  prefs, 
While  hope  and  fear  alternately  poffefs 
Each  anxious  breaft  '.  in  order  here  they  rife, 
And  panting  ftand  impatient  for  the  prize  : 
Scarce  can  they  wait  till  Derrick  takes  his  place, 
••  And  waves  the  flag,  as  fignal  for  the  race. 

But,  lo  1 — a  crowd  upon  the  plain  appear, 
I  With  Defcaizeau  flow-pacing  in  the  rear  ! 
'  Mafon  and  Thompfon,  Ogilvy  and  Hayes, 
And  he  whofe  hand  has  pluck'd  a  fprig  of  bays 
(n)  On  Rhsetla's  barren  hills — onward  they  move ; 
But  now  too  late  their  various  pow'rs  to  prove. 
Some  future  day  may  fair  occafion  yield 
To  weigh  their  fev'ral  merits  in  the  field  : 
For  fee  !  the  bards  with  expedlaticn  rife, 
Stand  llript,  and  ready  for  the  glorious  fl,rife  ; 

!      (jy)  Ingentes  animos  exercent  in  corpore  parvo. 

Virgil. 
(s)  A  Jjiof,  Infdrr.ous pamphlet,  intituled,  "■  Harris's 

llji:-' 

'  (.i  )  Se!  the  Traveller,  a  Poem., 


And  monarcli  Derrick  ■would  attempt  In  vain 
Their  furious  ardour  longer  to  reftrain. 

The   flag    difplay'd,    promifcuous    forth   they 
bound,  [ground; 

{b)  And  fliake  with  datt'ring  feet  the  powder'd 
Equal  in  flight  there  tivo  difpute  the  race, 
With  envious  ftrife,  and  meafure  pace  for  pace. 
Straight  all  is  uproar  and  tumultuous  din; 
T/jiV  tumbles  down,  another  breaks  his  fliin;^ 
That  (c)  fwearshis  puffing  neighbour  (links  of^in. 
Each  joftles  each,  a  wrangling,  madding  train. 
While  loud,  T:o  Order,  Derrick  calls  in  vain. 
Stuck  faft  in  mire  here  fome  defponding  lay, 
And,  grinning,  yield  the  glories  of  the  day. 
For,  maugre  all  primeval  bards  have  fung. 
Steep  is  the  road  to  Fame,  and  clogg'dwith  dung. 
Borne  on  the  wings  of  Hope  now  Murphy  flies. 
Vain  hope!  for  Fate  the  wifti'd-for  boon  denies; 
Arriv'd,  where  fcavengers,  the  night  before, 
Had  left  their  gleanings  from  the  common  Jhore, 
With  head  retort  d,  as  he  fearful  fpy'd 
The  giant  Churchill  thund'ring  at  his  fide, 
Sudden  he  tript,  and,  piteous  to  tell  I 
Prone  in  the  filth  the  haplefs  poet  fell  (</). 

'  Diftanc'd  by  G —  !'  roars  out  a  ruft:ic  Tquirc, 
'  He  muff  ^liie  out,  thus  fous'd  in  dung  and  mire.' 
Lord  M —  replies,  I'll  hold  you  fix  to  ten, 
'  Spite  of  the  t — d,  he'll  rife  and  run  again." 

A  burfl;  of  laughter  echoes  all  around,  [ground. 
While,  fputt'ring  dirt,  and  fcrabbling  from  the 
'  Ceafe, fools, your  mirth,  nor  fneer  at  my  difgrace; 
'  This  curfed  bog,  not  Churchill,  won  the  race; 
'  And  fure,  who  fuch  difafters  can  forefee, 
'  Mull  be  a  greater  conjurer  than  me.' 

While  Churchill,  carelcfs,  triumphs  in  his  fall, 
Up  to  the  gulf  his  jaded  rivals  crawl; 
Here  fome  the  watchful  harpies  on  the  fliore 
Plunge  in — ah  !  deft.in'd  to  return  no  more  ! — 
While  others  wond'ring,  view  them  as  they  fink. 
And  fcar'd,  ftand  quiv'ring  on  the  dreadful  brink. 

Now  rous'd  the  hero  by  the  trumpet's  found. 
Turns  from  his  rueful  foe,  and  ftares  around; 
No  bard  he  views  behind — but  all  have  paft 
Him,  heedlefs  of  their  flight,  and  now  the  laft. 

(b)  Lejifome  male'uolent  critic,  re-vieiving  critic,  or 
critical  reader  (as  all  readers,  noiv-a-days,  are  critics), 

Jhould  tax  the  author  •with  plagiarifin,  he  thinks  it  pru- 
dent to  enter  his  caveat,  by  declaring  he  had  that  famous 
line  of  Virgil  in  his  eye, 
Quadrupedante  putrem  fonitu  quatut  ungulaE  cam- 

pum, 
■zvith  ibis  difference,  that  his  animals  ha-ve  four  feet,  and 
thfc  but  tivo- 

(c)  Many  of  our  readers  cannot  but  remember,  in  a 
late  literary  quarrel,  hoiv  the  authors  attacked  one  ano- 
ther for  frequenting  brothels ,  ftnoahng,  and  dram-drink- 
ing, to  ivhich  this  circumflnnce  alludes. 

(d)  The  -very  fame  misfortune  happens  to  Oilean  A- 
jax,  in  the  Iliad,  ivho  alfo  makes  a  fpeech  to  the  fame  ef- 
fea  .- 

Accurfed  Fate,  the  conqueft  I  forego, 
A  mortal  I,  a  goddefs  was  my  foe  ! 
She  urg'd  her  fav'rite  on  the  rapid  way; 
And  Pallas,  not  Ulyfles,  won  the  day. 

A  noble  precedent,  and  fiiffcient  for  authorizing  fo  low 
an  incident  in  thispeem. 
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Stung  at  tie  tliought  witli  double  force  he  Tprings, 
Rage  gives  him  ftrength,  and  emulation  wings  : 
The  ground  regain'd—'  Stand  clear,'  he  fteriily 

iaid, 
«  Who  bars  my  paffage,  horror  on  his  head  !* 
Unhappy  Dapper!  doom'd  to  meet  thy  fate, 
>A^hy  heard'll  thou  not  the  menace  ere  too  late  I 
Fir'd  with  difdain,  he  fpurn'd  the  witling's  breech, 
And  headlong  hurl'd  him  in  Oblivion's  ditch  ; 
Then  inftant  bounding  high  with  all  his  main, 
O'erleap'd  its  utmoft  bounds,  and  fcour'd  along 
the  plain. 
Sour  critics,  frowning,  view'd  him  as  he  fled  ; 
Spite  bit  her  nails,  and  Diilnefs  fcratch'd  her  head. 
The  gulf  once  part,  no  obftacle  remains, 
Smooth  is  the  path,  'raidft  fl'iw'r-enamel'd  plains; 
Unrival'd  now,  with  joyful  fpeed  he  flies, 
Performs  the  deftin'd  race,  and  claims  the  prize. 
Fame  gives  the  chaplet,  while  the  tuneful  Nine 
Th'  acknowledg'd  viclorhail  in  notes  divine. 

SmoUet  (tood  grumbling  by  the  fatal  ditch; 
Hill  call'd  the  Goddefs  whore,  and  Jones  a  bitch  ; 
Each  curs'd  the  partial  judgment  ot  the  day, 
And,  greatly  difappointed,  fneak'd  away. 

SONG. 

Whene'er  to  gentle  Emma's  praife 

I  tune  my  foft  enamour'd  lays, 

When  on  the  fnce  fo  dear  I  prize, 

I  fondly  gaze  with  love-fick  eyes; 

"  Say  Damon,"  cries  the  fmiling  fair. 

With  modeft  and  ingenuous  air, 

"  Tell  of  this  homely  frame,  the  part 

To  which  I  owe  your  vanquifli'd  heart.'' 

In  vain  my  Emma  would  I  tell 
Bv  what  thy  captive  Dimon  fell; 
The  fwain  who  partial  charms  can  fee, 
May  own — hut  never  lov'd  like  me  ! 
Won  l^y  thy  form  and  fairer  mind, 
So  much  my  widies  are  confin'd. 
With  lover's  eyes  fo  much  I  f^e. 
Thy  very  faults  are  ciiarms  to  me. 

Emma  to  Dawon,  on  finding  kix  addreffes  not  fa- 
'vsured  by  her/i  iends,  on  account  of  his  'want 
of  fortune. 

Forbear,  in  pity,  ah  !  forbear 

To  looth  my  ravifh'd  ear; 
Nor  lonyer  thus  a  love  dt-clare, 

'  ris  death  for  me  to  hear. 

Too  much,  alas  !  my  fender  heart 

Does  to  thy  fuit  inclme. 
Why  then  attempt  to  gain  by  art. 

What  is  already  tliine  ? 

O  1  let  not,  like  the  Grecian  dame*, 

My  haplefs  fortune  prove. 
Who  hnguilli'd  in  too  (ierce  a  flame, 

And  died  by  too  much  love. 

The  Author  being  in  company  'with  Emma,  and 
having  no  opportunity  of  exprejfiiig  certain 
doubts  ke  had  c:inceivcd  of  her  fnccrity^  con- 

*  Senicle. 


I'eys  to  her  the  following  lines,  as  a  device  f« 
kno'w  thefentinients  of  her  heart. 
Are  all  my  flHttering  hopes  at  once  betray'd 
And   cold    and    taithlefs    grown   my    nut-brtt^n. 

maid ; 
Have  I  fo  long  indulg'd  the  pleafing  fmart, 
And  worn  thy  grateful  image  next  my  hea'rt 
And  muft:  I  thus  at  once  all  hopes  refign 
When  fix'd  as  fate,  I  fondly  thought  thee  mine? 
Then  go.  irrefolute — and  dare  to  prove 
'o  pleafe  proud  friends,  a  rebel  to  thy  love. 
Perhaps,  too  long  accuifom'd  to  obtain, 
My  flattering  views  were  ever  falfe  and  vain  ! 
Perhaps  my  Emma's  lips  well  fltill'd  in  art. 
Late  breath'd  a  language  foreign  to  her  hea'rt  ( 
Perhaps  the  mufe  profanely  does  thee  wrong 
t  Weak  my  fufpicions,  and  unjult  my  fong  I 
Which  ever  is  the  caufe,  the  truth  proclaim. 
And  to  that  ftntencc  here  affix  thy  name; 
So  fliall  we  both  be  refcu'd  from  the  fear 
VVhich  thou  mull  have  to  tell,  and  I  to  hear  ■ 
If  thou  art  lalfe — the  mufe  fliall  vengeance  take 
And  biaft  the  faithlefs  fex,  for  Emma's  fake.       ' 
If  true— my  wounds  thy  gentle  voice  fliall  heal 
And  own  me  puniih'd  by  the  pangs  I  feel. 
But  O!  without  dilguife  pronounce  my  fate, 
Blefs  me  with  love,  or  curfe  me  with  thy  hate'. 
Hearts  foft  as  mine  indiflerence  cannot  bear  • 
Perfedl  my  hopes,  or  plunge  me  jn  defpair.  ' 

To  Emma,  doubting  the  Author'' s  fincerity. 
When  mifers  ceafe  to  doat  on  gold, 
VV'hen  jufl:ice  is  no  longer  fuld, 
Wiicn  female  tongue^  their  clack  fliall  huflj. 
When  moc'efiy  fliall  ceafe  to  blufli  j 
When  parents  fliall  no  more  controul, 
The  fond  afteflions  of  the  foul. 
Nor  force  tl.c  fad  relucftant  fair. 
Her  idol  from  her  heart  to  tear; 
For  lordid  intereil  to  engage, 
And  langiiilli  in  the  arms  of  age  ; 
Then  in  this  heart  fliall  falfehood  reign. 
And  pay  thy  kmdnefs  with  difdain. 
U  hen  friends  fevere  as  thine  fliall  prove, 
Propitious  to  ingenuous  love  ; 
Bid  thee  in  merit  place  affiance. 
And  think  they're  honour'd  by  th'  alliance* 
And  O  :   when  hearts  as  proud  as  mine, 
Shall  barely  ki.eel  ..t  Plutus'  fluine, 
Korego  my  modeit  plea  to  fame. 
Or  own  dull  pow'r's  fuperior  claim, 
When  the  bright  fun  no  more  (hall  bring. 
The  fweet  return  of  annual  fpring, 
'  When  n.iture  fliall  the  change  deplore, 
And  muflc  fill  the  groves  no  more  ; 
Then  in  this  heart  ihall  falfehoodirei^n, 
.And  pay  thy  kiiidnels  with  difdain. 

But  why  from  dearer  objects  rove, 
Nor  draw  alhifions  whence  I  love  ? 

When  my  dear  Emma's  eyes  fliall  be 
As  black  as  jet  or  ebony, 

t  -^fter pcriifing  the  paper.Emma  (as  the  reader 
may  cotijeBure  from  theferp:cl)  returned  it  to  the 
Author,  after  ha-vin^  ivritten  her  name  'with  a 
pencil  at  the  ihfe  of  thsfoUo'wing  line  :  "  /IV^i 
'n^/'l'i>icions  and  uT\j:/jl  my  fong.'''' 
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\.nd  every  froward  tooth  fliall  ftand, 
Vs  rang'd  by  Htnet's  dext'rous  hand; 
,Vhen  her  iweet  face,  detorm'd  by  rage, 
vJo  more  (hall  every  heart  engage, 
A''hen  her  foft  voice  fhall  ceale  to  charm, 
•iot  malice  of  its  power  difavm  ; 
A'hen  manners  gentle  and  refin'd, 
slo  more  fpeak  forth  her  fpotlels  mind ; 
3at  the  perfidious  minx  diall  prove, 
K  perjur'd  traitrefs  to  her  love; 
I'hen— nor  till  then— il)all  Damon  be 
^allc  to  his  vows,  and  faU'e  to  thee. 

kn  invitation  to  Emma,  after  inarriage,  to  lime  in 
r  the  country. 

-otne  my  dear  girl,  let's  feek  the  peaceful  vale, 
VVhere  honour,  truth,  and  innocence  prevail ; 
Let's  fly  thus  curfed  town— a  neft  ot  Qrives— 
Where  fortune  fii'iles  not  but  on  fools  or  knaves, 
Who  merit  claim  propoition'd  to  their  gold, 
knd  truth,  and  innocence,  are  bougnt  and  lold  ; 
jkn  humble  competence  we  have  in  ilore, 
Mere  food  and  raiment-  Kmgs  can  have  no  more  ! 
lA  glorious  patriarchial  life  we'll  lead, 
'See  the  fruits  ripen,  and  the  lambkins  feed: 
JFrequent  obferve  the  Ubuurs  of  the  fpade, 
[And  joy  to  fee  each  yearly  toil  repaid  ; 
kn  fome  fequefter'd  fpot  a  bower  fliall  ftand, 
[The  fav'rite  talk  of  thy  lov'd  Damun's  hand, 
iW'here  the  fweet   woodbine   clal'ps  the   curling 
I  vine, 

lEmblem  of  faithful  love  like  your's  and  mine  ! 
Here  will  we  fit  when  evening  fliades  prevail, 
lAnd  hear  the  night-bird  tell  its  plaintive  tale, 
Till  nature's  voice  Ihall  fummf  n  us  avviiy. 
To  gather  Ipirits  for  th'  anproaching  dav. 
Then  on  thy  breaa  I'll  lay  my  weary  head, 
A  pillow  fofter  than  a  monarch's  bed. 


THE  SNOW-BALL. 


A    CANTATA. 


Recitative. 
As  Harriot  veanton  as  the  fportive  roe, 
Was  pelting  Strephon  with  the  new-fall'n  fnow; 
Th'  ena'mour'd  youth,  who'd  long  in  vain  ad- 

mir'd. 
By  every  look  and  every  gefture  fir'd, 
\N  hile  round  his  head  the  harmlefs  bullets  fly. 
Thus  breathes  his  paflion,  prefac'd  with  a  figh. 

AIR. 

Ceafe  my  charmer,  I  conjure  thee. 

Oh  !  ceafe  this  paftime,  too  fevere; 
Though  I  burn,  fnow  cannot  cure  me, 

Fix'd  is  the  flame  that  rages  here. 
Snow  in  thy  hand  its  chillnefs  lofes. 

Each  flake  converts  to  glowing  fire  ; 
Whilft  thy  cold  breaft  all  warmth  refufes, 

Thus  I  by  contraries  expire. 

RECITATIVE. 

A  humble  diftance  thus  to  tell  your  pain, 
What  fliould  you  meet  but  coidnefs  and  difdain? 
Reply 'd  the  laughing  fair — Obferve  the  fnow. 
The  fun  retir'd,  broods  o'er  the  vale  below. 
But  when  approachmg  near  he  gilds  the  day, 
It  owns  the  genial  flame  and  melts  away. 

AIR. 

Whining  in  this  love-fick  drain, 
Strephon  you  will  figh  in  vain; 
For  your  palTion  thus  to  prove. 
Moves  my  pity,  not  my  love. 
Phoebus  points  you  to  the  prize. 
Take  the  hint,  be  timely  wife. 
Other  arts,  perhaps,  may  move. 
And  ripen  ^ity  into  lo'ne. 
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To  which  is  prefixed, 

i:he  life  of  the  author. 


Ah  \  what  avails — that  once  the  mufes  crown'd 
Thy  head  with  laurels,  and  thy  temples  bound  1 
That  in  that  polifli'd  mind  bright  genius  flione, 
That  letter'd  fcience  mark'd  it  for  her  own  1 
Cold  is  that  bread  that  breath'd  celeftial  fire ! 
Mute  is  that  tongue,  and  mute  that  tuneful  lyre  ! 
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THE  LIFE  OF  LOFIBOND. 


Of  the  perfonal  hiftory  of  LoviboSD,  very  few  particulars  are  known,  and  thofe  few  hawe  not  been 
colledled  into  a  diftincSl  narrative ;  but  have  been  left  to  the  common  fate  of  oral  and  detached  com- 
munication. 

The  life  of  a  Country  gentlenjan,  devoting  part  of  his  time  to  literature  and  poetry,  cannot  be  ex- 
pecfled  to  abound  in  events  that  merit  extraordinary  attention.  The  natural  bent  of  his  mind,  and 
Jiis  purfuits,  lead  him  to  prefer  the  fcenes  of  fliade  and  filence  ;  and  his  charaAer  is  left  to  be  judged 
of  by  pofterity,  rather  from  his  writings,  than  from  thofe  trivial  incidents  of  life,  which  he  (hares  in 
(;ommon  with  the  reft  of  mankind. 

Little  attention  has  been  beftowed  by  the  anonymous  editor  of  his  poems,  in  trsnfmitting  the  inci- 
dents of  his  life,  or  in  delineating  his  moft  obfervable  particularities  j  probably  becaule  he  held 
them  to  be  little  deferving  of  tratifmiflion  to  pofterity.  '' 

The  prefent  account,  therefore,  may  properly  be  confidcred  rather  as  proportioned  to  the 
means  of  information,  than  to  his  eftimation  among  his  acquaintance,  or  his  rank  in  poetry  and  li- 
terature. 

Edward  Lovilond  was  the  fon  of ■  Lovibond,  Efq.  a  gentleman  of  fortune,  who  ha4 

an  eftate  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Hampton,  in  Middlefcx.  The  year  of  his  birth  is  not  aicer- 
tained. 

He  received  his  education  at  {^ingfton  upon  Thames,  under  the  Rev.  Mr.  Wooddefon,  for  wliom 
he  ever  retained  the  moft  affedlionate  regard  ;  and  to  whom  he  addrefled  fome  Vcrfes  after pcijmg 
through  Findon,  SuJ/cx,  in  1768,  and  whom  he  has  commemorattd  in  the  beautiful  poem,  on  the 
converting  the  late  Mr.  JVotddtfttn^s  hoiife  at  Kiiigfion  into  a  Poor  hovfe,  (Jc. 

"  Mr.  Wooddefon"  fays  the  editor  of  his  poems,  "  was,  in  trv!th,  one  of  thofe  amiable  beings 
whom  none  could  know  without  loving.  To  the  abilities  of  an  excellent  fiholar,  was  united  a  mind 
fo  candid,  fo  patient,  fo  replete  with  univerfal  benevolence,  that  it  glowed  in  every  atlion.  His 
life  was  an  honour  to  himfelf,  to  religion,  to  human  nature.  He  prelerved  to  his  death  fuch  a 
■fimplicity  of  manners,  as  is  rarely  to  be  met  with.  He  judged  of  the  world  by  the  ftandard  of 
his  own  virtuous  heart,  and  few  men  who  had  feen  fuch  length  of  days  ever  left  it  fo  httie  ac= 
4|uainted  with  it." 

It  is  uncertain  whether  he  completed  his  ftudies  at  either  of  the  univcrrit:ie<:,  fpent  fome  years 
on  the  continent,  or  was  entered  in  any  of  the  Irms  ot  Court  in  London  ;  out  his  writings  lufiiciently 
fliow  that  he  had  the  advantages  of  a  polite  and  liberal  education. 

All  that  i*"  known  with  certainty  concerning  him,  is,  that  he  paffed  the  greater  part  of  h'S  life  in 
the  neighbourhood  of  Hampton,  where  he  feems  to  have  divided  his  time  between  the  occupations 
»f  rural  economy,  the  amufements  of  literature  and  poetry,  and  the  gaieties  of  elegant  loc.cty 

In  1753,  when  Moore  began  the  periouical  paper,  called  "  The  World,"  and  invited  the  wits  of 
the  age  to  join  in  it,  Lovibond  gave  it  his  affiftance,  in  conjunction  with  the  Hon.  Horace 
Walpole,  the  prefent  Earl  of  Orford,  Lord  Chefterfield,  Lord  Corke,  Sir  David  Dairy mple,  after- 
wards Lord  Hailes,  Jenyns,  Dr.  Warton,  Mr.  Cambridge,  Stc. 

On  the   25th   July    I754«  his  Tears  of  Old  May-Day,  written  on  a  very  remarkable  event  in 
eur  hiftory,  the  reforming  our  ftyle  or  calendar  to  the  general  ufage  of  the  relt  of  £urope,  v/as 
Vol.  XI.  O  a 
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introduced  to  the  public  in  the  Sid  nuniber  of  "  The  World,"  and  read  with  univerfal  appro, 
bation. 

He  continued,  Iroin  tirtie  to  time,  to  compofe  verfes,  chiefly  on  Inch  incidents  as  occafionally 
arofe  in  tliofe  focieties  of  intimate  acquaintance  which  he  nioft  frequented ;  but  few  of,  his  pieces 
were  prepared  for  ilie  prefs  by  himfelf. 

He  died  at  his  houfe  near  Hampton,  Auguft  25.  1775.  He  lived  greatly  beloved  by  thofe  who 
bed  knew  hirn  ;  and  dud  greatly  l:imented  by  an  exteniive  and  elegan^ acquaintance. 

His  poems  being  difperfed  ie  the  hands  of  his  particular  friends,  for  \\liofe  amufement  and  hif 
owr?  they  were  written ;  liis  only  brother,  Anthony  Lovibond  Collins,  Efq  zealous  for  the  repu- 
tation  of  a  brother  he  afieriionately  loved,  complied  with  their  willies  to  have  them  colle<fied  and 
preferved.     The  pieces  i'ek-cfbed  by  him  for  that  purpofe   were  printed  in  one  volume,  Izmo.,  1785" 

with  a  preface  by  an  aponymous  editor,  and  a  few  lines  infcribed  by  Mifs  G ,  a  very  accomplilh- 

ed  lady  in  that  neighbourhood,  to  the  memory  of  Lovibond.  "  The  diffidence  of  this  lady,''  fap 
the  preface,  "  though  polfcfling  the  ability  of  writing  with  much  tafte  and  elegance,  hath  ever  pre- 
cluded the  public  from  feeing  her  compofitions  ;  but  as  the  author  has  addrefled  three  of  the  pieces 
in  this  colle<flion  to  her,  under  the  title,  "  To  Mifs  G."  and  as  her's  in  reply,  written  feveral  yearj 
atro,  may  ferve  better  to  elucidate  liis  own,  fhc  hath,  on  this  occafion,  been  pleafed  to  permit  thenj 
with  the  fame  fignature,  to  be  inferted  with  the  poems  of  her  deceafed  friend.  They  are  now,  re- 
printed from  the  edition,  1785,  with  fome  correcflions  communicated  by  a  friend,  in  the, 
"  Monthly  Review"  for  1785,  received,  for  the  firft  time,  into  a  coUedlion  of  clalTical  Englifh 
poetry. 

The  charafter  of  Lovibond  feems  to  have  been  very  amiable  and  refpeftable.  He  poflefled  the 
focial  virtues  in  an  eminent  degree.  The  qualities  of  his  heart  and  his  head  were  equally  remark- 
able. To  the  fcholar  and  the  wit  he  added  every  elegant  attainment.  His  elegance  and  judgment 
were  univerfally  confeffed.  "  He  was  an  admirable  fcholar,"  fays  the  editor  of  his  poems, 
"  of  very  amiable  manners,  and  of  univerfal  benevolence ;  of  which  all  his  writings  bear  ftrong 
teftimony." 

As  a  poet,  his  Tears  of  Old  May-Bay,  if  he  had  written  nothing  clfe,  entitles  him  to  very  confider- 
able  attention.  Every  part  of  bis  works  difplays  the  man  of  tafte,  the  gentleman,  ^nd  the  fcholar. 
He  is  a  pleafing  and  elegant  writer;  though  not  a  very  animated  or  firft-rate  poet.  His  compofi- 
tions bear  evident  traces  of  ability  and  ingenuity.  They  breathe  the  paflions  which  he  felt,  and  are 
feldom  cold  or  inanimated.  He  writes  with  terfenefs  and  neatnefs ;  frequently  with  elevation 
and  fpirit.  He  unites  delicacy  of  wit,  and  poetic  fancy,  with  a  penfive  cad  of  thought,  tender- 
iiefs  of  fentiment,  and  a  habit  of  moral  reflecflion.  He  has  more  judgment  and  feeling,  than 
ftrength  of  intelledt,  or  fertility  of  invention.  His  fentiments  are  always  manly  and  delicate;  his 
conceptions  are  fometimes  ftriking  and  forcible,  and  frequently  diftingulhed  by  gay  humour, 
lively  wit,  and  pleafant  fatire.  His  ditftion  is  chafte  and  poetical ;  and  his  verfification  is  eafy  and 
harmonious. 

His  Teftrs  of  Old  Mny-Dav,  the  moft  poetical  and  popular  of  his  performances,  is  introduced  by 
the  following  humorous  paper,  explanatory  of  the  fulijecft,  in  the  "  The  World,"  No.  Sz. 

"  It  is  a  received  opinion  among  the  jjoliticians,  that  the  fpirit  of  liberty  can  never  be  too  a(flive 
under  a  conftitution  like  ours.  But  though  no  lover  of  his  country  would  defire  to  weaken  this  prin- 
ciple, which  has  more  than  once  preferved  the  nation,  yet  he  may  lament  the  unfortunate  applica- 
tion of  it,  when  perverted  to  countenance  party  violence,  and  oppofition  to  the  moft  innocent  raea- 
furcs  of  the  legifiature.  The  clamour  againft  the  alteration  of  the  ftyle  feemed  to  be  one  ef  thefe 
inftances.  The  alarm  was  given,  and  the  moft  fatal  confcquences  to  our  religion  and  government 
were  immediately  apprehended  from  it.  This  opinion  gathered  ftrenglh  in  its  courfe,  and  receiv- 
ed a  tind^ure  from  the  remains  of  fuperftitlon  ftlU  prevailing  in  the  counties  moft  remote  from  town. 
I  know  fevtral  worthy  gentlemen  in  the  weft,  who  lived  many  months  under  the  daily  apprehen- 
f^on  of  fome  dreadful  vifitation  from  peftilence  or  famine.  The  vulgar  were  almoft  every  where 
perfuaded  that  nature  gtvc  evident  tokens  of  her  difapprovirjg  thefe  innovations.  I  do  not  indeed 
jccolledl  that  any  blazing  fears  v;cte  feen  to  appear  upon  this  occafionj  or  that  armies  were  obferv- 
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ed  to  be  encountering  in  the  (kies ;  people  probably  concluding,  that  the  great  men  who  pretended 
|to  controul  the  fun  in  his  courfe,  would  aliume  equal  authority  over  the  inferior  conftellations, 
land  not  fuffer  any  aerial  militia  to  affemble  themfelves  in  oppofition  to  minifterial  proceedings. 
!  "  The  objedion  to  this  regulation,  as  favouring  a  cuftom  eftabliflied  among  Papifts,  was  not  heard 
indeed  with  the  fame  regard  as  formerly,  when  it  a(2ually  prevented  the  legiflature  from  pafling  a 
bill  of  the  fame  nature  ;  yet  many  a  prelident  of  a  corporation  club  very  eloquently  harangued  up- 
bn  it,  as  introducflory  to  the  dodlrine  of  tranfubftantiation,  making  no  doubt  that  fires  would  be 
'kindled  again  at  Smithfield  before  the  conclufion  of  the  year.  The  popular  clamour  has  at  lail 
^happily  fubfided,  and  fliared  the  general  fate  of  thofe  opinions  which  derive  their  fupport  from  ima- 
Ijination,  not  realbn. 

:  "  In  the  prefent  happy  difpofition  of  the  nation,  the  author  of  the  following  verfes  may  venture  to 
(introduce  the  complaints  of  an  ideal  perfonage,  without  feeming  to  ftrengthen  the  fadion  of  real 
Urties,  without  forfeiting  his  reputation  as  a  good  citizen,  or  bringing  a  fcandal  on  the  political 
Irharadlcr  of  Mr.  Fitz-Adam,  by  making  him  the  publiflier  of  a  libel  againft  the  ftate.  This  ideal 
berfonage  is  no  other  than  the  Old  May-Day,  the  only  apparent  fufferer  from  the  prefent  regula- 
|:ion.  Her  fituation  is  indeed  a  little  mortifying,  as  every  elderly  lady  will  readily  allow;  fince  the 
[crain  of  her  admirers  is  withdrawn  from  her  at  once,  and  their  adoration  transferred  to  a  rival,  young- 
|:r  than  herielf  by  at  lead  eleven  days." 

i  In  this  exquifite  performance,  the  peet  creates  in  our  imagination  an  ideal  perfonage,  in  cir- 
j:umftances  of  diftrefs,  which,  though  imaginary,  powerfully  awakens  all  our  tendernefs.  The 
littributes  of  Old  May-Day  are  finely  imagined,  her  charadler  and  employments  are  admirably  de- 
lineated, and  her  complaints  are  expreffed  with  the  ftrongeft  touches  of  genuine  pathos ;  the 
jhoughtsare  elegant  and  claffical;  the  popular  allufions  are  appofue  and  beautiful ;  the  natural 
jlefcription  is  difcriminate  and  graphical ;  the  diflion  is  animated  and  poetical ;  and  the  verlifica- 
lion  is  at  once  eafy  and  forcible,  and  flows  with  a  plaintive  melody,  which  has  only  been  furpafled 
!)y  the  inimitable  "  Church-yard  Elegy"  of  Gray.  Thus  the  tale  of  this  ideal  perfonage  comes 
0  us  poffefled  of  all  thole  external  recommendations,  that  allure  the  attention  and  captivate  the 
jieart.  The  Englifli  language  probably  cannot  boaft  a  finer  example  of  the  power  of  poetry,  thaa 
'^he  Tears  of  Old  May-Day.  The  happy  union  which  it  exhibits  of  genius  and  of  art,  are  fo  truly 
jidmirable,  that  it  may  be  almoft  pronounced  inimitable. 

!    His  Julia's  printed  Letter  to  Lord  B ,  does  equal  credit  to  hi?  fenfibility  and  genius.     It  re- 

lembles,  in  its  tone  and  contexture,  though  the  charaders  of  the  parties  are  very  different,  that 
jif  ♦•  Eloifa  to  Abelard."  It  is  alike  defcriptive  of  a  feeling  mind,  agitated  with  contending 
Ijaffions.  We  meet  with  the  fame  fmoothnefs  of  numbers,  vivid  colours,  energy  of  fentiment,  and 
Ivarmth  of  expreffion.  Its  principal  defed,  is  the  want  of  variety,  both  of  fentiment  and  ex- 
jireflion. 

I  His  elegies  abound  in  tender  lentiments  and  moral  reflexions,  interfperfed  with  the  flowers  of  the 
magiiiation,  expreffed  in  eafy  flowing  verfification,  which  will  be  perufed  with  pleafure,  though 
ihey  be  not  enriched  with  the  poetical  elegance  of  Gray.  The  elegy  on  Rural  Sports  breathes 
L  fpirit  of  humanity  and  poetry,  that  does  honour  both  to  his  heart  and  his  underftanding.  His 
^Mulberry  Tree,  an  allegorical  tale,  is  equally  remarkable  for  fertility  of  invention,  felicity  of  ex- 
[ireffion,  and  propriety  of  application.  Garrick  and  Dr.  Johnfon  are  charafterized  with  equal 
liappinefs  and  (kill.  His  Odes,  though  not  in  the  firft  clafs  of  lyric  compofitions,  are  written 
Vith  confiderable  ardour  of  fpirit,  and  command  of  language.  The  Ode  to  Capti^jity  is  entitled  to 
I  greater  fliare  of  praife  for  conception  and  fentiment,  than  for  ditftion  and  harmony.  His  verfes  on 
he  converting  Mr.  Wooddefous  Huufc  at  Kingflon,  into  a  Poor-houfe,  deferve  great  praife,  for  ten- 
lernefs  of  fentiment,  and  beauty  and  energy  of  expreffion.  His  lines  On  Mr.  Brown's  alterations 
:t  Clermont,  are  fprightly ;  and  the  allufion  to  a  fine  lady  dreffed  with  greater  elegance,  and  lefs 
iffectation,  is  well  imagined  and  very  happily  preferved.  Of  his  amatory  poems,  the  thoughts  are 
mre  and  fimple,  and  the  verfification  is  elegant  and  eafy.  His  longs,  addreffes,  complimentary 
ferfes,  and  other  light  and  fportive  effulions  of  his  mufe,  will  be  read  with  pleafure  ;  but  they  re- 
luire  no  dillindl  examination  or  particular  criticifm. 

O  0  ij 
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THE  TEARS  OF  OLD  MAY-DAY. 

!D  by  the  jocund  train  of  vernal  hours 
j\nd  vernal  airs,  up  rofe  the  gentle  May ; 
;|i(hing  fhe  rofe,  and  blufliing  rofe  the  flow'rs 
jrhat  fprung  fpontaneous  in  her  genial  ray. 

Ir  locks  with  heaven's  ambrofial  dews  were 

I  bright, 

k.nd  am'rous  zephyrs  flutter'd  on  her  breaft  : 
ith  ev'ry  fliifting  gleam  of  morning  light, 
Fhe  colours  (hifted  of  her  rainbow  veft. 

perial  enfigns  grac'd  her  fmiling  form, 
\  golden  key,  and  golden  wand  fhe  bore  ; 
lis  charms  to  peace  each  fullen  eaftern  ftorm, 
(Vnd  that  unlocks  the  fummer's  copious  ftore. 

ward  in  confctous  majefty  ftje  came, 

Irhe  grateful  honours  of  mankind  to  tafte : 

II  gather  faireft  wreaths  of  future  fame, 

i\.nd  blend  frefli  triumphs  with  her  glories  paft. 

(in  hope  1  No  more  in  choral  bands  unite 
jier  virgin  vot'ries,  and  at  early  dawn, 
:red  to  May  and  love's  myfterious  rite, 
irufli  the  light  dew-drops  *  from  the  fpangled 
lawn. 

her  no  more  Augufta's  f  wealthy  pride 
'ours  the  full  tribute  from  Potofi's  mine  : 
r  frefli-blown  garlands  village  maids  provide, 
^  purer  ofF'ring  at  her  riiltic  flirine. 

more  the  Maypole's  verdant  height  around 
Co  valour's  games  th'  ambitious  youth  advance; 

merry  bells  and  tabor's  fprightlier  found 
l\'ake  the  loud  carol,  and  the  fportive  dance. 

Iden  in  penfive  fadnefs  droop'd  her  head, 
Ifaint  on  her  cheeks  the  biudiing  crimfon  dy'd — 
j)  I  chafte  vi<5lorious  triumphs,  whither  fled  ? 
'  My  maiden   honours,  whither   gone  ?''    flie 
cry'd. 

'  Alluding  to  the  country  cvftom  of  gathering 

ly-denxj.  \ 

j)^  The  plate  garlands  of  London* 


Ah  !  once  to  fame  and  bright  dominion  bore, 
I  he  earth  and  fmiling  ocean  faw  me  rife, 

With  time  coeval  and  the  ftar  of  morn. 
The  firfl:,  the  faireft  daughter  of  the  Ikies. 

Then,  when  at  heav'n's  prolific  mandate  fprung 
The  radiant  beam  of  new-created  day, 

Celcftial  harps,  to  airs  of  triumph  ftrung, 

Hail'd  the  glad  dawn,  and  angels  call'd  m6 
May. 

Space  in  her  enipty  regions  heard  the  found. 
And  hills,  and  dales,  and   rocks,    and  vallieJi 
rung; 

The  fun  exulted  in  his  glorious  round. 

And  fliouting  planets  in  their  courfes  fung. 

For  ever  then  I  led  the  conflant  r^ar ; 

Saw  youth,   and  joy,    and  love's   enchanting 
wiles ; 
Saw  the  mild  graces  in  my  train  appear. 

And  infant  beauty  brighten  in  my  fniiles. 

No  winter  frown'd.     In  fweet  embrace  aliy'd. 
Three  lifter  feafons  danc'd  th'  eternal  green  • 

And  Spring's  retiring  foftnefs  gentiy  vy'd' 

With   Autumn's  blufh,     and   Summer's  lofty 
mien. 

Too  foon,  when  man  profan'd  the  bleffings  giv'n 
And  vengeance  arm'd  to  blot  a  guilty  age, 

With  bright  Aftrea  to  my  native  b  rav'n 
I  fled,  and  flying  faw  the  deluge  rage; 

Saw  burfting  clouds  eclipfe  the  roontide  beams, 
While  founding  billows  froia   the    mountains 
roU'd, 
With  bitter  waves  polluting  all  my  ftreams. 
My  nedlar'd  ftreams,  that  flow'd  on  fands  of 
gold. 

Then  vanidi'd  many  a  fea-girt  ifle  and  grove, 
Their  forefts  floating  on  the  wat'ry  plain  : 

Then,  fam'd  for  arts  and  laws  deriv'd  :Tom  Jove* 
Mjr  Atalaatis  *  funk  beneath  the  main. 


*  See  Plato. 
Q<d  iij 
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No  longer  bloomM  primxval  Eden's  bow'rs. 
Nor  guardian    dragons  watch'd  th'  Hefperian 
fteep  : 

With  all  their  fountains,  fragrant  fruits  and  flow'rs 
'I'oru  from  the  continent  to  glut  the  deep. 

1^0  more  to  dwell  in  fylvan  fcenes  I  deign'd, 
Yet  oft  defcending  to  the  languid  earth, 

With  quick'ning  pow'rs    the  fainting  mafs  fuf- 
tain'd. 
And  wak'd  her  flumb'ring  atoms  into  birth. 

And  ev'ry  echo  taught  my  raptur'd  name, 
And  ev'ry  virgin  breath'il  her  am'rous  vows, 

And  precious  wreaths  of  rich  immortal  fame, 
Show'r'd   by    the   mufes,    crown'd   my   lofty 
brows. 

But  chief  in  Europe  and  in  Europe's  pride, 
My  AlbioB'b  favour'd  realms  I  rofe  ador'd  ; 

And  pour'd  my  wealth,  to  other  climes  deny'd  ; 
From  Amalthea's  horn  with  plenty  ftor'd. 

Ah  !  me  I  for  now  a  younger  rival  claims 
My  ravifli'd  honours,  and  to  her  belong 

My  choral  dances,  and  vicftorious  games, 
To  her  my  garlands  and  triumphal  fong. 

O  fay  what  yet  untafted  beauties  flow, 

What  purer  joys  await  her  gentler  reign  ? 

Do  lilies  fairer,  vi'lets  fweeter  blow? 
And  warbles  Philomel  a  fofter  ftrain? 

Do  morning  funs  in  ruddier  glory  rife  ? 

Does  ev'ning  fan  her  with  ferener  gales .' 
Do  clouds  drop  fatnefs  from  the  wealthier  Ikies, 

Or  wantons  plenty  in  her  happier  vales  ? 

Ah  :   no  :  the  blunted  beams  of  dawning  light 
Skirt  the  pale  orient  with  uncertain  day  ; 
\And  Cynthia,  riding  on  the  car  of  night. 

Through   clouds  embattled  faintly  wings  her 
way. 

Pale,  immature,  the  blighted  verdure  fprings,  ^ 
Nor  mounting  juices  feed   the  fwelling  flow'r; 

Mute  all  the  groves,  nor  Philomela  fmgs 
When  filence  liftens  at  the  midnight  hour. 

Tvlor  wonder,  man,  that  nature's  bafliful  face. 
And  op'ning  charms  her  rude  embraces  fear  : 

Is  flie  not  fprung  from  April's  wayward  race, 
The  fickly  daughter  of  th'  unripen'd  year  ? 

"With  fhow'rs  and  funfliine  in  her  fickle  eyes. 
With   hollow   fmiles    proclaiming   treach'rous 
peace, 
With  bluflies,  harb'ring,  in  their  thin  difguile, 
The  blalls  that  riot  on  the  Spring's  increalc  ? 

Is  this  the  fair  inverted  with  my  fpoil 

Bv  Europe's  laws,  and  fenates'  Itern  command? 

Urg'en'rous  Europe  !   let  me  fty  thy  foil, 
And  waft  my  treafures  to  a  grateful  land  ; 

Again  revive,  pn  Afia's  dropping  Hiore, 

My  Daphne's  groves,  or  Lycia's  ancient  plam  ; 

Again  to  Afric's  fultry  lands  rellore 

Embow'ring  (hades,  and  Lybian  Ammon's  fane : 

Or  hafte  to  northern  Zembla's  favage  cnaft, 
There  hulh  to  filence  elemental  ftrile ; 


Brood  o'er  the  regions  of  eternal  froIV,  j 

And  fwell  her   barren  womb  with  heat  u» , 

life.  I 

Then  Britain — Here  (he  ceas'd.    Indignant  grit!  > 
And  parting  pangs  her  fault'ring  tongue  fup ' 
preft : 

Veil'd  in  an  amber  cloud  (he  fought  relief. 
And  tears  and  filent  auguifli  told  the  reft. 

DEDICATION 

To  the  Rev.  Mr.  Wooddefon,  of  Kingjlon  if  o  ' 
Thames,  and  the  Ladies  of  his  Nei^hbourbooi.', 

0  THOU  who  fit'lT  in  academic  fchools, 
Lefs  reaching  than  infpiring  ancient  art, 

Thy  own  example  nobler  than  your  rules. 
Thy  blamelefs  life,  bell  leiibn  for  the  heart,   r' 

And  ye,  who  dwell  in  peaceful  groves  around,  d 
Whole  voice,  whofe  verfe  enchants,  haroioniori 
maids  1 

Who  mix  the  lyre  with  harps  of  Cambrian  foundi 
A  mournful  mufe,  ah  !  flielter  in  your  ftiades  i 

Nor  you  (lie  rirals,  nor  fuch  magic  ftrain 
As  refcu'd  Eloife  from  oblivion's  fleep; 

Enough,  if  one  the  meekeft  of  your  train. 

Poor  Julia  !   cries, — and  turns  afide  to  weep  I-- 

JULIA'S  PRINTED  LETTER 

TO  LORD    B— — — 

— And  dar'ft  thou  then,  infulting  lord,  demand 
A  friendly  anfwer  from  this  trembling  hand? 
Perifli  the  thought !  fiiali  this  unguarded  pen 
Still  tvuft  its  frailties  with  the  frauds  of  men? 
To  one,  and  one  alone,  again  impart 
The  fot't  ertu(5un?  of  a  melting  heart '. — 
No  more  thy  lips  my  tender  page  fliall  ftain, 
And  print  faife  kiffcs,  drcam't  fincere  in  vain; 
No  more  thy  eyes  with  fweet  furprife  purfue, 
Love's  fecret  myfteries  there  unveil'd  to  you. 
Demand'ft  thou  (till  an  anfwer  ?— let  it  be^ 
An  anfwer  worthy  vengeance,  worthy  me  1— 
Hear  it  in  public  characters  relate 
An  ill  ftarr"d  paflion,  and  capricious  fate  '.  _ 
Yes,  public  let  it  ftand  ; — to  warn  the  maid 
From  her  that  fell,  lefs  vanquifli'd  than  betray'd 
Guiltlefs,  yet  doom'd  with  guilty  pangs  to  groai 
And  expiate  other's  treafons,  not  her  own  : 
A  race  of  flianie  in  honour's  paths  to  run, 
Still  virtue's  follower,  yet  by  vice  undone; 
Such  free  complaint  to  injur'd  love  belongs, 
Yes,  tyrant,  read,  and  know  me  by  ray  wrongs; 
Know  thy  own    treacheries,    bar'd   to    genen 

view, 
Yes,  traitor,  read,  and  reading  tremble  tool 
What  vice  would  perpetrate  and  fraud  difguilc 

1  come  to  blaze  it  to  a  nation's  eyes ; 

I  come — ah  '.  wretch  thy  fwelling  rage  contTOuI, 
Was  he  not  once  the  idol  of  thy  foul  ? — 
Tnie, — by  his  guilt  thy  tortur'd  bolbm  bleeds. 
Yet  fpare  his  bludies.  for  'tis  love  that  pleads!— 
Refpeding  him,  relpeift  thy  infant  flame,      .  ^ 
Proclaim  the  treafon,  hide  the  traitor's  name  I— 
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Enough  to  honour  acd  revenge  be  giv'n, 
This  truth  referve  for  confcience  and  for  heav'n ! 
Talk'ft  thou,  ingrate,  of  frieiidfhip's  holy  pow'rs? 
What  binds  the  tiger,  and  the  lamb  be  ours ! 
This  cold,  this  frozen  bofom,  cin'ft  thou  dream 
Senfelefs  to  love,  will  foften  to  efteem  ? 
What   means   thy  profter'd   friendftiip  ? — but   to 
prove  [love — 

Thou  wilt  not  hate  her,  whom   thou  can'ft  not 
Remember  thee  I — repeat  that  found  again  !— 
My  heart  applauding  echoes  to  the  ilrain  ; 
Yes,  till  this  heart  forgets  to  beat,  and  grieve. 
Live  there  thy  image — but  detefted  live  ; — 
Still  fwell  my  rage — unclieck'd  by  time  or  fate, 
Nor  waken  memory  but  to  kindle  hate  1 — 
Enter  thy  treacherous  bofom,  enter  deep, 
•Hear   confcienoe    call,   while    flatt'ring    palTions 

fleep ! — 
Impartial  fearch,  and  tell  thy  boafted  claim 
To  love's  indulgence  and  to  virtuous  fame  ! 
Where  harbour  honour,  juftice,  faith,  and  truth. 
Bright  forms,  whofe  dazzling  femblance  caught 

my  youth. 
How  could  I  doubt  what  faireft  feem'd  and  beft 
Should  build  its  manfion  in  a  noble  breaft  ? 
How  doubt  fuch  generous  virtues  lodg'd  in  thine 
That  felt  them  glowing,  tender  maid,  in  mine? 
Boaft  not  of  trophies  from  my  fall  achiev'd, 
Boaft  not,  deceiver,  in  this  foul  deceiv'd  ; 
Eafy  the  traitor  wins  an  open  heart, 
Artlefs  itfelf,  and  unfufpecfling  art : 
Not  by  fuperior  wiles,  fuccefsful  proves, 
But  fond  credulity  in  her  that  loves. — 

Blufli,  fliamelefs  grandeur,   blufli  1 — fliall  Bri- 
tain's peer. 
Daring  all  crimes,  not  dare  to  be  fincere  .''— 
His  fraud  in  virtue's  faireil  likenels  paint, 
And  hide  his  noblenefs  in  bale  conftraint. 
What  charms  were  mine  to  tempt  thy  guilty  fires  1 
What  wealth,  what  honours  from  illullrious  fires  '. 
Can  virtue's  fimple  fpoils  adorn  thy  race  ? 
Shall  annals  mark  a  village  maid's  difgrace  ? 
Ev'n  the  lad  fecret  to  thyfelf  confiu'd. 
Sleeps,  nor  thou  dar'ft  divulge  it  to  mankind  ; 
When  burfting  tears  my  inward  anguilh  fpeak, 
When   palenefs  fpreads    my  fometimes  flufliing 

cheek. 
When  my  frame  trembles  with  convulfive  ftrife, 
And  fpirits  flutter  on  the  verge  of  life. 
When  to  my  heart  the  ebbing  pulfe  is  driv'n, 
And  eyes  throw  faint  accufmg  beams  to  heav'n, 
Still  from  the  world  thofe  fvvelling  fighs  lupprelt. 
Thole  forrcws  ftreaming  in  one  faithful  breaft  ; 
Explain  to  her,  from  oihers  hide  thy  care,  [fpair, 
Thought  nature's    v/eaknefs,  and   not   love's  de- 
The  fprightiy  youth  in  gloomy  langour  pine. 
My  portion  mifery,  yet  not  triumph  thine — 
Ah  :   whence  derives  thy  fexits  barbarous  powers 
To  Ipoil  the  fweetnefs  of  our  virgin  hours  .'' 
Why  leave  me  not,  where  tirll  I  met  your  eye, 
A  fimple  flower  to  bloom  in  fliades,  and  die  ? 
Where  Iprightly  morn  on  downy  pinions  rofe, 
And  evening  lull'd  me  to  a  deep  rcpofe  ? 
Sharing  pure  joys,  at  leaft  divine  content. 
The  ciioiceft  treafure  for  mere  mortals  meant. 
Ah '.  wherefore  poifoning  moments  fweet  as  thefe, 
Lffay  on  me  thy  fatal  arts  to  pieale  ? 


Deftin'd,  if  profperous,  for  fublimer  charms, 
To  court  proud  wealth,  and  greatnefs  to  thy  arms 
How  many  a  brighter,  many  a  fairer  dame, 
Fond  of  her  prize  had  fann'd  thy  fickle  flame .' 
With  livelier  moments  footh'd  thy  vacant  mind  J 
Eafy  poflel's'd  \hee,  eafy  too  refign'd — 
Chdtig  d  but  her  objeft,  pallion's  willing  flave. 
Nor  tcit  a  wound  to  fefter  to  the  grave— 
Oh  .'  had  I,  confcious  of  thy  fierce  deiires. 
But  half  confenting,  fliar'd  contagious  fires. 
But  half  rehicftant.  heard  thy  vows  explain'd, 
This    vanquiih'd    heart    had   fuffer'd,   not   com- 

plain'd— 
But  ah,  with  tears  and  crowded  fighs  to  fue 
Falfe  pafiion's  drefs  in  colours  meant  for  true; 
^irtful  aii'ume  confulion's  fweet  difguife. 
Meet  my  coy  virtues  with  dejedted  eyes, 
Steal  their  fweet  language  that  no  woids  impart, 
And  give  me  back  an  image  of  my  lieait. 
This,  this  was  treachery,  fated  bell  to  fliare 
Hate  from  my  bofom,  and  from  thine  defpair— 
Yet  unrelenting  ftill  the  tyrant  cries, 
Heedlefs  of  pity's  voice  and  beauty's  fighs, 
"  That  pious  frauds  the  wifeft,  belt,  approve, 
"  And  Heav'n  but  fmiles  at  perjuries  in  love."— • 

No — 'tis  the  villain's  plea,  his  poor  pretence, 
To  feizc  the  trembling  prey  that  wants  defence. 

No — 'tis  the  bafe  fenlation  cowards  feel. 
The   wretch  that  trembles  at  the  brave  man's 

ftsel; 
Fierce  and  undaunted  to  a  fex  appears 
That  breathes  its  vengeance  but  in  fighs  and  tears, 
That  helplefs  fex,  by  nature's  voice  addreft 
To  lean  its  weaknefs  on  your  firmer  breaft, 
Protedlion  pleads  in  vain — th'  ungenerous  flave 
Infults  the  virtue  he  was  born  to  fave. 

What;  fliall  the  lighteft  promife  lips  can  feign 
Bind  man  to  man  in  honour's  facred  chain  ? 
And  oaths  to  us  not  fandliify  th'  accord. 
Not  Heav'n  attefted,  and  Heav'n's  awful  Lord  ? 
Why  various  laws  for  beings  form'd  the  fame  i 
Equal  from  one  indulgent  hand  we  came, 
For  mutual  blifsthat  each  aflign'd  its  place, 
With  manly  vigour  temp'ring  female  grace, 
Depriv'd  our  gentler  intercourfe,  explain 
Your  folitary  pleafures  fuilen  reign  ; 
What  tender  joys  fit  brooding  o'er  your  ftore, 
How  Iweet  ambition's  flumbers  gorg'd  with  gore? 
'Tis  our's  th'  unfocial  paflions  to  coutroul, 
Pour  the  glad  balm  that  heals  the  wounded  foul ; 
From  wealth,  frwmpower'sdelufive  reftlefs  dreams 
To  lure  your  fancy  to  diviner  themes. — 
Confefs  at  length  your  fancied  rights  you  draw 
Frorn  force  fupenor,  and  not  nature's  law: 
Yet  know,  by  us  thofe  boafted  arms  prevail, 
By  native  gentlcnefs,  not  man  we  fail; 
With  brave  revenge  a  tyrant's  blood  to  fpill 
Poffefling  all  the  power — we  want  the  will, 

Still  if  you  glory  in  the  lion's  force. 
Come,  nobiy  emulate  that  lion's  courfe  V 
From  guarded  herds  he  vindicates  his  prey. 
Not  luiks  in  fraudful  thickets  from  the  day  ; 
While  man,  with  fnares  to  cheat,  with  wiles  per- 
plex, 
Weakens  already  weak  too  foft  a  fex; 
In  lawb,  in  cuftoms,  failiion's  fetters  binds. 
Relaxes  all  the  nerves  that  brace  our  minds, 
O  0  iiij 
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Then,  lordly  favage,  renfls  the  captiv?  heart 
Firfc  ga.n'd  by  feachery.  tl.cn  tam'd  by  art.— 

Are  thcfe  rflleclioiTj  tlici  th:ti  K  ve  infpires? 
Is  birtc  r  jjricf  tlie  fruit  of  fair  defires  ? 
Fr''m  whofe  examijle  could  I  dreain  to  find 
A  clai.Ti  to  ciirfe.  perhaps  to  wrong  mankind? 
Aij '.  long  I  ftrove  to  burlt  th'  enchanting  tie, 
And  fonn'd  ref^ives.  that  ev'n  in  forming  die; 
Ti  o  long  1  linger'd  on  tlie  fliij)\vreck'd  coalt. 
And  ry'd  tlie  ocean  wher:  my  wealth  was  loft  I 
In  filence  wept,  fcarce  venturing  to  complain. 
Still  to  ray  hearr  diflcnibled  half  my  pain — 
Aicrili'd  my  fiifferings  to  its  fears,  not  you; 
Echcid  you  tieacherous,  ard  then  wiflrd  you  true; 
Sooth'd  by  iliofc  wilhes,  by  myfflf  deceiv'd, 
I  fondly  hop'd.  and  wtiat  I  hop'd  believ'd. — 
Cruel  1   to  whom  ?  Ah  !  whither  rtiould  I  flee. 
Friends,  fortune,  fame,  deltrted  all  for  thee  1 
On  whom  but  you  my  tainting  bread  repofe  ? 
With  whom  but  you  depofir  all  its  woes? — 
To  whom  but  you  explam  its  rtifled  groan  ? 
And  live  fur  whom  '  but  love  and  you  alone  ? 
What  hand  to  probe  my  bleeding  heart  be  found ; 
What   hand    to    heal? — but   his   that  gave    the 
wound  ? — 

O  dreadful  chaos  of  the  ruin'd  mind  1 
Lofl  to  itielf,  to  Virtue,  humankind  I 
Irom  earth,  from  heaven,  a  meteor  flaming  wide, 
Liiik'd  to  no  lyftem,  to  no  world  ally'd  ; 
A  blank  of  nature,  vanifli'd  every  thought 
That  nature,  reafon,  that  e.\]-erience  taught, 
Paft.  prefenf,  future  tr^ice,  alike  deftroy'd, 
■\\''here  love  alone  can  fill,  the  mighty  void  : 
Tliat  love  on  unreturning  pinions  flown 
"VV'e  grafp  a  Ihade,  the  n'>b;e  fubftance  gone— 
From  one  aaor'd  and  once  adoring,  dream 
Oi  friendiliip's  tendcrncfs — ev'n  cold  efteem 
(Humble  ourvovvs)  rejcdled  with  difdain, 
Aik  a  laft  confer^-nce,  but  a  paiting  llrain, 
Wore  fuppliant  (till,  the  wretched  fuit  advance, 
Plead  for  a  look,  a  momentary  glance, 
A  letter,  token — on  dellruilion's  brink 
We  catch  the  feeble  plank  of  hope,  and  fink. — 

In   th'jfe   dread  moments,  when   the  hov'ring 
flame 
Scarce  languidi'd  info  life,  again  you  came, 
Purfued  a^ain  a  too  fuccefsful  theme, 
And  dry'd  my  eyes,  w  th  your'.s  a^^ain  to  dream  ; 
When  treach'ruus  tears  your  venial  faults  con- 

fefsM, 
A'-d  half  d'Hemblfd.  half  cxrusVl  the  reft. 
To  ';ir.'ired  t;rift%  t-iioht  pity  from  my  own, 
S'ghs  I  returuM.  a"d  echo'd  groan  for  f;roan  ; 
Yourfelf  reproaches  Kifling  mine,  approval, 
And  much  I  cif-dired,  for  mvuh  I  lov'd. 

Not  long  the  foul  this  doubt  in  i  dream  prolongs, 
If  prompt  to  pardon,  rot  forget  its  u  rongs. 
It  fcorns  tlie  traitor,  and  with  confcious  pride 
Scorns  a  bife  felf.  deferring  to  his  fide ; 
Grent  by  misfortune,  grcaier  by  defpair. 
Its  heaven  once  lort,  rf  jecV,  an  humbler  cire, 
'io  dr  nk  the  dregs  of  languid  ji-ys  d  idains. 
And  flies  a  paflion  but  peiceiv'd  from  pains; 
Too  juft  the  rights  another  claims  to  fteal, 
Too  i;<-od  its  fe<-lings  to  willi  virtue  feel, 
Perhnps  too  tender  or  too  f  erce,  my  foul 
l)ifclaioaing  halt  the  heart,  demands  the  whole.— 


I  blame  thee  not,  that,  fickle  as  t}iy  T&te, 
New  loves  invite  thee    and  the  old  f  ffice. 
That  cold,  infenfiule,  thy  foul  appears 
To  virtue's fniiles,  to  virtue's  very  tears; 
But  ah  1  an  heart  whofe  tendernefs  you  knew, 
■['hat  offier'd  heaven,  but  fecoiid  vows  to  you. 
In  fond  prefumption  that  fecurely  play'd. 
Securely  flumoer'd  in  your  friendly  (hade, 
Whofe  every  weaknefs,  every  figh  to  (hare, 
The  powers  that  haunt  the  perjur'd,  heard  jori 

fwear  , 
Was  this  an  heart  you  wantonly  refign'd 
Vclim  to  fcorn,  to  ruin,  and  mankind  ? 
Was  this  an  heart — O  fliame  of  honour,  truth. 
Of  blufhing  candour,  and  ingenuous  youth  1 
What  means  thy  pity  ?   what  can  it  reitore  ? 
The  grave    that  yawns  till   general   doom's  n« 

more. 
As  foon  fliall  quicken,  as  my  torments  ceafe, 
Rock'd  on  the  lap  of  innocence  and  peace. 
As  fmiles  and  joy  this  penfive  brow  invade, 
And  fmooth  the  traces  by  affJiclion  made  ; 
Flames  once  extinguillTd  virtue's  lamp  divine, 
And  vifus  honour,  adeferted  Ihrine  I 
No,  wretch,  too  long  on  paflion's ocean  toft, 
Not  heaven  itfelf  reitores  the  good  you  loft  ; 
The  form  txills  not  that  thy  fancy  drcain'd, 
A  fiend  purfues  thee  that  an  angel  leem'd; 
ImpaiFive  to  the  touch  of  reafon's  ray 
His  fairy  phantom  melts  in  clouds  away  ; 
Yet  take  my  pardon  in  my  laft  farewell. 
The  wounds  yon  gave,  ah  cruel  I  never  feel! 
Fated  like  me  to  court  and  curie  thy  fate. 
To  blend  in  dreadful  union  love  and  hate  ; 
Chiding  the  prefent  moment's  flumb'ring  haftc. 
To  dread  the  future,  and  deplore  the  paft ; 
Like  me  condemn  th'  effecfl,  the  caufe  approve, 
Renounce  the  lover,  and  retain  the  love. 
Yes,  love — ev'n  now  in  this  ill-fated  hour, 
An  exile  from  thy  joys,  I  feel  thy  power. 
The  fun  to  me  his  noontide  blaze  that  flirouds 
In  browner  horrors  than  when  veil'd  in  clouds. 
The  moon,  faint  light  that  melancholy  throws. 
The  ftreams  that  murmur,  yet  not  court  repofe, 
The  breezes  ficken;ng  with  my  mind  s  difeafe. 
And  vallies  laughing  to  all  eycs  but  thefe. 
Proclaim  thy  abfcucc.  love,  whole  beam  alone 
Lighted  my  morn  with  glories  not  its  own. 
O  thou  of  generous  patfions  pureft,  beft  1 
Soon  as  thy  fl  mf  fliot  rapture  to  my  breaft, 
Each  pulte  exp:^nding,  trembled  with  delight, 
And  aching  vifioti  drank  thy  lovely  light, 
A  new  creation  brighten'dto  my  view, 
Nurs'd  in  thy  fmiles  the  fecial  palfions  grew, 
New   ftrung,    the   thrilling    nerves    harmonious 

r.>le, 
And  beat  fweet  unifon  to  others  woes, 
Slumb'ring  no  more  a  Lethe's  lazy  flood 
III  gentrous  currents  fwell'd  tlie  fprightly  bloo<J, 
No  longer  now  to  partial  ftri-aras  conlin'd, 
Sjiread  like  an  ocean,  and  embrac'd  mankind, 
No  more  concenterinj;  in  itfelf  the  blaze 
The  foul  difl'u>'d  Henevolence's  rays. 
Kindled  on  earti\  purlued  the  ethereal  road. 
In  hailow'd  flamts  aicended  to  its  God. — 

Yes.  love,  thr  ftar  of  generous  influence  cheers 
Our  gluoujj-  dwelUng  m  this  vak  of  tears. 
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What !  if  a  tyrant's  blading  ^anii  deftroys 
Thy  fwplling  bloflbms  of  expefted  joys, 
Converts  to  poilbn  what  for  life  was  given, 
Thy  manna  dropping  from  its  native  heaven, 
Still  love  vicflorious  triumphs,  ftill  confeft 
The  nohleft  tranfport  that  can  warm  the  bread ; 
jYes  traitor,  yes,  ray  heart  to  nature  true, 
lAdores  the  paffion,  and  detelts  but  you. 

OH  REBUILDING  COMBE-NEVILLE, 

(Kear  Kingjton,  Surrey,  once  the  Seat  of  the  fa- 
I  mous  King-making  Eat  I  of  IVarwick,  and  late 
I     in  the  PoJeJJiott  of  the  Fatnily  of  Harvey. 

'Ye  modern  domes  that  rife  elate 

O'er  yonder  proftrate  walls, 
In  vain  your  hope  to  match  the  ftate 

Of  Neville's  ancient  halls. 

Dread  manfion  1  on  thy  Gothic  tower 
I     Were  regal  ftandards  rais'd  ; 
iThe  rofe  of  York,  white  virgin  flower, 
I     Or  red  Lancallna's  blaz'd. 

jWarwick,  high  chief,  whufe  awful  word 
I     Or  fliook,  or  fix'd  the  throne, 
[Spread  here  his  hofpitable  board, 
Ot  warr'd  in  tilts  alone. 

When  Combe  her  garter'd  knights  beheld 

On  baibed  fteeds  advance. 
Where  ladle's  crown'd  the  tented  field, 

And  luve  iiifpir'd  the  lance. 

Hiftor.c  heralds  here  array'd 

Fair  adis  in  gorgeous  liyle. 
But  heroes  toils  were  belt  repay'd 

By  balhful  beauty's  fmile. — 

So  flourifh'd  Combe,  and  flourifli'd  long 

With  lords  ot"  bounteous  foul  j 
Her  walls  iiill  echoed  to  the  Ioht, 

And  mirth  itill  drain'd  her  bowl.  • 

And  ftill  her  courts  with  footfteps  meek 

The  fainting  travelier  preit, 
Still  mii'ery  flufli'd  her  faded  cheek 

At  Harvey's  genial  fealt.— 

Lov'd  feat,  how  oft,  in  childifh  eafe, 

Along  thy  woods  I  ftray'd, 
Now  vent'rous  climb'd  embow'ring  trees, 

Now  fporled  in  their  fhade. 

Along  the  hills  the  chafe  I  kd 

With  echoing  hounds  and  horns, 
And  left  for  thee  my  downy  bed, 

Unplanted  yet  with  thorns. 

Now,  languid  with  the  noontide  beams, 

Explor'd  thy  *  precious  fprings 
That  proudly  flow  f ,  like  Sufa's  flreams, 

To  temper  cups  for  kings. 

•    Hampton-Court   Falace    ii  fupplied    ivitb 
•kjater  from  tne  fprings  on  Combe  Hills. 
f  "  There  Sufa  by  Choapes'  amber  ftream, 
•*  The  Jrink  of  none  but  king's."     MiiTON. 


But  foon,  infpir'd  with  nobler  powers, 

1  fought  thy  awful  grove  ; 
There  frequent  footh'd  my  evening  hours 

That  belt  deceiver  love. 

Each  fmlling  joy  was  there,  that  fprings 

In  life's  delicious  prime  ; 
There  young  ambition  plum'd  his  wings. 

And  mock'd  the  flight  of  time.— 

There  patriot  pafllons  fir'd  my  breaft 

With  freedom's  glowirtg  themes. 
And  virtue's  image  role  confeft 

In  bright  Platonic  dream>. — 

Ah  me  \  my  dreams  of  harmlefs  youth 

No  more  thy  walks  invade. 
The  charm  is  broke  by  fobei  truth, 

Thy  fairy  vifions  fade. — 

No  more  unftain'd  with  fear  or  guilt 

Such  hours  of  rapture  fmile. 
Each  airy  fabric  fancy  built 

Is  vamlh'd  as  thy  pile  I— 

On  Lady  Pomfrefs    Prcfenting  the  Univerfity  of 
Oxford  nvith  her  CoUe£iion  of  Statues. 

Welcome  again  the  reign  of  ancient  arts  I 
Wek»me  fair  modern  days  from  Gothic  night, 
rhough  late,  emerging,  fun  of  fcience  hail  1 
Whofegiorious  rays  enlightened  Greece  and  Rome, 
lUultnous  nations !  their'i  was  empire's  feat, 
I'heir's  virtue,  freedom,  each  enchanting  grace; 
Sculpture  with  them  to  bright  perfedlion  role. 
Sculpture,  whofe  bold  Promethean  hand  inform'd 
The  (tubborn  niafs  with  life— in  fretted  gold 
Or  yelding  marble,  to  the  raptur'd  eye 
Difplay'd  the  Aiming  conclave  oftlie  Ikies, 
\nd  chiffs  and  fages  gave  the  paffions  form. 
And  virtue  ihape  corporeal:  taught  by  her 
The  obediei;t  brafs  diiloiv'd  ; 
In  love'ifyft  tires  thy  winning  charms  flie  ftole. 
Thou  mild  retreating  Medicean  fair. 
She  mark'd  the  flowing  dryads  li^htjr  Rep 
rhe  panting  bofom,  garmeiots  flowing  lonfe. 
And  wanton  treffes  waving  to  the  wind.-— 
Again  by  Poinfret's  generous  caie,  thefe  .tores 
Oi  ancient  fam^  revilit  learning's  feats, 
I'htir  old  abode.    O  reverence  learning's  feats 
Ye   beauteous   arts !    for    know,    by    learning's 

•fmiles 
Ye  grew  immortal — Know,  however  fair 
Sculpture  and  painting,  fairer  poetry 
Your  elJer  liiier,  from  the  Aonlan  mount. 
Imagination's  fruitiul  realm,  fopply'd 
The  rich  material  of  your  lovely  fjil. 
Her  fairy  forms,  poetic  fancy  tirlt 
Peopled  the  hilis,  and  vales,  and  fabled  proves 
With  fliapes  cele.lial,  and  by  fountain  fide 
Saw  tauns  with  wanton  fatyrs  lead  the  dapce 
With  meek-ey'J  naids;  f^w  your  Cyprian  queen 
Afcending  from  the  ocean's  wave  ; 
Poetic  fancy  in  Maonian  fjng 
Pi<flur'd  immortii  Jove,  ere  Phidias'  hands 
Sublime  with  ail  his  thunders  form'd  the  god. 
Here  then  uniting  with  y^ur  k:i,died  art, 
Majeltic  Grecian  fculpture  deign  to  dwell^ 
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Here  fliacles  of  Academe  again  invite, 
Athenian  pliilofophic  fliades,  and  here 
Ye  Roman  forms,  a  nobler  Tyber  flows. 
Come,  Pomfret,  come,  of  rich  munificence 
Partake  the  fame,  though  c;mdid  bludies  rife. 
And  modeit  virtues  ftnin  the  blaze  of  day. 
Pomfret,  not  all  thy  honours,  fplendid  train. 
Not  the  bright  coronet  that  binds  thy  brow, 
Not  all  thy  lovely  offspring,  radiant  queens 
On  beauty's  throne,  (liall  confccrate  thy  praife 
Like  fcience,  boafting  in  thy  genial  beam 
Increaling  (tores :   in  thefe  tmbowering  fliades 
Stands  the  fair  tablet  of  eternal  fame  ; 
There  memory's  adamaniine  pen  records 
Her  fons  ^  but  each  illuftrious  female's  name 
In  golden  charaflers  engrav'd,  defies 

Envy  and  time,  fuperior  to  their  rage 

Pomfret  fliall  live,  the  generous  Pomfret  join'd 
M'lth  Carol. lie,  and  martial  Edward's  queen, 
And  great  Eliza,  regal  names,  like  thee 

Smiling  on  arts  and  learning's  fons  they  reign'd 

And  fee  where  Weflimorland  adorns  the  train 
Of  learning's  princely  patrons !  lo,  I  fee 
A  new  Pantheon  rife  as  that  of  old 
Famous,  nor  founded  by  ignobler  hands  • 
Though    thine,    Agrippa,    fway'd    the    hehn    of 

Rome ; 
I  fee  enfliriii'd  majeftic  awful  forms. 
Chiefs,  legiflators,  patriots,  beauties,  gods. 
Not  him  by  fuperfliitious  fears  ador'd 
With  barbarous  facrifice  and  frantic  zeal, 
Yet  not  uncelebrated  nor  unfung,  for  oft 
Thou,  flumb'ring  Cupid,  with  inverted  torch 
Betokening  mildeit  fires,  fliallhear  the  fighs 
Of  virtuous  love-fick  youths.    You  too  fhall  reign, 
Celefliial  Venus,  though  with  charter  rites, 
Addrei't  with  vows  from  purer  votaries  heard. 

ON  RURAL  SPORTS. 
The  fun  wakes  jocund — all  of  life,  who  breathe 

In  air,  or  earth,  and  lawn,  and  thitket  rove 
Who  <"  >  im  the  Uirface,  or  the  de-p  beneath. 

Swell  the  full  chorus  of  delight  and  love. 

But  what  are  ye,  who  cheer  the  bay  of  hounds, 
M'hole  leveU'd  thunder  frightens  morn's  repofe, 

Who  drpg  the  nei,  u  .lofe  hook  inlidious  wounds 
A  writhing  reptile,  type  of  mightier  woes? 

I  fee  yc  come,  and  havoc  Inofe  the  reins, 

A  general  groan  the  general  anguifli  fpeaks. 

The  (lately  Hag  falls  butcher'd  on  the  plains. 
The  dew  of  death  hangs  clammy  on  his  cheeks. 

Ah  1  fee  the  pheafant  fluttering  in  the  brake. 
Green,  azure,  gold,  but  iMidiflinguiOio  gore! 

Yet  fpare  the  tenants  of  the  filver  lake  I 

—I  call  in  vain— They  gafp  upon  the  fliore. 

A  yet  ignobler  band  is  cu,.rdcd  round 

With   dogs   of  war — the    fpurning    bull    their 
prize  ; 

And  now  he  bellows,  humbled  to  the  ground  ; 
And  now  they  Ipiawl  in  bowlings  to  the  Ikies. 

You  toomuft  feci  their  mifllle  weapon's  power, 
\S  hole   clarion   charms  the   midnight's  fullen 
air; 


Thou  the  morn's  liarbingcr,  muft  mourn  thehotr 
*  Vigil  to  falls,  and  penitence,  and  prayer.  1 

Mufl  fatal  wars  of  humun  avarice,  wage 

lor  milder  conflicts,  love  their  palm" defign'd ' 

Now  ihcath'd  in  ftcel,  mufl  rival  reafon's  rage,  "      ! 
Deal  mutual  death,  and  emulate  mankind  ?  * 

Arc  thefc  your  fovereign  joys,  creation's  lords? 

Is  death  a  banquet  for  a  godlike  foul  ? 
Have  rigid  hearts  no  fympathifmg  chords 

For  concord,  order,  for  th'  harmonious  whole? 
Nor  plead  neccfllty,  thou  man  of  blood  ! 

Heaven   tempers  power  with  mercy — HeavCn 
revere  ! 
Yet  flay  the  wolf  for  fafety,  lamb  for  food; 

But  fliorten  mifcry's  pangs,  and  drop  a  tear!  • 
Ah  \  rather  turn,  and  breath  this  evening  gale, 

Unmjur'd,  and  uninjuring  nature's  peace. 
Come,  draw  licfl:  nedar  from  the  foaming  pail, 

Come,  pen  the  fold,  and  count  the  flock's  in- 
c  re  ale ! 

See  palluring  heifers  with  the  bull,  who  wields 
Yet  budding  horns,  and  wounds  alone  the  foU*  I! 

Or  (ce  the  panting  fpanicl  try  the  fields 

While  burfting  coveys  mock  his  wanton  toil  \ 

Now  feel  the  Heed  with  youth's  elaftic  force 
Spontaneous  bound,  yet  bear  thy  kind  controul; 

Nor  mangle  all  his  finews  in  the  courfe, 

And  fainting,  ftaggering,  lafli  him  to  the  goal !   , 

Now  fwectly  pcnfive,  bending  o'er  the  dream, 
Mark  the  gay,  floating  myriads,  nor  moleft 

Their  Iports,  their  flumbers,  but  inglorious  dream 
Of  evil  fled  and  all  creation  bltft  ! 

Or  elfe,  beneath  thy  porch,  in  focialjoy 

Sit  and  approve  thy  infant's  virtuous  hafl^c, 
Humanity's  fweet  tones  while  all  employ 

lo  lure  the  wing'd  domcflic^  to  repaft ! 
There  fmiling  fee  a  fop  in  fwelling  flate, 

The  turkey  ftrut  with  valour's  red  pretence, 
And  duck  row  on  with  waddling  honeft  c-ait. 

And  goofe  miflake  folemnity  for  fenfe  I* 

While  one  with  front  eredt  in  fimple  pride 

full  firmly  treads,  his  confort  waits  his  call, 
Now  deal  the  copious  barley,  waft  it  wide, 

That  each  may  tallc  the  bounty  meant  for  all  I 
Yon  bafliful  fongfl:crs  with  retorted  eye 

Purfue  the  grain,  yet  wheel  contradled  flight. 
While  he,  the  bolder  fparrow,  fcorns  to  fly, 

A  fon  of  freedom  claiming  Nature's  right. 

Liberal  lo  him  ;  yet  ftill  ihc  wafted  grain, 
Choicefl:  for  thofe  ct  mode;!  worth,  difpenfc, 

And  blclling  Heaven  that  wakes  their  grateful 

Aram,  ^ 

Let  Heaven's  beft  joy  be  thine,  Benevolence ! 

While  flocks  foft  blcatings,  echoing  high  andde'ar. 
The  neigh  of  (feeds,  rclponfivc  o'er  the  heath. 

Deep  lowings  fwceter  melt  upon  thy  ear 

Than  fcream-.  of  terror  and  the  groans  of  death. 

Yet  founds  of  woe  delight  a  giant  brood : 
fly  then  mankind,  ye  young,  yc  helplcfs  old! 

•  Shrtve  TticfJay, 


POEMS. 


587 


Fop  not  their  fury,  a  confuming  flood, 
Diftinguiflies  the  fhepherd,  drowns  the  fold. 

But  loofen  once  thy  gripe,  avenging  law ! 

Eager  on  man,  a  nobler  chafe,  they  flart ; 
Now  from  a  brother's  fide  a  dagger  draw, 

Now  fheath  it  deeper  in  a  virgin's  heart. 

See  as  they  reach  ambition's  purple  fruits 

Their  reeking  hands  in  nation's  carnage  dyed  ! 

No  longer  bathing  in  the  blood  of  brutes, 
They  fwim  to  empire  in  a  human  tide. 

But  fee  him,  fee  the  fiend  that  others  flung. 

With  fcorpion  confcience  lafli  himfelf,  the  laft ! 

See  feftering  in  the  bofom  where  they  fprung 
The  fury  paflions  that  laid  nature  wafte  ? 

Behold  the  felf-tormentor  drag  his  chains, 

And  weary  heaven  with  many  a  fruitlefs  groan ! 

By  pining  fafls,  by  voluntary  pains. 

Revenging  nature's  caufe,  he  pleads  his  own. 

Yet  proftrate,  fuppliant  to  the  throne  above. 
He  calls  down  heaven  in  thunders  to  purfue 

Heaven's   fancied   foes  —  O   God  of    peace   and 
love. 
The  voice  of  thunder  is  no  voice  from  you  ! 

Miftaken  mortal  I  'tis  that  God's  decree 
To  fpare  thy  own,  nor  flied  another's  blood  : 

Heaven  breathes  benevolence,  to  all,  to  thee; 
Each  being's  blifs  confummates  general  good. 


ODE  TO  CAPTIVITY. 

■WRITTEN   IN  THE  LAJT  WAR. 

O  STERN  captivity  !  from  Albion's  land 
Far,  far,  avert  the  terrors  of  thy  rod  ! 
O  wave  not  o'er  her  fields  thy  flaming  brand  ! 
O  crufh  not  freedom,  faireft  child  of  God  ! — 
Bring  not  from  thy  Gallic  ftiore 
The  galling  fetters,  groaning  oar  ! 
Bring  not  hither  virtue's  bane. 
Thy  filler  fuperftition's  train ! 
O  fpare  from  fanguine  rites  the  filver  floods ! 
Nor  haunt  with  Ihapes  obfccne  our  unpolluted 
woods  !— 

Is  yet  too  weak,  rapcious  power,  thy  throne  ? 

While  the  chain'd  continent  thy  vaflal  waits, 
The  Rhine,  the  Danube,  and  the  founding  Rhone, 
Proclaim  thy  triumphs  tlirough  an  hundred  flates. 

See  Valentia's  fmiling  vales 

Courted  for  thee  by  ocean's  gales ! 

Through  *  yawning  vaults  on  Tagus'  flreams. 

Thine  revenge's  dagger  gleams ; 
Thy  fury  burfls  on  Rorwe's  devoted  head, 
In  vain  the  Scipios  lived,  the  Decii,  Cata  bled  ? 

Be  thefe  thy  bounds — whofe  laws  with  monarch's 
reign. 
To  this  fair  ifle  how  impotent  thy  hate  ! 
Where  Pitt,  fo  righteous  Heaven  and  George  or- 
dain. 
In  wifdom  guides  the  thunder  of  the  Hate. 

*  The  late  confpiracy  againjl  the  Portuguefe  Ga-veyn- 
ment  "was  planned  amid  the  ruins  of  that  unfoytunate 
zafital. 


That  thunder  nfook  on  *  Afric's  fliore, 
The  howling  wild  where  lions  roar ; 
In  f  weftern  worlds  its  awful  powers 
Sunk  aflonifli'd  Bourbon's  towers ; 
That  thunder  founding  o'er  the  Celtic  main, 
Roll'd  to  Lutetia's  walls  along  the  affrighted  Seine. 

Daughters  of  Albion  !  llrew  his  paths  with  flowers, 

O  wake  for  him  the  lute's  harmonious  chord! 
His  name  be  echoed  in  your  feftial  bowers, 
\1Slio  guards  Britannia  from  a  foreign  lord ! 
Happy  fair,  who  feated  far 
From  haughty  conquerors,  barbarous  war, 
Have  heard  alone  in  tragic  fongs 
Of  cities  llorm'd  and  virgins  wrongs, 
There  felt  the  daughters,  parents,  conforts  groan, 
And  wept  hiftoric  woes,  unpradlis'd  in  your  own? 

Have  you  not  heard  how  Sion's  daughters  mourn'd 
Their  proft;rate  land  ? — how  Greece  her  viiftims 
tore 
From  flaming  altars  P-^captive  queens  they  turn'd 
From  Troy  reluflant — on  the  fea-beat  fhore 
Their  eyes  to  heaven  were  roll'd  in  vain. 
Their  eyes — for  not  the  vidlor's  chain 
Indulg'd  thy  privilege,  defpair  ! 
Their  hands  to  rend  their  flowing  hair; 
Behind  them  Troy  a  fmoking  ruin  lies. 
Before  lie  unknown  feas,  and    black  incumbent 
flcies. 

j:  "  Ye  gales!"    they  cry'd,    "  ye  cruel  callern 

"  gales ! 
"  Adverfe  fo  Troy,  confpiring  with  the  foe, 
"  That  eager  flretch  the  vi(5lor's  fwelling  fails, 
"  To  what  unfriendly  regions  will  ye  blow  ? 
"  Shall  we  ferve  on  Doric  plains  .■' 
"  Or  where  in  Pithia  Pyrrhus  reigns  ? 
"  Shall  Echo  catch  our  captive  tales  ? 
"  Joylefs  in  the  fprightly  vales 
"  Apidanus  thy  beauteous  current  laves, 
«  Say,  fliall  we  fit  and  dream  of  Simois'  fairir 
"  waves  ? 

"  Shall  Delos,  facred  Delos,  hear  our  woes  ? 
"  Where  when  Latona's  off'spring  fprung  to 
"  birth, 
"  The  palm  fpontaneous,  and  the  laurel  rofe, 
"  O  Dian,  Dian,  on  thy  hallow'd  earth  ; 
"  With  Delian  maids,  a  fpodefs  band, 
"  At  virtue's  altar  Ihall  we  fl:and 
"  And  hail  thy  name  with  choral  joy 
"  Invok'd  in  vain  for  falling  Troy  ? 
"  Thy  fliafts  viclorious  fliall  our  fongs  proclaim, 
"  When  not  an  arrow  fled  to  fpare  thy  votaric 
"  fliame. 

"  To  Athens,  art's  fair  empire,  fhall  we  rove  ? 

"  There  for  fome  haughty  miftrefs  ply  the  loom, 
"  With  daring  fancy  paint  avenging  Jove, 

«  His  forked  lightnings  flaming  through  the 
"  gloom, 
"  To  blail  the  bold  Titanian  race  : 
"  Or  deaf  to  nature,  mull  we  trace 
"  In  mournful  ihades  our  haplefs  war  ? 
"  What  art,  dread  Pallas,  to  thy  car, 

*   Senegal.  f  Lnuijhov.yg. 

\  An  imiiaiion  of  the  frfl  cborits  in  the  Hecuba  of 
Euylpidcs. 
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«  Shall  ycl-c  til*  immortal  ftceds  ?  what  colours 

«  By  thine,  by  Pyrrhus'  lance,  how  lofty  Ilion 

»«  fell? 
<'  Yes,  cruel  Gods,  our  bleeding  country  falls, 
«»  Her  chiefs  arc  flaln — fee  brothers,  fires  cx- 

"  Ah  fee,  exulting  o'er  her  proftrate  walk, 
«  The  vi<5tor's  fury,  and  devouring  fire  ! 
«'  Afia's  haiJglity  genius  broke, 
"  Lows  the  netk  to  Europe's  yoke, 
"  Chains  ure  all  our  portion  now, 
«'  No  fclhil  wreaths  (hall  bind  our  brow, 
"  Nor  Hymen's  torches  light  the  bridal  day. 
.«  O  dtatli,  and  black  dcfpair,  behold  yourdeftin'd 
"  prey  !" 

IMITATION  FROM  OSSIAN'S  POEMS, 

L1TELV   PUBLISHED  BY   THE  TITLE  OF   FINGAL, 

Brown  autumn  nods  upon  the  mountain's  head, 
The  dark  mift  Ruthers;  howling  winds  aflail 

The  bl!"-hted  d<.fert ;  on  its  mineral  bed 

Dark^roUs  the  river  through  the  lullen  vale. 
On  the  liills  dejcdcd  fcene 
The  blillcd  afli  alone  is  fecn. 
That  marks  the  grave  whei^;  Connal  flecps  ; 
Ca-Lhcr'd  into  mould'ring  htaps 
From  the  whirlwind's  giddy  round,' 
Its  leaves  beftrew  the  haliow'd  ground, 

^crofs  the  mufing  hunter's  lonctome  way 

Plit  melancholy  gholls,  that  chill  the  dawn  of  day. 

Connal,  thou  Jlumber'ft  there, the  great,  the  good! 
Thy   long-fam'd  anccftors    A%hat    tongue    can 
trace  ?  <       n     a 

Firm,  as  the  oak  on  rocky  heights  thty  itood; 
Planted  as  firm  on  glory's  ample  bale. 
Rooted  in  their  native  cJime, 
Brav'd  alike  devouring  time, 
Full  of  honours  full  of  age, 
'1  j'.at  lofty  oak  the  winter's  rage 
Rent  from  the  promontory's  brow, 
And  death  has  laid  the  mighty  low. 
The  mountain's  mourn  the  confecrated  tree  ; 
His  country  Connal  mournb ; — what  fon  fliall  rival 
thee  ? 

Here  was  the  din  of  arms,  and  here  o'erihrown 

The  valiant ' — mourniu!  are  thy  wars,  Fingal ; 
The  caverns  echo'd  to  the  dymg  groan, 
The  fata!  fields  behtld  the  viO:lor  fall; 
Tall  amidll  the  hoft,  as  hills 
Above  their  vales  and  fubjet'l  rills. 
His  arm,  a  tempeft  low'ring  high. 
His  fword,  a  beam  of  fummer's  iky, 
His  eyes,  a  fiery  furnace,  glare. 
His  voice  that  fiiook  th'  altunifh'd  war, 
Was  thunder's  found:'  He  Imote  the  trembling 

foes. 
As  fportivc  infant's  ftafT  the  bearded  thir.lc  mows. 

Onward  to  meet  this  hero,  like  a  ftorm, 
A  cloudy  llorm,  the  mighty  Dargo  came  ; 

As  mountain  caves,  where  duflcy  meteors  form 
His  hollow  eve-balls  flaHi'd  a  livid  fiame. 
S 


And  now  they  join'd,  and  now  they  w'lell 
'i  heir  claihing  ftcel — refounds  the  field, 
Crimora  heard  tlie  loud  alarms, 
Rinvai's  daughter,  bright  in  arms. 
Her  hands  the  bow  victorious  bear, 
Luxuriant  wav'd  her  auburn  hair  ; 
Connal,  her  life,  her  love,  in  beauty's  pride. 
She  fol'ow'd  to  the  war,  and  fought  by  Connal't 
fide. 

In  wild  defpa>r,  at  Connal'sfoe  fhe  drew 

The  fatal  firing,  impatient  flew  the  dart ; 
Ah  haplefs  maid  ! — with  erring  courfe  it  flew; 
The  fliaft  rtood  trembling  in  her  lover's  heart. 
He  fell — fo  falls  by  thunder's  fliock 
Fronr  ocean's  cliffs  the  rifted  rock. 
That  falls  and  plows  the  groaning  flrand— 
He  fell  by  love's  unwilling  hand. 
Haplefs  maid  !  from  eve  to  day, 
Connal,  my  love  ;  the  breathlcfs  clay 
My  love,  {he  calls — now  rolis  her  frantic  eyes— 
Now  bends  them   fad  to  earth — (he   finks,  Qk 
faints,  (he  dies. — 

Together  refl  in  earth's  parental  womb, 
Her  faireft  offtpring  ;  mournful  in  the  vale 

I  fit,  while,  ilTuing  from  the  mofs-grown  tomb, 
Your  once-lov'd  voices  feem  to  fwell  the  gale.— • 
Penfive  memory  wakes  her  powers, 
Oftrccals  your  finding  hours 
Of  fleeting  life,  that  wont  to  move 
On  downy  wings  of  youth  and  love  ; 
The  fmiling  hours  no  more  return; 
— All  is  hulh'd — your  filent  urn 

The  mountain  covers  with  its  awful  fhade. 

Far  from. the  haunts  of  men  in  pathlefs  defert  laid, 

ODE  TO  YOUTH. 

Youth,  ah  ftay,  prolong  delight, 
Clofe  thy  pinions  flretch'd  for  flight! 
Youth,  dildaining  filver  hairs. 
Autumn's  frowns,  and  winter's  cares, 
Dwell'fl  thou  but  in  di;i.plc  flcek, 
In  vernal  Imilcs  and  fumm.er's  cheek  ? 
On  fpring's  ambrofial  lap  thy  hands  luifold, 
rliey  blofTom  frelh  with  hope,  and  all  they  touch 
is  gold. 

Graver  years  come  failing  by  : 
Hark  !  they  call  me  as  they  fly  ; 
Quit,  they  cry,  for  nobler  themes, 
Statefman,  quit  thy  boyifh  dreams  I 
Tunc  to  crowds  thy  pliant  voice. 
Or  flatter  thrones,  the  nobler  choice  ! 

Def-rting  virtue,  yet  affume  her  ftate; 

Thy  (miles,  that  dwell  with  love,  ah,  wed  them 
now  to  hate ! 

Or  in  vi(flory's  pufple  plain 

Triumph  thou  on  hills  of  flain  ! 

While  the  virgin  rends  her  hair, 

Childlc("s  fires  demand  their  heir. 

Timid  orphans  kneel  and  weep: 

Or,  where  the  unlunn'd  treafures  (Iccp, 
Sit  brooding  o'er  thy  cave  in  grim  rcpofe. 
There  mock  at  human  joys,  there  mock  at  hu- 
man woes. 

Years  away  !  too  dear  I  prize 
Fancy's  haunts,  her  vales,  her  flcies; 


P    O    E 

Come,  ye  gales  that  fwell  the  flowers, 
Wake  my  foul's  expanding  powers  ; 
Come,  by  (Ircams  embow'r'd  in  wood, 
Celcftial  fui  ms,  the  fair,  the  good ! 

With  moral  charms  affociate  vernal  joys ! 

Pure  nature's  pleafures  thefe — the  rcfl  are  fafliion's 
toys. 
Come,  while  years  reprove  in  vain, 
Youtli,  with  me,  and  rapture  reign ! 
Sculpture,  painting,  meet  my  eyes. 
Glowing  Hill  with  young  furprifc  ! 
Never  to  the  virgin's  lute 
This  ear  be  deaf,  this  voice  be  mute  ! 

Come,  beauty,  caufe  of  anguifh,  heal  itsfmart, 

—Now   temperate   meafures  beat,  unalter'd  elfe 
my  heart. 

Still  my  foul,  for  ever  young. 

Speak  thyfelf  divinely  fprung  ! 

Wing'd  for  heaven,  embracing  earth, 

l.ink'd  to  all  of  mortal  birth, 

Brute  or  man,  in  focial  chain 

Still  link'd  to  all,  who  fufFcr  pain. 
Piirfue  the  eternal  law  ! — one  power  abo-ve 
CounesSs,  pervades  the  whole — that  power  divine 
is  love. 

TO  THE  THAMES. 

Nearer  to  my  grove,  O  Thames! 
Lead  along  thy  fultry  llreams. 
Summer  fires  the  ftagnant  air. 
Come  and  cool  thy  bofom  there  ! 
Trees  fhall  Ihelter,  zephyrs  play, 
Odours  court  thy  fmiling  ftay  ; 
There  the  lily  lifts  her  head, 
Faireft  child  of  nature's  bed. 

Oh  Thames !  my  promife  all  was  vain  -. 
Autumnal  ftorms,  autumnal  rain 
Have  fpoil'd  that  fragrance,  ftript  thofe  Hiadcs, 
Haplefs  flower  !  that  lily  fades. — 
What,  if  chance,  fweet  evening  ray, 
Or  weftern  gale  of  vernal  day, 
Momentary  bloom  renews. 
Heavy  with  unfertile  dews 
It  bends  again,  and  feemsto  cry, 
"  Gale  and  fimfhine,  come  not  nigh  ! 
"  Why  reclaim  from  winter's  power 
«  This  wither'dftalk,  no  ignore  a  flower!" 
Such  a  flower,  my  youthful  prime, 
Chill'd  by  rigour,  fapp'd  by  time, 
Shrinks  beneath  the  clouded  florm  j 
What,  if  beauty's  beaming  form. 
And  Cambrian  virgins'  vocal  air, 
Expand  to  fmiles  my  brow  of  care: 
That  beam  withdrawn,  that  melting  found, 
The  dews  of  death  hang  heavier  round, 
No  more  to  fpring,  to  bloom,  to  be, 
1  bow  to  fate  and  Heaven's  decree. 

Come  then,  Cambrian  virgin,  come, 
With  all  thy  mufic  feek  my  tomb. 
With  all  thy  grace,  thy  niodtft  flate, 
With  all  thy  virtues,  known  too  late ! 
Come,  a  little  moment  fpare 
From  pious  rites  and  filial  care  ! 
Give  my  tomb — no  heart-felt  figh. 
No  tear  convulfmg  pity's  eye  ! 
Gifts  of  too  endearing  name 
For  you  to  grant,  for  me  to  claim; 


M    9.  5^9 

But  bring  the  fong — whofe healing  founds 
W'erc  balm  to  all  my  feftering  wounds. 
Bring  ihe  lyre — by  miific's  power 
My  foulentranc'd  fhall  wait  the  hour, 
The  dread  majcflic  hour  of  doom, 
■U'hen  through  the  grave,  and  through  the  glooasc 
Heaven  fliall  burll  in  floods  of  day  : 
Dazzled  with  fo  fierce  a  ray. 
My  aching  eyos  Ihall  turn  to  view 
Its  milder  beams  refle<St  from  yon. 

TO  MISS  K P 


Gentle  Kitty,  take  the  lyre 

Thy  magic  hands  alone  iiifpire  ! 

But  wake  not  once  fuch  fwellin^  chords 

Asrouf;i  ambition  s  ftormy  lords, 

Nor  airs  that  jocund  tabors  play 

To  dancing  youth  in  fhadcs  of  May, 

Nor  fongs  that  fluke  old  Pidton's  towers. 

When  feaft  and  mufic  blend  their  powers* 

But  notes  of  mildcfl  accent  call. 

Of  plaintive  touch,  and  dying  fall ; 

Notes  to  which  thy  hand,  thy  tongue. 

Thy  every  tenrter  power  is  flrung. — . 

Cambrian  maid,  repeat  that  fliruin  ! 

Sooth  my  wido  .v'd  bofom's  pain  S 

Its  paflions  own  thy  r-.eltir.g  toiies  j 

Sighs  fucceed  to  barfting  groans; 

Soft  and  fofter  flill  they  flow, 

Breathing  m^ore  of  love  than  woe ; 

Glidering  in  my  eye  appears 

A  tenderer  devr  than  bitter  tears; 

Springing  hope  defpair  beguiles, 

And  ladnefs  foftens  into  fmiles. 

i  quit  thy  lyre — but  tliil  the  train. 
Of  fweet  fenfations  warms  my  brain. 
What,  though  focial  joy  and  lovi; 
Forget  to  haunt  my  fulien  grove  : 
Thoug'n  there  my  foul,  a  ftagnant  Hood, 
Now  flows  its  own,  or  others  good. 
Emblem  of  yon  iaded  flower, 
That,  chiil'd  by  frofl,  expands  no  more  : 
The  dreary  fc':ne  yet  fometimes  clofes 
When  fleep  infpires  on  beds  of  rofes. 
Such  dear  delufions,  fairy  charms, 
As  fancy  dreams  in  virtue's  arms. 
For  fee,  a  gracious  form  is  near  ! 
She  comes  to  dry  my  faUing  tear. 
One  pious  hand  in  pity  fpread. 
Supports  my  elfe  uiifheltcr'd  head; 
The  other  waves  to  chafe  away 
The  fpedlres  haunting  ail  my  day  : 
She  calls — above,  below,  around. 
Sweet  fragrance  breathes,  fweet  voices  found. 

Such  a  balm  to  wounded  mind.s, 
Gentle  Kitty  Cumber  fiuds; 
Such  a  change  ismifery'sdue — 
V/ho  wakes  to  grief  Ihould  dream  of  you, 

TO  THE  SAME, 

Ah  !  bow  to  mufic,  bow  my  lays 

1  o  beauty's  noblefr  art ; 
To  reach  the  bolom  mine  the  praife. 

But  thine  to  melt  the  heart. 

'T;!?  m-neto  clofc  afliicl'on's\>ounds> 
1 0  brighten  pleafurc's  eye ; 
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But  thine,  by  fwcet-difTolving  founds. 
To  make  it  blifs  to  die. 

My  notes  but  kindle  cold  dcfire, 

Ah,  what  you  fccLfor  me  ! 
Diviner  paflions  thine  infpire, 

Ah,  what  I  feel  for  thcc  ! 

AfTociate  then  thy  voice,  thy  touch, 

O,  wed  to  mine  thy  powers  ! 
Be  fuch  at  leaft,  nor  blufli  at  fuch 

Connubial  union  ours ! 

TO  THE  SAME. 

Why,  Kitty,  with  that  tender  air, 

Thofe  eyes  to  earth  inclin'd, 
Thofe  timid  blufhes  ?  why  defpair 

Of  empire  o'er  mankind  ? 

Ah,  know,  that  beauty's  fureft  arms 

Are  candour,  foftnefs,  eafe  ! 
Your  fweet  diftruft  of  pleafing  charms 

Is  half  the  charm  to  pleafe. — 

Refpedl  your  own  harmonious  art ! 

For  love  fecurefl  wounds, 
Secureft  takes  th'  imprifon'd  heart 

Entranc'd  by  magic  founds ! 

If  flowers  of  fiftion's  growth  you  call 

This  wreath  that  truth  beftows ; 
Survey  around  your  Attic  wall 

Each  *  pencill'd  form  that  glows. 

And  afk  the  youths,  what  heavenly  fair 

Their  tendered  vows  infpires  ? 
If  Juno's  more  than  regal  air, 

Or  fierce  Minerva's  fires  ? 

'Tis  bafhful  "Venus  they  prefer, 

Retiring  from  the  view, 
And  what  their  lips  addrcfs  to  her. 

Their  bofoms  feel  for  you. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

Your  bofom's  fwcet  treafurcs  thus  ever  difclofe ; 

For  believe  my  ingenuous  confeflion. 
The  veil  meant  to  hide  them,  but  only  beftows 

A  foftnefs  tranfcending  cxpreflion. 

Good  Heaven,  cries  Kitty,  what  language  I  hear ! 

Have  I  trefpafs'don  chaftity's  laws? 
Is  my  tucker's  clear  muflin  indecently  clear  ? 

Is  it  no  fatin  apron,  but  gauze  ? 

Ah  no! — not  the  leaft  fwcUing  charm  is  defcried 
Through  the  tucker,  too  baftifully  decent ; 

And  your  apron  hides  all  that  fliort  aprons  can  hide, 
From  the  faftiion  of  Eve  to  the  prefent. 

The  veil,  too  tranfparent  to  hinder  the  fight, 
Is  what  modefty  throws  on  your  mind  : 

That  veil  only  fliades,  with  a  tenderer  lightj 
All  the  feminine  graces  behind. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

«  Si  un  arbrc  avoit  du  fcntiment,il  fe  plairoit  a  voir 
*'  cclui  qui  le  cultive  fe  repofer  fous  fon  om- 

•  I)raivhigs  from  an'.u^uejlalucs. 


"  bragc,  refpirer  le  parfum  de  fes  fleurs,  goute' 
"  la  douceur  de  fes  fruits:  Je fuis cet arbre,  cul" 
"  tive  par  vous,  &  la  nature  m'  a  donne  uoe 
"  ame."  Marmontkl. 

Amid  thy  native  mountains,  Cambrian  fair, 
Were  fome  l<>nc  plant  fupported  by  thy  care, 
Sav'd  from  the  blaft,  from  winter's  chilling  pow- 
ers, 
In  vernal  funs,  in  vernal  (hades  and  fliowers,  - 
By  thee  reviving;  did  the  favoured  tree 
Exift,  and  bloffom  and  mature  by  thee  : 
To  that  felc(fted  plant  did  Heaven  difpcnfe, 
With  vegetable  life,  a  nobler  fenf«  : 
Would  it  not  blefs  thy  virtues,  gentle  maid  ? 
Would  it  not  woo  thy  beauties  to  its  fliade  ? 
Bid  all  its  buds  in  rich  luxuriance  fhoot. 
To  crown  thy  fummer  with  autumnal  fruit. 
Spread  all  its  leaves,  a  pillow  to  thy  reft. 
Give  all  its  flowers  to  languifli  on  thy  breaft, 
Rejeifl  the  tendrils  of  th'  uxorious  vine. 
And  ftretch  its  longing  arms  to  circle  thine  ? 
'     Yes;  in  creation's  intcUcdlual  reign. 
Where  life,  fenfe,  reafon,  with  progrcflTive  chain. 
Dividing,  blending,  form  th'  harmonious  whole : 
That  plant  am  I,  diftinguifti'd  by  a  foul. 

TO  THE  SAME. 
WITH  an'son's  voyage. 
Raptur'd  traveller,  ccafc  the  tales 
Of  Tinian's  lawns,  Fernandes'  vales; 
Of  iflcs,  concentering  nature's  charms, 
I-apt  in  peaceful  Ocean's  arms; 
Of  that  Hefperian  world,  which  lies 
Beneath  the  fmile  of  fouthcrn  fkies, 
Where  zephyr  waves  unflagging  wings. 
Where  Albion's  fummers,  Latian  fprings 
Join  thy  autumns,  fmiling  France, 
And  lead  along  th'  eternal  dance  ! 

Thefe  enchanting  fcenes,  and  all 
That  wake  to  form  at  fancy's  call. 
And  all  the  fportive  pencil  traces. 
Are  feeble  types  of  living  graces. 
Of  moral  charms,  that  mental  throne 
Unclouded  beauty  calls  her  own. 
Where  all  the  fun's  meridian  blaze 
Is  twilight  gloom  to  virtue's  rays. 
There,  with  richer  blended  fwects. 
Wedded  Spring  her  Autunm  meets; 
There  Fernandes'  brighter  fliore, 
There  a  purer  Chili's  ore, 
Fruits  and  flowers  are  there  combin'd 
In  fairer  Tinian — Kitty's  mind. 

THE  COMPl-AINT 

OF  CAMBRIA  TO   MISS  K —  P  , 

Setting  to  Miific,  and  Singing  Englijh  Verfes. 
Done  into  Englijh  from  the  Welch  Original. 
Degenerate  maid,  no  longer  ours  1 
Can  oaxon  ditties  fuit  thy  lyre  ? 
Accents  untun'd,  that  breathe  no  powers 
To  melt  the  foul,  or  kindle  martial  fire  ? 
It  ill  beconics  thee  to  combine 
Such  lioftile  airs  with  notes  divine. 
In  Cambrian  ftiades,  the  druidi.  hallow'd  bounds, 
Whcfc    infant  voice   has  lilp'd  the  liquid  Celtic 
ibuiiiii. 
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Levere  thy  Cambria's  flowing  tongue  ! 
'houo-h  high-born  Hoel's  lips  are  dumb, 
'adwalio's  harp  no  more  is  Itrung, 
^nd  filence  fits  on  foft  JLluellyn's  tomb  : 

Yet  Tongs  of  Britifh  bards  remain, 

That,  wedded  to  thy  vocal  ftrain, 
Vould  fwell  melodious  on  the  mountain  breeze, 
^nd  roll  on  iVIillford's  waVe  to  diftant  echoing 
feas. — 

)  Cng  thy  fires  in  genuine  ftrains  ! 
Vhcn  Rome's  refiftlefs  arm  prevail'd, 
Vhcn  Edward  delug'd  all  my  plains  *, 
^nd  all  the  muiic  oi  my  mountains  fail'd  ; 
I       When  ail  her  flames  rebellion  fpread, 
j      Firmly  they  ftood — O  fing  the  dead  ! 
"he  theme  majeftic  to  thy  lyre  belongs, 
'o  Pitfton's  lofty   walls,  and   Cambrian  virgins 
longs. 

I  ON  A  PRESENT  TO  THE  AUTHOR 

I 

br  TWO  IMPRESSIONS  FROM  A  FINE  ANTiqUE 
SEAL  OF  THE    HEAD   OF  ALEXANDER  ; 


\he  one  by  Lady  P- 
Mifs  J— 


— ,  on  Paper,  the  other  by 
■  P ,  in  Max. 


AIR  fculpture  of  Ammon's  young  graces! 
My  lady  with  whim  Ihall  we  tax  ? 
'n  paper  who  marks  thy  faint  traces, 
;  Which  SteUa  flamps  lively  in  wax  ? 

f  their  hearts  they  make  mutual  confefllon  ; 

I  That,  cold  to  emotions  once  felt, 

ihe  mother's  fcarce  yields  to  impredion— 

i  The  daughter's  can  fofteu  and  melt,  • 

i 

ijT  THE  SUBJECT  OF  THE  MONUMENT 

I  IN  ARCADIA. 

YOU,  that  dwell  where  Ihepherds  reign, 
Arcadian  youths,  Arcadian  maids, 

0  paftora]  pipe  who  danc'd  the  plain, 
Why  penfive  now  beneath  the  Ihades  ? 

pproach  her  virgin  tomb,  they  cry, 
Behold  the  verfe  infcrib'd  above, 
jure  too  in  Arcady  was  I — 
i  Behold  what  dreams  are  life  and  love ! 
I 

ON  THE  SAME. 

jVEET  Arcady,  where  fhepherds  reign. 
Your  fimple  youths,  your  limple  maids, 
rith  paftoral  dance  ftill  cheer  the  plain, 
[Their  paftoral  pipe  ftill  charms  the  fhades : 

his  only  fong  ftill  meets  our  ear. 
It  fwells  the  breeze,  it  fills  the  grove; 
I'hat  joys  fo  fweet  as  nature's  here  ? 

1  What  joy  of  nature  fweet  as  love  ? 

!'  HITCHIN  CONVENT. 

'  A   TALE. 

i'here  Hitch's  gentle  current  glides, 
lAn  ancient  convent  ftands, 
i.cred  to  prayer  and  holy  rites, 
I  Ordain'd  by  pious  hands. 


f  ^eV^'.'irrf  7,  ^>i/t  to  death  all  tic  Welch  Bards. 


Here  monks  of  faintly  BenediA 

Their  nightly  vigils  kept, 
And  lofty  anthems  fhook  the  choir. 

At  hours  when  mortals  flept. 

But  Harry's  wide-reforming  hand 

That  facred  order  wounded; 
He  fpoke — ^^from  forth  their  hallow'd  walls 

The  friars  fled  confounded. 

Then  wicked  laymen  ent'ring  in, 

Thofe  cloifters  fair  profan'd  ; 
Now  riot  loud  ufurps  the  feat 

Where  bright  devotion  reign'd. 

Ev'n  to  the  chapel's  facred  roof, 

Its  echoing  vaults  along, 
Refoiinds  ^he  flute,  and  iprightly  dance, 

And  hymeneal  long. 

Yet  fame  reports,  that  monkifli  Ihades 

At  midnight  never  fail 
To  haunt  the  man*ions  once  their  own. 

And  tread  its  cloifters  pale. 

One  night,  more  prying  than  the  reft. 

It  chanc'd  a  friar  came, 
And  enter'd,  where  on  beds  of  down 

Repos'd  each  gentle  dame. 

Here,  foftening  midnight's  raven  gloom, 
Lay  R e,  blulhing  maid  ! 

There,  wrapt  in  folds  of  cyprcfs  lawn, 
Her  virtuous  aunt  was  laid. 

He  ftop'd,  he  gaz'd,  to  wild  conceits 

His  roving  fancy  nm, 
He  took  the  aunt  for  Priorefs, 

And  R     ■       e  for  a  nun. 


It  hap'd  that  R- 


's  capuchin, 


Acrofs  the  couch  difplay'd, 
To  deem  her  lifter  of  the  veil. 

The  holy  fire  betray'd.  ** 

Accofting  then  the  youthful  fair, 

His  raptur'd  accents  broke; 
Amazement  chill'd  the  waking  nymph ; 

She  trembled  as  he  fpoke. 

Hail  halcyon  days  !  hail  holy  nun  ! 

This  wond'rous  change  explain : 
Again  religion  lights  her  lamp. 

Reviews  thefe""  walls  again. 

For  ever  bleft  the  power  that  chcck'd 

Reformifts'  wild  diforders, 
Reftor'd  again  the  church's  lands, 

Reviv'd  our  facred  orders. 

To  monks  indeed,  from  Edward's  days, 
Belong'd  this  chafte  foundation; 

Yet  fifter  nuns  may  anfwer  too 
The  founder's  good  donation. 

Ah,  well  thy  virgin  vows  are  heard! 

For  man  were  never  given 
Thofe  charms,  referv'd  to  nobler  ends. 

Thou  fpotlefs  fpoufe  of  Heaven  ! 

Y'et  fpeak  what  caufe  from  morning  mafs 

Thy  ling'ring  fteps  delays  : 
Haftc  to  the  deep-mouth'd  organ's  peal, 

To  join  thy  vocal  praife. 
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Awake  tby  atbefs,  fifters  all ; 

At  Mary's  holy  Ihrinc, 
With  bended  knees  and  fuppliant  eyes 

Apptoach,  thou  nun  divine  ! — 

No  nun  am  I,  rtcov'ring  cried 
The  nymph ;  no  nun,  1  fay. 
Nor  nun  wili  be,  unl-fs  this  fright 
:     Should  turn  my  locks  to  gray. 

'Tis  true,  at  church  I  feldom  fail 

When  aunt  or  uncle  leads; 
Yet  never  rife  by  four  o'clock 

To  tell  my  morning  beads. 

No  mortal  lover  yet,  I  vow, 

My  virgin  heart  has  fix'd, 
But  yet  I  bear  the:  creature's  talk, 

Without  a  grate  betwixt. 

To  Meav'n  my  eyes  arc  often  caft 

(From  Heav'n  their  light  began}, 
Yet  deign  foinetimes  to  view  on  earth 

Its  image  ftampt  on  man. 
Ah  me  !  I  fear  in  borrow'd  fhapc 

Thou  com'ft,  a  bafe  deceiver  ; 
Perhaps  the  devil,  to  tempt  the  faith 

Of  orthodox  believer. 

For  once  my  hand  at  mafquerade, 

A  reverend  friar  preft ; 
His  form  as  thine,  but  holier  founds 

The  ravifli'd  faint  addrcft. 

He  told  me  vows  no  more  were  made 

To  fenfclcfs  ftone  and  wood, 
But  adoration  paid  alone 

To  faints  of  flelh  and  blood. 

That  rofy  cheeks,  and  i  adiant  eyes, 

And  treffc- like  the  morn. 
Were  gi^n  to  blcfs  the  prcfent  age, 

AndTight  the  age  unborn  : 

That  maids,  by  whofe  obdurate  pride 

The  haplefs  lover  fell. 
Were  doom'd  to  ncver-dymg  toils 

Of  leading  apes  in  hell. 

Rcfpe<a  the  firft  command,  he  cried. 

Its  facrcd  laws  fulfil, 
And  well  obfcrve  the  precept  given 

To  Mofes— "  Do  not  kill." 

Thus  fpoke,  ah  yet  I  hear  him  fpeak ! 

My  ioul's  fublime  phyfician  ; 
Then  get  thee  hence,  thy  dodrines  vde 

Would  fmk  me  to  perdition. 

She  ceas'd — the  monk  in  lliades  of  night 

Confus'dly  ficd  away. 
And  fuperftition's  clouds  diffolv'd 

In  fciife,  and  beauty's  ray. 

TO  A  YOUNG  LADY, 

A  VERY  GOOD  ACTREfS. 

Powerful  is  beauty,  when  to  mortal  feats 

From  Heaven  dcfccnds  the  hcaven-cieated  good, 

When  fancy's  glance  the  fairy  phantom  meets, 
Nymph  of  the  fliaiie,  or  naiad  of  the  fiood. 


So  blooms  Celena,  daughter  of  the  flciei, 
Queen  of  the  joys  romantic  rapture  dreamt. 

Her  checks  are  fummcr's  damalk  rofc,  her  cye» 
Steal  their   quick  luftre   from    the    moruing'i 
b'.ams. 

Her  airy  neck  the  fliinlng  treflcs  fhadc ; 

in  every  wanton  curl  a  Cupid  dwells;  k 

To  thcle,  diftruiling  in  th.-  graces'  aid,  | 

She  joins  the  mighty  charms  of  magic  fpells.  | 

Man,  haplefs  man  in  vain  dcllruiftion  flies,  , 

With  wily  arts  th'  enchantrefs  nymph  purfuct: 

To  varying  forms,  as  varying  lovers  rife, 
Shifts  the  blight  iris  of  a  thoufand  hues. 

Behold  th'  auftere  divine,  oppreft  by  years,  ' 

Colics,  and  bulk,  and  tithes  engender'd  care; 

The  found  of  woman  grates  his  aching  cars, 
Of  other  woman  than  a  fcripture  fair. 

Sudden  flie  comes  a  Deborah  bright  in  arms. 
Or  wears  the  pafloral  Rachel's  ancient  mien;    .' 

And  now,  as  glow  gay-flufliing  eaftern  charms,  , 
He  fighs  like  David's  fon  for  Sheba's  queen. 

To  'Change  the  china  trader  fpccds  his  pace. 
Nor  heeds  the  chilly  north's  unripening  dameijij 

'Tis  her's,  with  twinkling  eyes,  and  lengthen'^' 
face. 
And  pigmy  foot,  to  wake  forgotten  flames.        I 

She  oft,  in  likenefb  of  th'  Egyptian  crone,  _     i 

Too  well  inform'd,  relates  to  wond'ring  fwaillii. 

Their  amorous  plaints  preferr'd  to  her  alone:  : 
Her  own  rekntlefs  breaft  too  well  explains. 

-See,  at  the  manor's  hofpitable  board 
Enters  a  fire,  by  infant  age  rcvcr'd; 

From  fliorten'd  tube  exhaling  fumes  afford 
'J 'he  incenfe  bland  that  clouds  his  forky  beari 

Conundrums  quaint,  and  puns  of  jocund  kind. 
With  rural  ditties,  warm  th'  elated  'fquire. 

Yet  oft  fenfations  quicken  in  his  mind, 
Other  than  ale  and  jocund  puns  infplre. 

The  forms  where  bloated  dropfy  holds  her  feat. 
He  views,  unconfcious  of  magician's  guilej. 

Nor  deems  a  jaundic'd  vifagc  lov'd  retreat 
Of  graces,  young  defires,  and  dimpled  fmlles. 

Now  o'er  the  portal  of  an  ant-que  hall 

A  Grecian  form  the  raptur'd  patriot  awes. 

The  hoary  buft  and  brow  fevere  recal 
Tycurgus,  founder  of  majclUc  laws. 

A  while  cntranc'd,  he  dieams  of  old  renown. 
And  freedom's  triumph  in  Flata:an  fields. 

Then  turns—relaxing  fees  the  furrow'd  frcwn. 
To  melting  airs  the  fcften'd  marble  yields.  ' 

1  fee  the  lips  as  breathing  life,  he  cries. 
On  icy  checks  carnation  blooms  difplay'd. 

The  penfive  orbs  are  pleafure-beaminjj  eyes. 
And  Sparta's  lawgiver  a  blufhing  maid. 

There,  at  the  curtains  of  the  fliudd'ring  youth, 
Stiff  melancholy  pale  a  fpcdrc  ftands, 

Some  love-lorn  virgin's  (hade— O  !  injur'd  truth, 
Deferted  phantom,  and  ye  plighted  hands. 

He  fcarre  had  utter'd — from  his  frantic  gaze 
The  vificn  fad^s— fucceeds  *  flood  »f  Ught. 
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0  friendly  fliadows,  veil  him  as  the  blaze 
Of  beauty's  fun  emerging  from  the  night. 

Here  end  thy  triumphs,  nymph  of  potent  charms, 
The  laurcll'd  bard  is  Heaven's  immortal  care  ; 

Him  nor  illufion's  fpell  nor  philter  harms. 
Nor  mpfic  floating  on  the  magic  air. 

rhe  myrtle  wand  this  arm  imperial  bears, 
Reluftant  ghofts  and  llubborn  elves  obey  : 

its  virtuous  touch  tlie  midnight  fairy  fears. 
And  fhapes  that  wanton  in  Aurora's  ray. 

[  ceas'd  ;  the  virgin  came  in  native  grace, 
With   native   ("miles  that   ftrengthen   beauty's 
chain  : 

3  vain  the  confidence  of  mortal  race  ! 
My  laurell'd  head  and  myrtle  wand  are  vain. 

Again  wild  raptures,  kindling  palTions  rife, 
As  once  in  Andover's  autumnal  grove, 

When  looks  that  fpoke,  and  eloquence  of  fighs, 
Told  the  fofc  mandate  of  another's  love. 


TO  AN  ACCOMPLISHED  I.ADY, 

IN   THE    MAXNER   OF   WALLER. 

D  NYMPH  !  than  bleft  Pandora  honour'd  more, 
U''hat  gods  to  grace  thee  lavilh  all  their  flore  ! 
We  fee  thy  form  in  awful  beauty  move, 
A.t  once  repelling  and  inviting  love  ; 
We  fee  thy  mind  each  bright  perfection  reach 
rhat  genius  kindles,  and  the  graces  teach  : 
Pallas,  to  form  that  matchiefs  mind,  confpircs 
With  wifdom's  coolnefs,  temp'ring  fancy's  fires; 
Here,  as  in  Eden's  bllfsful  garden,  fhoot 
rhe  tree  of  knowledge  and  forbidden  fruit. 

ADDRESS  TO  THE  THAMES. 

O  Thames  !  thy  clear  maieftic  flream 
Shall  ever  flow,  my  raptur'd  theme  ; 
Not  becaufe  xA.ugufta's  pride 
Builds  her  greatnefs  on  thy  tide, 
'    Courted  by  worlds  in  other  oceans  found : 
I        Not  becaufe  proud  Cliefden  laves 
''        His  pendent  beeches  in  thy  waves ; 
,        Not  becaufe  thy  limpid  rills 
Refled  on  Hampton's  towers,  or  Richmond's 
hills ; 
Or  Cooper's  mountain,  by  the  mufes  crown'd, 
Or  catch  the  blaze  from  Windfor's  beaming 
ftar. 
Sacred  to  patriot  chiefs,  the  boaft  of  peace  and 
war : 
Nor  yet  becaufe  thy  current  loves 
The  haunt  of  academic  groves  ; 
And  rtill  with  ling'ring  fond  delay 
Through  Egham's  vales  delights  to  ftray, 
Once  fcene  of  freedom's  claims,  heroic  cares : 

But  hail  thee,  Thames !  while  o'er  thy  meads 
V.liza  with  Louifa  leads 
Each  winning  grace  of  love  and  youth, 
ingenuous  forms,  fair  candour  and  fair  truth  : 
Oh  I  fan  their  evening  walk  with  mildeft  airs; 
So  Gallic  fpoils  fhall  crowd  thy  wealthy  fide. 
And  commerce  fwell  her  flores  with  each  re- 
volving tide. 
Vol.  XI. 


TO  MRS.  B- 


READING  JULIA    WITH  TEARS,   BURING    A  HARD 
FROST. 

What,  though  defcending  as  the  dews  of  morn, 
On  mifery's  fighs  your  tear  of  virtue  waits  ; 

Forget  the  fallen  Julia  !  you  were  born 

For  heart-expanding  joys  and  fmiling  fates. 

To  footh  with  focial  pleafures  human  cares, 
To  call  the  mufc  to  Thames's  frozen  glades. 

To  wake  the  flumb'ring  fpring  with  vernal  airs. 
And  plant  an  Eden  in  December's  fliades ; 

To  deck,  like  *  Eve,  with  foft  officious  hafle, 
Your  banquet,  worthieft  of  her  angel  gueft  ; 

Amid  the  flowers  that  crown  tlie  fair  repall, 
A  flower  yourfelf,  the  faireft  of  the  feafl. 

There  the  great  giver  for  his  bounties  given 
Your  grateful  confort  blefiing,  blefles-too 

The  fweet  difpenfer  of  the  gifts  of  heaven, 
In  wonder's  filent  prayer  he  bleffes  you  : 

Your  infants  there  refledling  round  the  board. 
Maternal  graces  while  his  eye  approves ; 

One  tear  to  rapture  give  ! — then  fit  ador'd 
The  gentle  mother  of  the  fmiles  and  loves. 

ON  MR.  BROWN'S 

ALTERATIONS  AT  CLERMONT,  RESTORIXG 
HILLS,  SCOOPING  VALLEYS,  &C. 

Ah  m.urmur  not,  art,  at  your  Brown's  innovation. 
You  are  ftill  the  fine  lady,  with  lefs  affectation  ; 
And  nature,  ah  !  pardon  his  hand  while  it  dreffes 
So  fweetly,  fo  fim{5!y,  your  features  and  trcffes ; 
Your  foft-fweliing  bofom  not  chaftely  concealing, 
Nor  faintly  difcloiing,  nor  fully  revealing; 
Ah  !  pardon  his  hand,  if  it  haply  fhould  venture 
In  fearch  of  coy  beauty  quite  down  to  the  centre. 


TO  I,ADY  F- 


ON   HER   MARRIAGE. 

Though  to  Hym.en's  gay  feafon  belong 
Light  airs,  and  the  raptures  sif  youth ; 

Yet  liflcn  to  one  fobcr  fong; 
O  lillen,  fair  Stella,  to  truth. 

Farewell  to  the  triumphs  of  beauty. 
To  the  foft  ferenade  at  your  bower. 

To  the  lover's  idolatrous  duty, 

To  his  vigils  in  midniglit's  ftill  hour. 

To  your  frowns  darting  amorous  anguifli, 
To  your  fmiles  chafing  every  care. 

To  the  power  of  your  eyes  lively  lauguifli. 
To  each  glance  waking  hope  or  defpair. 

Farewell  to  foft  bards,  that  in  heaven 
Dipt  the  pencil  to  piiflure  your  praife^ 

And  blended  the  colours  of  even' 
With  morning's  gay  opening  rays  : 

They  no  longer  on  Thames  fhall  proclaim  you 
A  naiad  new  fprung  from  the  flood, 


Z^3' 
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Kor  to  Bufliy's  (oft  echoes  Ihall  name  you 
Bright  Dian,  the  queen  of  the  wood. 

Tarci*ell  to  love's  various  fcafon, 

Smiling  days  hung  with  tcmpcfls  and  night; 
JJut  wtlconic  the  reign  of  fair  rcafon, 

O!  welcome  fccurer  delight. 

O  I  welcome,  in  nature's  own  drefs, 

Pureft  pleafures  of  gentler  kind; 
O  !  welcome  the  power  to  blefs, 

To  redeem  fortune's  wrongs  on  mankind. 

Be  a  goddcfs  indeed,  while  you  borrow 

From  plenty's  unlimited  ftore, 
To  gild  the  wan  afj)evil:  of  forrow, 

l"o  cheer  the  meek  eyes  of  the  poor. 

When  your  virtues  fhall  mix  with  the  flcies, 
When  your  beauty,  bright  phanix,  decays, 

In  your  ;mage  new  graces  fhall  rife, 
And  enlighten  poiterity's  days. 

Future  ages  fhall  trace  every  air; 

Every  virtue  deriv'd  to  your  blood 
Shall  remember  that  Stella  was  fair, 

Shall  remember  that  Stella  was  good. 

SONG. 

No  gaudy  Rubens  ever  dare 

With  flaunting  genius,  rofy  loves, 
'I'o  crowd  the  fcene,  in  funihine's  glare, 

Expofing  her  the  mufc  approves. 

Let,  chafte  Pouffin,  thy  Ihaded  ftream 

RefleeT;  her  penfive,  tender  air; 
Let  evening  veil,  with  fober  beam, 

In  balhfal  night  the  balhful  fair. 

VERSES 

Written  after  passing  through  findon, 
SUSSEX, 1768. 

Addrejfcd  to  the  Rev.  Mr.  Wooddefun  *,  of  King- 
Jlon.  upon  Thame!. 

WoodDkson  !  thefe  eyeshavcfeea  thy  natal  earth; 

Thy  Eindon,  floping  from  the  fouthern  downs. 
Have  blcfl  the  roof  ennobled  by  thy  birth. 

And  tutted  valley,  where  no  ocean  frowns. 

Thou  wert  not  born  to  plcw  the  neighbouring 
rnain, 

Or  plant  thy  grerttnefs  near  ambition's  throne, 
Or  count  unnumher'd  fleeces  on  thy  plain  ;— 

The  mufes  lov'd  and  nurs'd  thee  for  their  own ! 

And  t'win'd  thy  temples  here  with  wreaths  of 
worth,  [morn, 

And  fenc'd  thy  childhood  from  the  blights  of 
And  taught  enchanting  fong,  and  fcnt  thee  forth 

To  Ihetch  the  blefling  to  .'.n  age  unborn ; 

13cft  blefling  ! — what  is  pride's  unwieldy  (late  ? 
What   awkward   wealth    from   Indian    oceans 


given 


What  monarcha  nodding  under  empires'  weight, 
\i  Iciente  hade  not  with  a  ray  from  heaven  ? 

*  The  author  oftkefe  poems  had  been  educated 
•under  this  f^entteman.  for  ivhom  he  ever  retained 
the  m(j/i,  affeiiionate  regard. 
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Witnefs  yon  ruins,  Arundel's  high  tower,  j 

And  liramber,  now  the  bird  of  night's  refort!     1 

Your  proud  polTeflbrs  rcign'd  in  barbarous  power;  • 
The  war  their  bufinefs,  and  the  chafe  their  fpoh;  ' 

Till  there  a  minftrel,  to  the  feafl  prefcrr'd,  \ 

With    Cambrian    harp,    in    Gothic    number*  I 

charm 'd,  1 

Enlighten'd  chiefs  grew  virtuous  as  they  heard—*  ! 
The  fun  of  fcicnce  in  its  morning  warm'd,—      ] 

How  glorious,  whi  n  it  blaz'd  in  Milton's  light, 
And  Shakfpeare's  flame,  to  full  meridian  day  I 

Yet  linile,  fair  beam  !  though  floping  from  that  \ 
height. 
Gild  our  mild  evening  with  a  fetting  ray. 

TO  A  LADY.  ) 

The  fimple  fwain,  where  Zembla's  foows 

Are  bound  in  frozen  chains, 
Where  Carce  a  fmile  the  fun  beftowi 

I'o  warm  the  fullen  plaint; 

Not  once  conceives  that  fun  to  rife 

With  kinder,  brighter  ray. 
Nor  fouthern  vales,  Hcfperian  flcies. 
To  baflc  in  fmiling  day. 

As  weak  my  thoughts  refpeding  thee: 

Mufi;  thou,  my  better  fun, 
Becaufe  but  fmiling  cold  on  me, 

Be  therefore  Marm  to  none  ? 

STANZAS. 

"  Where  more  is  meant  than  meets  the  ear." 

.  MlLTOK. 

The  bird  of  midnight  fwell'd  her  throat, 

The  virgins  lillen'd  round 
To  forrow 's  dceply-warbkd  note. 

To  fweet  but  folemn  found : 

When  foon  the  lark  afcending  high. 

In  fun-beams  idly  play'd  ; 
As  foon  to  greet  him,  fee,  they  fly — 

One  penflve  virgin  flay'd. 

She  flay'd  to  hear  the  mourner  fing; 

The  reft,  to  nature  true. 
The  flutter  of  the  gayer  wing 

The  vacant  fong  purfue. 

TO  A  YOUNG  LADY, 

IVho  objeEled  to  Sup  luith  a  Party  of  both  Sexet^f 
that  met  at  a  Coffee-hoife. 

O  FAR  from  Caroline,  fo  foft  a  maid. 
Be  cruel  coynefs,  pride,  and  cold  difdain  ! 
Who  now  of  man,  the  monfter  man,  afraid, 
Elies  the  gay  circle  of  the  focial  train. 

Away  vain  fears!  away  fufpicious  dreams. 
From  beauty,  virtue,  tendcrnefs,  and  truth; 
From  eyes  that  dawn  with  wifdom'smildeft  bcaitlSy' 
From  harmlefs  Imiles  that  wait  on  gentle  youth. 

Far  other  years  and  other  nymphs  befit 
'l"he  prudifli  form,  and  high  forbidding  brow  ; 
With  others  dwell,  or  frowns  or  fcornful  wit, 
With  nymphs  lefs  iflnocc;it,  Icfs  fair  than  thau:^ 
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Vith  her,  whbfe  youth,  of  virtue's  mild  controul 
inpatient,  rufli'd  on  wanton  wild  defires ; 
Jew  prayer  or  fcandal  cheers  the  gloomy  foul 
'hat  pines  in  fecret  with  forbidden  fires : 

Ir  her  that  triumph'd  in  her  lover's  fighs, 
1.3 round  their  brows  the  willOw  garlands  bend; 
he  now  dejeded,  now  deferted  lies, 
Without  a  lover,  and  without  a  friend ! 

Lilother  fate  is  youthful  virtue's  ftiare: 
omc  with  the  graces,  gentle  maid,  along: 
ome,  faireft  thou  among  the  young  and  fair, 
"o  lead  the  dance,  or  join  the  virgins'  fong ; 

onie  liften  to  the  tale  that  youths  complain, 
o  thouiand  vows,  in  amorous  fighs  addrell ; 
ropitious  liflen  to  the  raptur'd  ftrain, 
I'hcn  chafte  majeflic  paffions  fwell  the  breaft. 

00  long  exterior  charms  of  radiant  eyes, 
nd  blulhing  cheeks,  the  captive  fenfe  conircml ; 
hy  forms,  fair  harmony,  too  long  we  prize, 
Drget  the  fairer,  more  harmonious  foul ! 

oj  long  the  lovers  for  an  empty  fair 
t  hcedlefs  eafe  inglorious  arts  advance ; 
nough  for  them  to  deck  the  flowing  hair, 
r  flutter  gaudy  with  the  pride  of  France. 

rom  worth  with  beauty  nobler  lefTuns  taught, 
ich  youth  that  languilhcs,  his  flame  fliall  prove 
y  generous  acSliou  or  heroic  thought, 
nd  merit  fame  by  arts  that  merit  love. 

lall  once  again  the  Grecian  lyre  be  flrung, 
eftoring  Hymen's  mild  Arcadian  reign  ? 
lall  patriot  eloquence  inftruiS  the  tongue, 
nd  fpoils  be  gather'd  from  the  martial  plain  r 

!  far  unlike  to  fuch  celeflial  flame 
be  paflion  kindled  from  impure  defires; 
ital  to  friends,  to  fortune,  and  to  fame, 
he  momentary  flafti  in  night  expires. 

ove's  lambent  fire  that  beams  from  virtue's  rays, 
ich  fordid  paflion  as  it  burns,  refin'd, 
ill  bright  and  brighter  with  benignant  blaze 
ilbraces  friends,  a  country,  human  kind. 

A  DREAM. 

'ith  bridal  cake  beneath  her  head, 
As  Jenny  preft  her  pillow, 
le  dreamt  that  lovers,  thick  as  hops, 
Hung  pendent  from  the  willow. 

round  her  fpecSres  fhook  their  chains. 

And  goblins  kept  their  llatiun  ; 
hey  puU'd,  they  pinch'd  her,  till  fhe  fwore 

To  I'pare  the  male  creation. 

sfore  her  now  the  buck,  the  beau, 

The  'fquire,  the  captain  trips  ; 
he  modeft  feiz'd  her  hand  to  kifs. 

The  forward  feiz'd  her  lips. 

or  fome  flie  felt  her  hofom  pant. 
For  fome  fhe  felt  it  fmart ; 
o  all  Ihe  jave  enchanting  fmiles. 
To  one  ihe  gave  her  heart, 

lie  dreamt (for  magic  charms  prcvail'd, 

And  fancy  play'd  her  farce  on) 


That,  foft  rechn'd  in  elbow  chair. 
She  kifs'd  a  fleeping  parfon. 

She  dreamt but,  O  rafli  mufe !  forbear, 

Nor  virgins  dreams  purfue ; 
Yet  bleft  above  the  gods  is  he 

Who  proves  fuch  vifions  true. 

THE  MtfLBERRY  TREE. 


For  London's  rich  city,  two  Staffordfhire  fwains, 
Hight  Johnfon,   hight    Garrick,  forfaking   their 

plains,  [by  his  tomb 

Reach'd  Shakfpeare's  own  Stratford,  where  flows 
An  Avon,  as  proudly  as  Fiber  by  Rome. 
Now  Garrick  (fweet  imp  too  of  nature  was  Ke), 
Would  climb  and  would  eat  from  his  mulberry 

tree ; 
Yet  as  Johnfon,  lefs  frolic,  was  taller,  was  older. 
He  reach'd  the  firlt  boughs  by  the  help  of  his 

flioulder ;  [weather. 

Where,  flielter'd  from  famine,  from  bailiffij,  and 
Bards,  critics,  and  players,  fat  crowded  together  ; 
Who  devour'd   in  their  reach  all  the  fruit  they 

could  meet,    . 
The  good,  bai,  indifferent,  the  bitter  and  fweet: 
But  Garrick  climb'd  high  to  a  plentiful  crop, 
'Fhen,  heavens !  whit  vagaries  he  play'd  on  the 

top !  '       [tight, 

How,  now  on  the  loofe  twigs,  and  now  on  the 
He  flood  on  his  head,  and  then  bolted  upriglit! 
All  features,  all  Ihapes,  and  all  paffions  he  tried  ;") 
He  danc'd  and  he  ilrutted,  he  laugh'd  and  he  / 

cried,  [fide !  f 

He  prefented  his  face,  and  he  fliow'd  his  back- j 
'Fhe  noble,  the  vulgar,  flock'd  round  him  to  fee 
What  feats  he  pcrform'd  in  the  mulberry  tree : 
He  repeated  the  paftime,  then  open'd  to  fpeak. 
But  Johnfon  below  mutter'd  ftrophes  of  Gieek, 
While   Garrick  proclaim'd— fuch   a  plant  never 

grew, 
Sd  fofter'd  by  funfliine,  by  foil,  and  by  dew. 
The  palm-trees  of  Delos,  Phcenicia's  fweet  grove, 
I'he  oaks  of  Dodona,  though  hallow'd  by  Jove, 
With  all  that  antiquity  Ihows  to  furpafs  us, 
Compar'd  to  this  tree,  were  mere  Ihrubs  of  Par- 

nalTus.  [laid. 

Not  the  beeches  of  Mantua,  where  Tityrus  was 
Not  all  Vallombrofa  produc'd  fuch  a  fhade, 
That  the  myrtles  of  France,  hke  the  birch  of  the 

fchools. 
Where  fit  only  far  rods  to  whip  genius  to  rules; 
That  to  Stratford's  old  mulberry,  faireft  and  heft. 
The  cedars  of  Eden  mull:  bow  their  proud  creft : 
Then  the  fruit — like  the  loaf  in  the  'Fub's  pleafanc 

tale,  [ale— ■ 

That  was  fifh,  flefh,  and  cuftard,  good  claret  and 
It  compriz'd  every  flavour,  was  all,  and  was  each, 
Was  grape,  and  was   pine-apple,  neC^iariiie  and 

peach;  _  [cold. 

Nay  he  fwore,  and  his  audiertce  believ'd  what  he 

That  under  his  toiich  it  gre-.v  apples  of  gold. • 

Nowhepaus'd! — thenrecounteditsvirtuesagain— ; 
'Twas  a  wood  for  all  ufe,  bottom,  top,  bark,  ani 

grain : 
It  would  faw  into  feats  for   an  audience  in  fuli 

pits. 
Into  bcnchs*  for  judges,  epifc6pal  pulpits  j 
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Into  c}n!r<;  for  pKllcfopiiers,  thrones  too  for  kings, 
Serve  the  highcft  of  purpoles,  lowclt  of  things; 
Make  brooms  to  mount  witches,  make  IMay-poles 

for  May-days, 
And  boxes,    and    ink-flands,    for   wits   and    the 

ladies. 

His  fpecch  pleas'd  the  vulgar,  it  pleas'd  their 

fiiperiors,  [liors, 

ly  Johnfon  ftopt  fliort,— who  his  mighty  pofte- 

Applitd    to    the    trunk---like    a    Sampfon,    his 

haunclics 
Shook  the  roots,  Ihook  the  fummit,  fliook  ftcm, 

and  fliook  branches  1 
All  was  tremour  and  fliock  !— -now  defcended  in 

(howers 
■\Vither\l  leaves,  wither'd  limbs,  blighted  fruits, 

blighted  llc.vvers  ! 
The  fragments  drew  critics,  bnrds,  players  along, 
"Who  held  by   weak  branches,    and  let  go   the 

ftrong ; 
E'en  C-arrick  had  dropt  with  a  bough  that   was 

rotten, 
Sut  he  leapt  to  a  found,  and  the  flip  was  forgotten. 
Now  the  plant's  clofe  recelTes  lay  open  to  day, 
"While  Johnfon  exclaim'd.  {talking  ftately  away. 
Here's  rubbidi  enough,  till  my  homeward  return, 
For  children  to  gather,  old  women  to  burn  ; 
I<Iot  pra(fl;is'd  to  labour,  my  fides  are  too  fore, 
Till  another  fit  fcafon,  to  fliake  you  down  more. 
What  future  materials  for  pruning,  and  cropping. 
And  cleaning,  and  gleaning,  and  lopping  and  top- 
ping : 
Yet  miltake  me   not,    rabble  !   this  tree's  a  good 

tree, 
Does  honour,  dame  nature,  to  Britain  and  thee  ; 
And  the  fr\iit  on  the  top, — take  its  merits  in  brief, 
Makes  a  noble  defert,  where  the  dinner's  road- 
beef. 

TO  A  LADY. 

Yes  ;  wedlock's   fweet  bands   were  too  bleft,  in 
her  lover 

If  virtue  her  iikenefs  could  find, 
"V/hat  t'lato  *  has  fibled,  could  Julia  recover 

Her  loft  other  half,  from  mankind. 

V/hat  joy  to  receive  all  the  good  )oa  impart, 

Thy  cares  on  another  recline. 
Another's  fond  bofom,  and  feel  that  his  heart 

Beats  all  the  fame  meafureswith  thine! 

The  features,  the  virtues  of  both,  in  your  race, 

How  fwect  the  confufion,  enjoy  1 
Yet  more  of  thyfelf  in  the  daughter  ftiU  trace, 

And  more  of  thy  lord  in  the  boy. 

Such  bllfs  rivals  heaven — yet  what  grief,  what 
dilgrace, 
Vi'ere  riot's  lov/  follower  thy  lot, 
Were  he  whofe  loud  pleafures  are  wine  and  the 
chafe, 
All  love's  fdent  pleafures  forgot ! 

*  Plato's  fahlc  is,  that  man  and  ivontnn  crl- 
girially  luere  07ie  hcinc,  divided  afterguards  by 
'Jupiter  for  tkcir  pi'iii/htnent ;  that  each  part,  in 
perpetual  fearei]  of  the  other,  never  rccoiers 
hi'pp'nefi  till  their  rt union. 


F   LOVIBOND. 

I  VVhat  mifery  to  hear,  without  daring  rep!y. 
All  folly,  all  infolence  fpeaks ; 
Still  calling  the  tear  of  reproach  to  thy  eye, 
The  flulli  of  difdain  to  thy  cheeks  1 

Would  foft  macaronies  have  judgment  to  prize^ 
Whom  arts  and  \vhom  virtues  adorn. 

Who  learnt  every  virtue  and  art  to  defpifcj 
Where  Catos  and  Scipios  were  born  ? 

Would  wealth's  drowfy   heir,  without  fpark  of 
heaven's  fire, 

EnOirin'd  in  his  dulnefs  completely, 
Awake  to  the  charmer,  her  voice,  and  her  lyre, 

Ah  ;  charm  they  though  ever  fo  fweetly  i 

But  what  with  the  gamefter,  ah  1  what  were  thj 
fate. 

What  fortune's  caprices  thy  fiiare  1 
To  lleep  upon  down  under  cano|)ied  ftate, 

To  wake  on  the  flraw  of  defpair  ! 

The  timid  free-thinker,  tliat  only  defies 
Thofe  bolts  which  his  Maker  can  throw  j 

Would  he,  when  blafpheming  the  Lord  of  the 
(kies. 
Yet  rev'rence  his  image  below  ? 

Would  flaves  to  a  court,  or  to  fatflion's  banditti* 

Thy  temperate  fpirit  approve  ; 
So  proud  in  their  chains  of  the  court  and  the  city, 

Difdaining  no  chains,   but  of  love  ? 

O  !  mild  as  the  zephyr,  like  zephyr  that  throws 
Its  fweets  on  the  fweet-breathing  May  ; 

But  not  on  the  lap  of  cold  winter  bellows, 
What  winter  will  never  repay. 

So  turn  thee  from  folly's  cold  afpecl,  ah  1   turn 

From  vice's  hard  bofom  away  ; 
The  wife  and  the  virtuous  thy  fweets  will  return, 

As  warm  and  as  grateful  as  May. 

ON  A  VERY  FINE  LADY. 

Fine  B obfervesno  other  rules 

Than  thofe  the  coterie  prize  ; 
She  thinks,  whilft  lords  continue  fools, 

Tis  vulgar  to  be  wife  : 

Thinks  rudenefs  wit  in  noble  dames, 

Adultery,  love  polite  ; 
That  ducal  flats  fhoot  brighter  flames 

Than  all  the  hoft  of  light. 

Yet  fages  own  that  greatnefs  throws 

A  grace  on  Spencer's  charms; 
On  Hagley's  verie,  on  Stanhope's  profe, 

And  gilded  Marlborough's  arms. 

For  titles  here  their  rev'rence  ends. 

In  general  wifdom  thinks 
The  higher  grandeur's  fcale  afcends, 

The  lower  nature's  finks. 

ON  AN  ASIATIC  LADY. 

O  YOU  who  fail  on  India's  wealthy  wave. 
Of  gems  and  gold  who  fpoil  the  radiant  eaft  ; 

What  oceans,  fay,  what  ifles  of  fragrance  gave 
This  fairer  tieafure  to  the  joyful  weft  ? 
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What  banks  of  Ganges,  anci  what  balmy  (kies 
Saw  the  firft  infant  dawn  of  thole  unclouded  e>es  ? 

By  eafy  arts  while  Europe's  beauties  reign, 
Roll  the  blue  languifli  of  their  humid  eye  ; 

Rule  willing  flaves,  who  court  and  kifs  the  chain, 
Self-vanquift'd,  helplefs  to  refill  or  fly  ; 

Lefs  yielding  fouls  confefs  thisealtern  fair, 

And  lightning  melts  the  heart  that  milder  fires 
would  fpare. 

Of  gods,  enamour'd  with  a  mortal  dame. 
Let  Grecian  ftory  tell — the  gifts  difplay 

That  deck'd  Caffandra,  and  each  honour'd  name 
Lov'd  by  the  god,  who  guides  the  golden  day  ; 

See  :  Afia  triumphs  in  a  brighter  fcene  ; 

A  nobler   Phoebus   woos  her   fummer's  frailing 
queen. 

Sublimer  fenfe,  and  fprightlier  wit  to  pleafe. 

That  Phoebus  gave  ;  he  gave  the  voice  and  lyre. 
That  warble  fweeter  than  the  fpicy  breeze. 

He  gave  what  charms  meridian  funs  infpire  ; 
What  precious   rays  from  light's  pure  fountain 

Itream, 
What  warm  the   diamond's   blaze    and    ruby's 
flaming  beam. 


TO  THE  SAME, 

ON  HER  DRESS. 

Ah  envious  robe  '.  to  fruftrate  heaven's  intent, 
Concealing  beauty  from  the  eye  of  day  ; 

Beauty  to  man  by  gracious  nature  fent 

To  cheer  the  wand'rer  on  his  lonefome  way. 

One  pow'r  who  wak'd  Aurora's  fmiling  light 
Gave  fkies  their  azure,  and  gave  vales  their 
green,     . 

Form'd  the  quick  fenfe  for  wonder  and  delight, 
Made  eyes  to  fee,  and  Laura  to  be  feen. 

Curs'd  be  th'eclipfe  that  plunges  morn  in  night. 
And  jealous  clouds  that  flrade  the  landfcape's 
fcene ; 

On  envious  robes  feverer  curfes  light, 
That  veil  the  beauties  of  ray  fummer's  queen  I 

Ah  Laura '.  cruel  Laura  '.  why  conftrain. 
In  art's  fantaftic  drapery,  nature's  eafe  ? 

Why,  form'd  to  empire,  empire's  arts  difdain  ? 
Why,  born  for  pieafure,  ftill  refufe  to  pleafe  ? 

Nor  yet  thefe  folds  on  folds,  this  load  of  drefs. 
Shall  bar  approaches  to  poetic  love  ; 

l<Io where  the  graces  fport  in  fweet  recefs, 

'Tis  fancy,  bold  intruder's  joy  to  rove. 

Fancy,  purfuing  where  my  Laura  flies, 

With  wanton  gales  forbidden  charms  reveals, 

Betrays  her  flumbers,  and  with  eager  eyes 

The  panting  breaft  devouring,  dreams  it  feels. 

Fancy,  indulgent  to  her  votary's  prayer, 

Shows  where,  fequefter'd  from  the  fultry  beam, 

The  limpid  wave  but  ill  conceal'd  the  fair. 
With  virgins  fporting  in  her  Gange's  ftreara. 


TO  THE  SAME. 


Ah  Laura  '.   while  graces  and  fongs, 

While  fmiles,  wiiuiing  fmiles  you  impart ; 

Indulgence  but  nurl'es  defire, 

I  ligh  for  that  treafure,  your  heart. 

Yes,  take,  too  prefumptuous,  flie  cries, 
All  that  virtue  can  wifli  to  receive  ; 

Yes,  take  all  that  virtue  can  grant, 
A  heart  I  had  never  to  give. 

The  maid  of  the  north,  like  the  lake. 
That  fleeps  by  her  peaceable  cot. 

Too  languifhing  lives  but  for  one. 
Forgetting  the  world,  and  forgot. 

But  born  wliere  my  Ganges  expands. 
To  no  partial  channels  contin'd, 

Unfix'd  to  no  objedt,  I  flow 

With  iimocent  fmiles  on  mankind. 

Our  Afia's  bright  dames,  like  their  fun. 
Cheer  all  with  benevolent  reign, 

Coy  moons  Europe's  daughters  out  light 
A  finale  difconfoiate  fwaiii. 


ON  READING  THE  FOREGOING  VERSES. 

BY  MISS  G . 

Ah  I  Dorimant,  viiflim  to  love. 

Too  fatally  caught  in  his  wiles. 
Can  you  in  fair  Laura  approve 

Thofe  diffufive,  thofe  general  fmiles  ? 

If  inconftancy  dwells  with  that  fire 
Which  the  fun-beams  of  Alia  impart. 

Can  a  daughter  ef  Europe  delire 

To  change  with  your  Laura  a  heart  ? 

No  I— happier  the  temp'rate  mind. 

Which,  rix.'d  to  one  objedt  alone. 
To  one  tender  paflion  confin'd. 

Breathes  no  wiflies,  no  fighs,  but  for  one.— t 

Such  blifs  has  the  maid  of  the  plain. 
Though  fecluded  ilie  lives  in  a  cot  ; 

Yet,  rich  in  the  love  of  her  twain. 

She's  contented,  and  bleffes  her  lot. — 

Ah  '.  fay,  if  deferving  thy  heart, 

The  too  u;idillinguil]iing  fair. 
Who  to  thoafands  can  raptures  impart, 

And  the  raptures  of  thoufands  can  fliare  ? 

Ah  1  fay,  does  flie  merit  thofe  lays  ? 

Thofe  lays  which  true  paffion  define  ?— » 
No — unworthy  the  fair  of  thy  praife. 

Who  can  liiten  to  any  but  thine. 


Sappho,  while  your  mufe  of  fire, 
Liftening  to  the  vocal  fpheres, 

*  The  \/l,  zd,  and.  i^th  faunas  were  not  in  thi 

copy  prefented  ts  Irl/s  G . 
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Sits  and  tempers  to  her  lyre 
Airs  divine  for  mortal  cars: 

Viewing  higher  orbs  that  glow, 

Ever  coiiltant,  ever  true, 
Still  ihe  dreams  to  find  below 

Perfect  form?,  as  heaven  and  you. 

Blame  not  Afia's  fair,  who  glances 
Random  fmiles  in  heedlefs  eafe, 

Shifts  at  will  her  wayward  fancies, 
Fleafmgall,  wliom  all  can  pleal'e; 

Blame  her  not — no  envied  treafure 

Is  the  tender,  feeling  heart, 
Bofoms  quick  to  keener  pleafare 
'   JJs^t)  ^1^5  •  **  quick  to  fmart. 

Who  with  eyes  that  ever  languifli, 

Still  to  delerts  fighs  alone  ? 
Who  confumes  her  youth  in  anguifli? 

—She  who  keeps  an  heart  lor  one. 

Tender  love  repaid  with  treafon, 
Fortune's  frowns,  parental  power, 

JSlalt  her  in  the  vernal  feafon. 
Bend  her,  unfupported  flower. 

Happier  flie,  with  pliant  nature 

Fleeting,  fickle  as  the  wind  ; 
She,  who  proving  one  a  traitor. 

Turns  to  meet  another  kind. 

Blame  her  not — with  Afian  rovers 

What  can  Afia's  fair  purfue  ? 
What :  but  lellbns  taught  by  lover?, 

Like  the  traitor,  treacherous  too." 

Why  (bould  faith,  obfequious  duty. 
Sooth  an  eallern  tyrant's  Icorn  ? 

Who  but  rifles  joylei's  beauty 

Steals  the  honey,  leaves  the  thorn. 

Sadnefs  fits  by  Ganges'  fountains ; 

How  can  echo  cheer  the  vale  ? 
What  repeat  from  fragrant  mountains  ? 

What  but  grief  and  horror's  tale  ? 

What  but  (Irrleks  of  wild  defpair  ? 

What  but  fliout^  that  murder  fleep  ? 
There  the  ftruggling,  faintmg  fair ; 

There — but  fee  tny  Sappho  weep  I 

Change  the  (train  I — this  monrnfal  meafure 
Melt^,  opprelii's  virtuous  hearts — 

Sappho,  wake  thy  lyre  ot  pieafure  I 
Sing  of  Europe's  happier  arts  '. 

Sing  of  all  the  mingled  bh-fTing 
Reafon,  tempering  paflion,  knows; 

All  tlie  trani'port  of  polTelling 

Unpluck'd  beauty's  willing  rofe  I 

Sing  of  that  refin'd  fcnfation 
Mutual  melting  bolonis  prove. 

Souls  exchang'd,  I'wer.t  emanation, 
Separate  being  loll  in  love  '. 

PLapture's  tears,  voluptuous  flrcam  .' 
Languor  ftealmg  forrow's  fighs ; 

Sing  of  love — thyfeU"  the  theme  ! 
Sing  of  !ovc— thyfclf  the  jiiize  I 


SONG. 

Hang  my  lyre  upon  the  willow. 
Sigh  to  winds  thy  notes  forlorn  ; 

Or,  along  the  foamy  billow 

Float  the  wrecking  tempeft's  fcorn. 

Sprightly  founds  no  more  it  raifes. 
Such  as  Laura's  fmiles  approve  ; 

Laufa  fcorns  her  poet's  praifes. 
Calls  his  artlefs  friendlhip  love  : 

Calls  it  love,  that  fpurning  duty, 
Spurning  nature's  chafteft  ties, 

Mocks  thy  tears,  dejec1:ed  beauty. 
Sports  with  fallen  virtue's  fighs. 

Call  it  love,  no  more  profaning 

Truth  with  dark  fufpicion's  wound  ; 

Or,  my  fair,  the  term  retaining, 

Change  the  fenfe,  preferve  the  found. 

Yes,  'tis  love— that  narrie  is  given. 
Angels,  to  your  pureft  flames  : 

Such  a  love  as  merits  heaven, 
Heaven's  divineft  image  claims. 

LAURA'S  ANSWER. 

BY  MISS  G . 

Soon  be  thy  lyre  to  winds  confign'd. 
Or  hnrl'd  beneath  the  raging  deep, 

For  while  fuch  Ifrains  feduce  my  mind, 
How  lliall  my  heart  its  purpoie  keep  ? 

Thy  artful  lays,  which  artlefs  feem, 
With  too  much  fondnefs  I  approve  ; 

Ah  !  write  no  more  on  fuch  a  theme. 
Or  Laura's  friendlhip— ends  in  love. 

TO  MISS  G 

Ah  leave,  you  cry,  the  harp  unftrung, 
For  fortune  fliifts  her  fickle  wind  : 

Refume  thy  lyre,  on  willows  hung. 
To  fing  the  fair,  no  longer  kind. 

No — nearer  view  my  alter'd  ftate. 
For  fear  too  high,  for  h(y\)c  too  low ; 

Beneath  the  vidlor's  joyful  fate, 
Yet  far  above  the  captive's  woe. 

Tiie  charms  of  fenfe  no  more  beguile  ; 

On  reafon's  la])  I  lay  me  down  : 
If  claiming  now  no  beauties' fmile. 

Appears  it  juft  to  meet  their  frown  ? 

Light  infeifts  they,  of  gaudy  hues. 
Admire  the  glare  of  youliiful  day, 

Still  bathe  in  morn's,  not  evening's  dews. 
From  fliades  of  autumn  fleet  away. 

Behokl  their  train  of  cajitains,  beaux  I 
Dildain  my  breaft.  diidain  to  figh  1 

To  tht-fe  the  fair,  the  rivals  thofc, 
The  fou  of  Jove's  be  my  reply  : 

"  Ah  why  dcfert  th'  Olympic  games? 
*'  Af^ire  to  viclory  1"'  Tbilip  crie^ : 
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«*  I  come,''  yoang  Ammon  fierce  exclaims, 
"  If  kings  my  rivals,  thrones  the  prize." 

J  Yes,  letter'd  maid  !  my  foul  approve, 

The  feat  no  more  of  vain  defires  : 
Extinguifh'd  there  the  flame  of  love, 
I     Extinguifli'd  there  ambition's  fires  ! 
I 
To  fave  from  vice,  from  folly  fave. 

What  aid  can  beauty,  power  afford  I 
Unworthy  love  to  call  thee  flave. 

Unworthy  crowds  to  call  thee  lord  ! 

Pure  reafon,  yes;  pure  truth — but  why, 

Ah  why  I  rebellious  heart  declare, 
With  flattering  pulfe  and  ftifled  figh. 

That  other  tenants  harbour  there  ? 

Go — tranquil  hope,  by  turns  to  dwell. 

Expelling  reafon  pleafures  court. 
Expelling  paflion  wifdom's  cell : 

Go — reafon's  paflion's  mutual  fpott. 

Vain  dreamer  I — rather  both  revere, 

But  neither's  fole  dominion  own  : 
When  heaven  afllgn'd  to  each  their  fphere, 

It  never  meant  excluding  one  : 

Excluding  which  ? — objedlions  wait 

On  vain  pretenfions  either  forms  i 
Alike  to  life's  falubrious  ftare 

Ye  both  are  fatal — calms  and  fl:orms. 

TO  LAURA, 

On  her  receiving  a  Myjierians  Letter  ft  om  a  Me- 
thodijl  Divine. 

The  docflor  wakes  early — half  dreft  in  his  cafibck, 
He  deals  from  his  confort  to  write  ; 

She  fleeps — and  fweet  heaven  is  invok'd  from  his 
haflbck 
To  lengthen  the  trance  of  her  night. 

Now  he  writes  to  the  fair,  with  what  fervour  he 
paints 

Heaven's  glory  concern'd  in  her  fame ; 
How  he  raves  upon  grace,  and  the  union  of  faints, 

Idolatry,  raptures,  and  flame  ? 

Equivocal  prieft,  lay  folemnity  by. 

Deceiver  thyfelf,  or  deceiv'd  '. 
When  you  kneel  to  the  idol  of  beauty,  and  figh, 

Are  your  ardours  for  heaven  believ'd  ? 

Will  the  heart  that  is  kindled  from  paflions  below 

Afcend  in  pure  fpirit  above  ? 
Ah  !  analyfe  better,  as  blended  they  glow 

The  flames  of  religion  and  love — 
Quit  the  teacher,  my  fair  one,  and  liften  to  me, 

A  doiflor  lefs  grave  and  fevere  1 
Who  eternity's  joys  for  the  virtuous  can  fee 

Confiftent  with  happinefs  here. 

Still  reverence.  I  preach,  thofe  endearing  relations 

Of  daughter,  of  parent,  of  wife  : 
Yet  I  blame  not  your  relifli  for  flighter  fenfations 

That  fweeten  the  medicine  of  life. 

Know,  the  virtue  it  cheriflies  heaven  will  reward, 
£uc  aftend  to  no  blafphemous  tales, 


That  the  blaze  of  the  Deity  fiilncs  unimpair'd, 
Though  human  infirmity  fails. 

Know  your  God  a3  he  is,  wife,  good,  beyond 
meafure. 

No  tyrant  in  horrors  array'd, 
But  a  father,  who  fmiles  on  the  innocent  pleafure 

Of  amiable  creatures  he  )|^ade  \ — 

Still  pleafe,  and  purfue  his  benevolent  ends. 
Still  enrapture  the  heart  and  the  ear  ! 

I  can  fvvear  for  myfelf,  and  believe  for  my  friends, 
Our  morals  improve  as  we  hear. 

If  the  paflions  are  waken'dby  harmony's  charm. 
Their  breezes  waft  health  to  the  mind ; 

What  our  reafon  but  labours,  vain  toil !  to  difarm, 
By  virtue  and  fong  are  rcfin'd. 

Ah  !  liften  to  me,  in  whofe  natural  fchoel 
Religion  leads  truth  by  the  hand  ! — 

Who  regulates  faith  by  a  myflical  rule. 
But  builds  his  foundation  on  fand  ! 

By  the  winds  of  unreconcil'd  principles  driveiJi 
Still  fluftuates  the  Methodift's  plan  ; 

Now  he  wiflies  you  chafl;e  for  the  glory  of  heaven^ 
—Now  frail— for  the  pleafure  of  man. 

ON  POLITICS. 

TO   THE  SAME. 

From  moments  fo  precious  to  life, 

All  politics,  Laura,  remove ; 
Ruby  lips  muft  not  animate  ft;rife, 

But  breathe  the  fweet  language  of  love. 

What  is  party  ? — a  zeal  without  fcience,  ', 

A  bubble  of  popular  fame. 
In  nature  and  virtue's  defiarice 

'Tis  reafon  enflav'd  to  a  name. 

'Tis  the  language  of  madnefs,  or  fafhion. 
Where  knaves  only  guefs  what  they  mean  j 

'Tis  a  cloak  to  conceal  private  paflion. 
To  indulge,  with  applaufe,  private  fpleen. 

Can  I,  plac'd  by  my  Laura,  inquire, 

If  poilon  or  claret  put  out 
Our  Churchill's  fatirical  fire. 

If  Wilkes  lives  with  ears  or  without  ? 

When  you  vary  your  charms  with  your  patche$j 

To  me  'tis  a  weightier  affair, 
Than  who  writes  the  northern  difpatches, 

Or  fits  in  the  prefident's  chair. 

When,  by  nature  and  art  form'd  to  pleafe. 
You  fing,  and  you  talk,  and  you  laughj 

Can  I  forfeit  fuch  raptures  as  tlicfe, 
To  dream  of  the  chamberlain's  ilaff"? 

Secure  under  Brunfwick  and  heaven, 

I  truft  the  fl;ate  vefTcl  fliall  ride ; 
To  Bute  let  the  rudder  be  given, 

Or  Pitt  he  permitted  to  guide. 

At  Almack's,  when  the  turtle's  well  dreft, 
Muft  I  know  the  cook's  country,  or  ftarve  ? 

And  when  George  gives  us  liberty's  feafl, 
Not  tafl;e  till  Newcaftle  fliall  carve  ? 

Yet  think  not  that  wildly  I  range, 
With  no  fober  fyftem  in  view  ; 
P  piiij 
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My  notions  arc  fix'd,  thou^rh  they  change, 
Applied  to  Gieat  Eiiuiii  und  you. 

There,  I  reverence  our  bright  conflitution, 

Not  heeding  \vh:it  calumny  raves, 
Ytr  ^\•\^h  for  a  new  revolution, 

i^liould  rulers  treat  lubjcdlsas  flaves. 

Here,  the  do(5trlne  (Jf  boundlcfs  dominion 

Of  boundlel's  obedience  is  mine; 
Ah !   my  fair,  to  cure  leiiifm  in  opinion, 

C'onl'eis  non-rcfiilance  is  thine. 

TO  LAURA. 

FARKWELL   TO    THE    ROSE. 

Go  rofe— in  gaudy  gardens  wilt  thou  bloom. 

Far  from  the  liJent  vale  of  peace  and  love  > 
On  fluttering  inledhs  lavilh  walle  perfume, 

Or  deck  the  fickle  wreath  that  folly  wove  ? 
And  yet  the  fragrance  of  thy  evening  hour, 

Ambroful  odours,  yet  to  me  refulc  ; 
To  me,  %yho  pay  thy  iweets,  ungratefi'l  Hower  ! 

With  rich  returns  of  incenfe  Irom  the  mule  ?— 

■VVho  but  the  mufe  tranfplants  thee,   ftort-liv'd 
rcfe ! 

From  mortal  regions  to  cekflial  feats  ? 
By  memory's  fountain,  where  thy  buds  difelofe 

Jitenial  beauties,  with  eternal  fwects. 

SONG  TO  '"**. 

What  !  bid  me  feck  another  fair 

In  untry'd  paths  of  female  wiles.' 
And  pofies  weave  of  other  hair 

And  bafk  fecure  in  oti-.er  fmiles  ? 
Thy  friendly  ftars  no  longer  prize. 
And  light  my  courfe  by  other  eyes  ? 
Ah  no  !— my  dying  hps  fiiall  clofe, 

lliialter'd  love,  as  faith,  profefTino-- 
l\or  prailing  him  who  life  bellows,  ""' 

i'orgtt  who  nukes  that  gift  a  bieffine-. 
My  latl  addrefs  Lo  Heav'n  is  due  ;  '' 

Ihe  lall  but  one  is  all— to  you. 

On  men  being  deprived,  from  Cuftcm  and  Lelica- 
i-y,  vf  cnjoymgfocial  rriendjhip  with  the  Fair 

OCX. 

Had  foft  Afpafia's  fe.x  been  man, 

^\  hat  friendfhip's  holy  chains 
Had  hnk'd  our  beings,  fortune's  plan, 

Our  pleafures  and  our  pahis  ? 

Alike  our  nider,  milder  fports, 

Our  lludies  too  the  fame, 
Con;panions  binh  in  Hiadct  and  courts. 

In  paths  of  love  or  fame. 

By  bright  collifion,  patriot  beams 

Had  Hufli'd  from  J'oul  to  foul, 
AiuJ  war  had  feen,  in  union's  Uieams, 

Our  tide  of  glory  roll. 

There  fate,  that  ftrikes  the  nnbka  brcall. 

Had  furely  rcverenc'd  thine  • 
'JT.c  thirfty  lance  I  then  had  bl'efl  , 

1  or  only  v.-oundiiiij  mint.  ' 
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But  ah  !  my  fweeter  downy  horirii. 
Had  I  been  chang'd,  not  you  ; 

M'hat  tranquil  joys,  if  kinder  powers 
Had  made  me  woman  too  ! 

Alade  each  the  other's  fofter  care 
One  table  then  had  fed,  ' 

One  chamber  lodg'd  the  faithful  pair. 
Ah  do  not  blulh  ! — one  bed. 

Both  fitting  at  one  bufy  loom 

In  nature's  vernal  bow'r. 
Had  rivall'd  nature's  vernal  bloom, 
Creating  both  one  flow'r. 

Both  Icrccn'd  from  fummer's  fultry  view. 

In  fliades  by  haunted  ftream, 
Had  own'd  the  moral  vifion  true 

'I'hat  youthful  poets  dieaiii. 

Sweet  wifdom,  couch'd  in  myftic  rhime. 

Yet  bending  o'er  the  brook, 
Had  gather'd  morals  more  fublime 

From  great  creation's  book  ; 

And  felt  our  mixing  fouls  refine 

In  purcT  wifdom's  ray. 
The  being  virtue's  friend  and  thine 

Had  clear 'd  our  mills  away. 

My  morning  incenfe,  ev'ning  pray'r, 
U'lth  thine,  had  foar'd  above, 

V.'ith  thine  afcending  fweeter  there 
On  wings  of  fong  and  love. 

Vain  dreams!  for  cuflom's  laws,  combin'd 

\yuh  virtue's  flern  decree, 
Divide  the  beings  nature  join'd. 

Divide  my  fair  from  me. 
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TO  A  YOUNG  LADY, 

FAINTING    AT     THE     News     OF  HER     FRIEND* 
MlSFORrUNES. 

Ah  !  maid  too  gentle,  while  thy  tears  deplore 
1  he  virtuous  exile  on  a  foreign  ihore 
Thy  pulfe  forgets  to  beat,  thy  cheek  to  glow. 
Dim  the  bright  eye,  fix'd  monument  of  vvoe 
Loll  every  lundion,  vanilli'd  every  fenfe :  ' 
IS  iJiis  thy  lot,  divine  benevolence  '{ 
Approach  no  more,  fuch  bitter  anguifh,  near 
feo  loft  a  bofom  ;  flow  alone  the  tear 
;Fhat  dew  of  heaven,  O  maid  !  to  heaven  allied, 
1  hy  great  Redeemer  fhed  for  man,  and  died 
(iood  angels  morn  creation's  glories  loll 
And  mourning  pleafe,  rcllmblc  him  the'moll  • 
•low  then  thy  tear,  ordain'd  by  Heaven's  decree 
I'or  bh.s  to  others,  fweeter  blils  to  thee  ' 
VVith  pity's  pangs  her  dear  fenfations  feel  • 
i  he  Ibaft  that  wounds  thee,  drops  a  balm' to  heal 
Ihy  loul  expanding,  like  a  vernal  flo\vtr. 
Shall  glow  the  brighter  in  aflliction's  Ihower. 
tot  every  tear  to  fuff'ring  virtue  given 
kfelf  approving,  and  app"rov'd  by  Heaven 
W  eep  then,  but  weep  another's  late  alone  • 
Let  imilci  be  Hill  attendant  on  thy  own  !    ' 

ON  THE  DE.^TH  OF  AN  INFANT. 

How  bled  is  he  whom  nature's  gentle  hand 
Hasfnatch'd  from  human  life  and  hunidu  woes, 
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Iv'n  in  his  chlldlfli  days,  ere  yet  he  knew 
Or  fill,  or  pain,  or  youthful  paffion's  force  ! 
In  earth's  foft  lap,  beneath  the  flowery  turf, 
His  peaceful  afhes  fleep  ;  to  heaven  afcends 
Th'  unfpotted  foul,  declar'dby  voice  divine 
A  gueft  virell  plealing — Then  no  longer  mourn, 
Thou  drooping  parent,  nor  bewail  him  loft — 
In  life's  firft  bloom,  when  infant  reafon  dawn'd, 
And  the  young  mind,  unfolding  every  power. 
Gave  promife  fair  of  manhood,  tranfport  fiU'd 
The  mother's  bofom,  pondering  every  word 
And  acftion  there.     She  now  lamenting  loud 
Deplores  him,  from  her  vain  embraces  torn 
By  unrelenting  fate,  and  fierce  difeafe  ; 
Like  eaftern  Ihorms  that  blaft  the  opening  year. 


TO  MISS  N- 


-M, 


WRITTEN  AT  BRIGHTHELMSTONE, 

I.ovEi.Y  N — m!  rife,  and  fee 

Modeft  morn  refemble  thee  ! 

Ocean  fmiles  with  your  repofe, 

Come  to  feas,  where  Venus  rofe  ! 

Bathing,  Dr.  Pool  obferves, 

Braces  all  the  optic  nerves. 

"  Heavens,"  Ihe  cries,  "  what  idle  whiml 

"  Youthful  eyes  are  feldom  dim  ; 

«  Mine  can  mark  the  diftant  fail, 

"  Or  lowing  herds  in  Suffex  vale  ; 

"  Scarce  a  fpire  or  cottage  fmoke, 

"  Or  cloud  embracing  mountain  oak  ; 

"  An  objedl  fcarce  of  land  or  fea 

"  Rifes  unperceiv'd  by  me." 

True — but  eyes  that  diftant  roam, 

Frequent  fail  for  fcenes  at  home. 

Let  example  make  me  clearer. 

Place  yourfelf  at  Shergold's  mirror  ! 

Every  mild  refleiSed  grace, 

That  angel  form,  that  angel  face, 

A  world  of  wonders  all  can  view, 

Envy  only  blind  and — you. 


TO  THE  MRS.'S  R- 


-S, 


WRITTEN  AT  BRIGHT  HELMSTONE. 

No,  gentle  ladies!  — he  on  Brighton's  flood, 
Who  deck'd  with  N 3"  name  a  feeble  page? 

For  you,  the  guardians  of  the  fair  and  good, 
Has  arm'd  no  bitter  ftings  of  Satan's  rage. 

On  impious  necks  the  mufe  of  vengeance  treads. 
For  fiiamelefs  folly  dips  her  fhafts  in  gall ; 

"While,  dropping  odours  on  your  virtuous  heads. 
The  dews  of  praife,  a  precious  ointment,  fall. 

Your  N m's  mind  in  every  virtue  grew, 

In  every  grace,  beneath  yourfweet  controul; 

In  genuine  luftre  were  preferv'd  by  you 
Her  polilh'd  form,  refleding  all  the  foul. 

Her'candid  fmiles,  unconfcious  of  their  wortli, 
Her  blufh  of  nature  without  other  dye  ! 

You  taught  her  medeft  eyes  to  love  the  earth. 
Or  foar  in  flaming  rapture  to  the  Iky. 

Her,  the  beft  gift  of  Heaven,  its  gracious  love 
rernjitted  to  your  guidance— come  and  fliare 


The  joy  of  virtuous  fouls,  whofe  toils  improve 
The  *  talents  trufted  to  their  fruitful  care. 

Come,  faithful  fervants— hear  a  voice  proclaim 
Your  hymn  of  triumph---'tis  no  fong  of  mine  ; 

'Tis  heaven  that  calls  you  to  partake  your  fame 
With  God  the  giver,  and  this  gift  divine. 

VERSES 
written  at  erighthelmstone. 

Here  Charles  lay  flielter'd,  from  this  defert  Ihore 
He  launch'd  the  bark,  and   brav'd  the  tempeft's 

roar ; 
He  trufted  here  the  faith  of  fimple  f\rains, 
And  ocean,  friendlier  than  the  Wofcefter  f  plains. 
No  beauteous  forms,  as  now,  adorn'd  it  then. 
The  downs  were  pathlefs,  without  haunt  of  men. 
One  fliepherd  wander'd  on  the  lonely  hill. 
One  village-maid  explor'd  the  dil^ant  rill. 
But  mark  the  glittering  fcenes  fucceeding  thefej 
See  peopled  all  the  ftiores,  and  healing  feas  ; 
Yet,  friend  to  Britain,  flows  alike  the  wave 
With  India's  treafures,  and  defrauds  the  grave. 
Had  fate  now  plac'd  him  on  this  fairy  land. 
The  thoughtlefs  Charles  had  linger'd  on  theftrand. 
Nor  danger  chill'd,  nor  high  ambition  fir'd 
That  wanton  bofom,  by  the  loves  infpir'd  : 
His  languid  fails  the  monarch  here  had  fuil'd. 
Had  gain'd  a  N m's  fmile,  and  ioit  the  worlds 

TO  MISS  G , 

FROM    BRIGHTHELMSTONE. 

Come,  Stella,  let  us  climb  the  heights. 

Where  purer  ipirits  flow. 
And  upward  point  our  mental  flights. 

And  mock  the  fcenes  below. 

And  turn  no  more  the  giddy  rounds 

Of  pleafure's  wanton  chafe. 
But  range  beyond  material  bounds. 

Eternity,  and  fpace  1 — 

Come,  read  in  ocean's  ample  page. 

Explain  the  caufe  that  guides, 
That  bridles  now,  and  now  to  rage 

Precipitates  the  tides. 

In  glory  fee  the  planets  roll, 

Their  laws,  their  meaiure,  fcan. 
Nor  there  confin'd,  explore  the  foul, 

And  liberty,  and  man  I 

On  foaring  pinions  let  us  flioot. 

Like  him,  the  bird  of  Jove  '. 
— "  What  wafte,"  flie  cries,  "  in  fuch  puriuitj 

•'  An  age  of  life  and  love  1 

"  With  eagle  flight  and  eagle  view 

"  Let  Newton  fail  the  fky  I 
<'  But  what  am  I  ?  or  what  are  you, 

"  Philofopher?— a  fly : 

*  Mattheio  xsv, 

f  Charles  the  IJd.  after  the  battle  ofWorceJler% 
escaped  to  France  in  ajy/hiv^-boat,  from  Bright" 

helmfiQnu 
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•'  Vain  infecl !  now  aloft  he  fprings 

"  To  drink  the  liqiiid  litjht, 
"  Aiul  quenches  now  his  flagjjing  wings 

*'  In  aiigry  leas  and  niglit. 

*  Ah  fool  1  to  quit  his  reptile  ftate 
"   Amiil  iri-lli  dews  and  flowers  ? 
**  Be  his  tlie  julliy  purchiis'd  fate, 
"  The  luber  Iciron  ours. 

**  From  cliuds  defccnding.  let  us  try 

"   What  humliler  regions  give  '. 
•*  Let  others  t'oar  to  fall  and  die  '. 

**  'l"i5  ours  to  creep,  and  live." 

ANSWEll  TO  THE  FOREGOING  VERSES. 

BY  MISS  G . 

No  more  let  fcience  tempt  thy  fearching  eyes 
Ijeyonti  the  bounds  preicrib'd  to  murtal  fight, 

Ko  more  adveiit'ious  niuuut  the  lotty  ikies, 
And  daring,  penetrate  the  realms  of  light. 

With  humble  mind  go  trace  thy  Maker's  hand 
In  ever)  fniiluig  valley,  fertile  plain; 

Adore  his  bounty  in  the  cultur'd  land. 
Revere  his  wiidotn  in  the  llormy  main  I 

Nor  thoughtlefs  view  the  vaft  tremendous  fea. 
Whole  tourl'e  impetuous  puwer  divine  reftrains ; 

Whofe  rufliing  tide,    controul'd   by   heaven's  de- 
cree. 
Forbears  to  violate  the  flow'ry  plains. 

Nor  yet  confine  to  thefe  thy  wand'riiig  fight, 
While  iplendid  gems  the  face  of  hcav'n  adorn; 

Nor  hcedlcfs  view  the  radiant  lamps  of  night. 
Nor  hcedlefs  view  the  fun  that  giids  the  morn  : 

But  turn  with  praife  to  him  who  reigns  above, 
iiupreme    o'er    works    that    fpeak    Almighty 
power ; 

O  !  turn  a  grateful  bofom  breathing  love, 
And  learn  the  nobleft  leilbn— to  adore. 

ON  THE  DE.\TH  OF   A  YOUNG  GENTLE- 
MAN. 

Go,  mournful  fpirit,  wing  thy  dreary  way, 
Leave  a  lov'd  manfion,  leave  the  cheerfui  day  ; 
A  naked  wanderer  on  the  winter's  wind, 
Ah  leave,  reluctant,  youth  and  Itrength  behind  I 
Not  long  a  wanderer,  to  that  happier  lliore 
Be  heaven  thy  guide,  where  mourning  is  no  more  1 
In  purer  manfions,  in  a  lorm  divine. 
Immortal  youth,  immortal  joy,  be  thine  I 

INSCRIPTION  FOR  A  FOUNTAIN. 

O  Tcu,  who  mark  what  flowrets  gay. 
What  gales,  what  odours  bieathing  near, 

What  llicltering  fliades  from  fummer's  ray 
Allure  my  fpring  to  linger  here  ; 

•Yet  fee  me  quit  this  margin  green. 

Yet  fee  me  deaf  to  pieafurc's  c^i!, 
ICxplore  the  thirlly  haunts  of  men, 

Ytt  fee  my  bounty  tlow  Jo:  all. 


O  learn  of  me  —no  partial  rill. 
No  (lumbering  feltilh  pool  be  yro  j 

But  focial  laws  alike  fulfd  ; 
O  flow  for  ail  crettion  too  I 


m 


Qn  the  Converting  the  late  Mr.  fVonddrfon' s  Houfff 
at  Kit/gji'jn,  into  a  Poor-Hoi/fe,  and  euttinr 
doivn  the  great  IValk  of  High  Trees  before 
it. 

Where  the  broad  path-way  fronts  yon  ancient 

feat. 
Approach  not,  ftranger,  with  unliallow'd  fecf» 
Nor  mock  the  fpot,  unlhelter'd  now,  and  bare  ! 
The  grove's  old  honours  rofe  majeftic  there : 
Its  giant  arms  extending  to  defend 
Thy    reverend    temple's,     man's    and     Yirtue's 

friend  '. 
Secure  thy  walk  that  unpierc'd  gloom  along. 
No  ftorm  approach'd  to  filence  Homer's  fong; 
No  beam  to  wound  thy  heav'n-diredled  eye: 
The  world's  near  tumult  fwept  unheeded  by. 
Now,   low  as   thine,   thefe  towering   heads  are 

laid, 
Nor  mure  embower  the  manfion  in  their  fliade, 
Time-honour'd     pile  I     that,    owning    thee    Itl 

lord. 
Saw  ancient  manners,  ancient  faith,  reftor'J  ; 
111  renovated  youth  beheld  again 
iaturnian  days,  thi"  good  Eliza's  reign. 
With  thee  too  ftieltenng  many  an  angel  gneft. 
For  what,  but  heaven,  fe.'ener  than  thy  brealt  ?—<• 
Blefl  manfion  then,   fimidicity's  abode. 
Where  fmiliiig  innocence  look'd  up  to  God, 
Where    nature's    genuine    g'aces    charm'd    the 

heart. 
Or  nature,  poiilli'd  but  by  claffic  art. 
There    fam  y,    warm'd    with    brighteft,    chafteft 

beams, 
The  faint's  high  rapture,  and  the  poet's  dreams^ 
While  virtue  leit,  delij;htiiig  there  to  dwell. 
The  penfive  moumain,  and  the  hermit's  cell-— 
There  the  good  teacher  held  by  turns  to  youth 
The  blaze  oi  riclion  and  pure  light  of  truth, 
Who,  lefs  by  precept  than  example  fir'd, 
Glow'd  as  he  taught,  infpirmg  and  infpir'd. 
Nor  thuik,  gay  travellers,  iliis  awful  roof 
Echoed  no  lounds  but  wifdom's  hardi  reproof; 
■]"he  facial  board,  attendant  mirth,  was  there, 
The  fmile  unconlcious  of  to-morrow's  care. 
With  every  tranquil  joy  of  wedded  life. 
The  gracious  children,  and  the  fLiithful  wife. 
In  dance,  in  fong,  in  harmlefs  fports  approv'd. 
There  vouth   has  frolic'd,  there  loft  maids  have 

iov'd. 
There  one,  diftinguifli'd  one— not  fweeter  blows 
In  limpler  ornament  atiir'd.  the  rofe. 
The  rofe  Ihe  cuU'd  to  deck  the  nuptial  bower, 
Herlelf  as  fair — a  tranfitory  flower — 

Thus   a   fliort    hour — and    woods  and  turreJ^ 

fall; 
The  good,  the  great,  the  beauteous  perifli  all. 
another  age  a  gayer  race  fupplies, 
L-i-fs  awful  groves,  and  gaudier  villas  rife. 
See  wiflom's  place  ul'urp'd  by  folly's  fins, 
And  fcorners  lit  on  virtue's  vacant  tbror,^. 
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See  neighbouring  Combe's  old  genius  quit  its 
bowers,  [towers ; 

Not  *   Warwick's  name  preferv'd    his    Gothic 
Nor  diftant  f  fee  new  royal  domes  deride 
"What  half  remains  of  Wolfey's  ancient  pride  1 
While  yet  this  humbler  pile  furvives  to  prove 
A  manfion  worthy  of  its  mailer's  love  t 
Like  him,  (till  welcomes  to  its  liberal  door  [poor ; 
"Whom   moll   he  honour'd,   honouring  moll   the 
Like  him,  the  lifping  infant's  blefling  (hares, 
And  age's  gratitude  in  filent  prayers, — 
While  fuch  partake  the  couch,  the  frugal  feaft, 
No  regal  chambers  boad  an  equal  gueft  ; 
For,  gracious  Maker,  by  thy  own  decree, 
Receiving  mercy  is  receiving  thee  1  — 

*  Combe-Nevtlle,  near  Kingjion,  built  hy  the 
king-making  Earl  of  Warwick. 

\  The  new  apartments  at  Hampton  Court, 
raifed  en  the  ruinj  of  fart  of  Wolfe fs  palace. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  EDWARD  LOVIBOND, 


Ah  !  what  avails — that  once  the  mufes  crown'd 
Thy  head  with  laurels,  and  thy  temples  bound  1 
That  in  that  polifli'd  mind  bright  genius  (hone^ 
That  letter'd  fcience  mark'd  it  for  her  own ! 
Cold  is  that  bread  that  breath'd  celellial  fire ! 
Mute  is  that  tongue,  and  mute  that  tuneful  lyre! 
O  could  my  mule  but  emulate  thy  lays. 
Immortal  numbers  fliould  record  thy  praife. 
Redeem  thy  virtues  from  oblivion's  fleep. 
And  o'er  thy  urn  bid  diftant  ages  weep  I— 
Yet  though  no  laureat  flowers  beftrew  thy  herfe, 
Nor  pompous  founds  exalt  the  glowing  verfe, 
Sublimer  truth  infpires  this  humbler  drain, 
Bids  love  lament,  and  friendlliip  here  complaint. 
Bids  o'er  thy  tomb  tlie  mufe  her  forrows  (lied, 
And  weep  her  geniusynumber'd  with  the  dead  I~« 
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Borne  on  fancy's  wing  along, 

High  fears  the  bard's  enraptur'd  foul ; 
Round  him  floats  the  joy  of  fong, 

Round  him  airs  ecftatic  roll. 

THE  HARP. 
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THE  LIFE  OF  PENROSE. 


Fox  the  few  particulars  which  arc  recorded  of  the  pcrfonal  hiftory  of  Penrose,  the  world  is  In- 
debted to  his  relation,  John  Pettit  Andrews,  Efq.,  the  editor  of  his  works,  and  author  of  «  The 
Hiftory  of  Great  Britain,"  3  vols.  410,  1794-95,  and  other  literary  performances. 

The  fads  ftated  in  the  prefent  account,  are  chiefly  taken  from  the  brief  "  IntroduAion"  of  Mr. 
Andrews,  dated  "  The  Grove,  Nov.  1781,"  with  fuch  additional  information  as  the  «  Gentle- 
iaian's  Magazine,''  and  other  publications,  have  fupplied. 

Thomas  Pcnrofe  was  born  in  1743.  He  was  the  fon  of  the  Rev.  Mr.  Pcnrofe,  redor  of  New-_ 
iury  in  Bcrkfhire,  defcended  from  an  ancient  family  in  Cornwall-,  a  man  of  high  charader  and  abi- 
lities, and  beloved  and  refpeded  by  all  who  knew  him. 

Being  ijitended  for  the  church,  after  paffing  through  the  ufual  courfe  of  fchool  education  in  the 
country ;  he  was  entered  at  Chrift  Church  College,  Oxford,  where  he  purfued  his  ftudies,  for  fomc 
time,  with  remarkable  fuccefs. 

In  the  fumn-jir  1762,  his  eager  turn  to  the  naval  and  military  line,  overpowering  his  attachment  to 
his  real  intereli,  he  left  his  college,  and  embarked  in  the  private  expedition  againft  Buenos  Ayres, 
in  South  America,  under  the  command  of  Captain  Macnamara,  an  adventurer  of  fpirit  and  experi- 
ence. 

The  embarkation  was  made  from  the  Tagus,  Aug.  30.  1763 ;  and  the  force,  partly  Engliih,  and 
partly  Portuguefe,  confided  of  tlw  Tord  Clive  of  64  guns;  the  Ambufcade  of  40,  on  board  which 
Penrofe  aded  as  a  lieutenant  of  marines;  the  Gloria  of  38  ;  and  fome  fmall  armed  veffels  and  llore- 
ihips      They  had  on  board  about  jao  foldiers. 

The  Spaniards  having,  fome  tinae  before,  taken  the  Portuguefe  fettlement  of  Nova  Colonia  they 
judged  it  necefLry  to  begin  with  the  recovery  of  that  fettlement  before  they  made  any  attack  upon 
Buenos  Ayrcs. 

Though  the  enterprise  was  not  without  danger,  there  was  great  reafon  to  exped  fuccefs.  The 
Ihips  were  in  good  order,  and  the  men  in  good  i'pirits.  They  advanced  to  the  attack  with  horns 
founding  and  drums  beating ;  and  every  thing  exprelTed  hope  and  joy. 

This  gay  preparative  was  followed  by  a  fierce  fire,  fupported  on  both  fides  for  four  hours,  at  a 
i  very  fmall  diflance,  with  uncommon  refolution ;  but  the  fpirit  and  perfeverance  of  the  Spaniards, 
were  more  than  equalled  by  the  Britiih  fliips,  whofe  fire  at  length  became  fuperior.  The  Spanifk, 
batteries  were  ahnoft  filenced.  The  Englifh  were  in  expedation  of  feeing  the  colours  immediately 
ftruclc,  when  juft  as  their  fuccefs  feemed  certain,  by  fome  unknown  accident,  the  Lord  Clive  took, 
fire.  In  an  inilant  (he  was  all  in  a  blaze.  The  fame  moment  difcovered  the  flames,  and  the  impof- 
fibility  of  cxtinguifhing  them. 

■  Then  was  to  be  feen  a  mod  dreadful  fpedacle.  All  the  fides  of  the  fhip  were  immediately  crowd- 
i  e&  with  naked  men,  who,  but  a  few  minutes  before,  reckoned  themfelves  almoft  in  the  allured  pof- 
feflion  of  wealth  and  conquefl,  precipitating  themfelves  into  the  fea,  with  the  melancholy  alternative 
©f  a  death  by  fire  or  water.  The  enemy's  fire,  which  recommenced  on  this  accident,  redoubled 
«heif  diftrefs ;  and  many  who  might  have  efcaped  drowning,  periflied  by  the  fliot.  Captain  Mac- 
liamva  was  drowned  ;  and  of  340  fouls,  only  7?  in  all  efcaped. 

The  other  veffels  of  the  fquadron,  far  from  being  able  to  aiford  any  afiiflance  to  the  fuSerers,  wer^. 
•bliged  to  get  off  as  cxpeditioufly  a«  tliey  could,  kH  they  Ihould  have  been  involved  in  the  fame  fate 
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The  Ambufcadc  with  difficulty  efcapcd.  She  was  little  better  than  a  wreck.  She  had  fixty  fliot 
in  her  hull,  and  fix  feet  of  water  in  her  hold  ;  and  all  her  rigging  was  miferably  mangled.  By  ex- 
ertion of  uncommon  efforts,  they  made  a  fliift  to  get  into  the  Portugucfe  fcttlement  at  Rio  Janeiro. 

Amidft  the  preparations  for  the  attack  of  Nova  Colonia,  the  attention  of  Penrofe  was  occupied  by* 
the  tender  remembrance  of  Mifs  Mary  Slocock,  of  Newbury,  the  lady  whom  he  afterwards  mar- 
ried, to  whom,  with  equal  coUedledncfs  and  tranquillity  of  mind,  he  wrote  the  verfcs  d;i  iojr</ /A# 

Amidft  this  nobly  awful  fcenc. 
Ere  yet  fell  {laughter's  rage  begin, 

Ere  <Jcath  his  conqucfts  fvvell, 
l,et  me  to  love  this  tribute  pay. 
For  Polly  frame  this  parting  lay. 

Perhaps  my  laft  farewell. 
For  fince  fyll  low  among  the  dead, 
Mufl  many  a  gallant  youth  be  laid. 

Ere  thib  clay's  work  be  o'er, 
Perhaps  even  I,  witli  joyful  eyes, 
'I'hat  faw  this  morning's  fun  arifc. 

Shall  lee  it  fet  no  more. 

On  leaving  the  river  of  Plate,  after  the  unfucccfsful  attack  of  Nova  Colonia,  in  which  he  was 
Wounded,  he  folaced  his  forrow  for  the  melancholy  lofs  of  his  companions,  by  infcribing  an  ehgy  to 
tjic  memory  of  the  unfortunate  fuffcrers : 

Adieu  !  ye  walls ;  thou  fatal  flrcam  farewell, 

By  war's  fad  chance,  beneath  whofc  muddy  waves, 
Full  many  ag.;llant  youth  untimely  fell, 

Full  many  a  Briton  found  an  early  grave ! 
Beneath  thy  tide,  ah  !  filent  now  they  roll. 

Or  tread  with  mangled  limbs  thy  fundy  Ihore : 
The  trumpet's  call  no  more  awakes  their  foul; 

The  battle's  voice,  they  now  ft  all  hear  no  more. 

Though  the  Ambufcade  efcaped,  and  he  recovered  from  the  wound  he  received  in  the  engage- 
ment, yet  the  hardlhips  which  he  afterwards  fuflained  in  a  prize  Hoop,  in  which  he  was  (lationed, 
utterly  ruined  his  conflitution. 

Returning  to  England,  with  ample  teflimonials  of  his  gallantry  and  good  behaviour,  he  finiflicd, 
at  Fiertford  College,  Oxford,  his  academical  (Indies ;  and,  liaving  taken  orders,  accepted  the  cu- 
racy of  Newbury,  the  income  of  which,  by  the  voluntary  fubfcription  of  the  inhabitants,  was  con-, 
fiderably  augmented. 

In  1764,  he  lamented  the  lofs  of  a  filler,  in  a  pathetic  Elegy  to  the  Memory  0/ Mifs  Mary  Penroft, 
•tvho  died,  Dec.X^.  17^4)  i'l  the  nineteenth  year  of  her  age. 

In  1768,  he  married  Mifs  Slocock.  of  Newbury,  whofe  beauty  and  accomplifiimcnts  had  made 
an  early  impreflion  on  his  fufccptible  heart. 

In  1774,  he  publifhed  a  Strn'on,  preached  at  the  funeral  of  the  Rev.  John  Geree,  4to,  which  wa? 
followed,  in  I775,  hy  h\s  Flights  cf  Fancy,  410;  eonfilling  of  three  fliort  poems,  the  Helxetr,  the 
Caroufil  of  Odin,  and  Madnefs ;  which  were  read  with  general  approbation. 

The  year  follovping,  he  exprclTed  his  difupprobation  of  the  condutf^  cf  government  toward*  Ameri- 
ca, in  his  Addrefs  to  the  Genius  of  Britain,  4to  ;  in  which  he  rcqucRed  that  power  to  folicit  bis  Ma- 
jefty  to  put  an  end  to  our  civil  dilTcniions  ;  but  it  was  nothing  mare  than  oj'eram  atque  oUutt.  perd:re. 

In  1777,  he  publifhed  a  Sermon  preached  on  the  national  f.ift,  410,  which  was  the  laft  publication 
he  gave  to  the  world. 

After  he  had  continued  in  the  llation  of  a  curate  about  nine  years,  it  fcemed  as  if  the  clouds  of 
difappointmcnt,  which  had  hitherto  overfhadowed  his  profpcfts,  and  tinftured  his  poetical  efTays 
with  gloom,  were  clearing  away ;  for  he  was  then  prcfented  by  a  friend,  who  knew  his  worth,  and 
honoured  his  abilities,  to  the  reftory  of  Eedungton  and  Standerwick,  in  Somerfetfiiire,  worth  ncar^ 
;ool.  per  annum.  It  came,  however,  too  late;  for  the  flate  of  his  health,  which  had  been  for 
fome  time  declining,  was  new  fuch  as  left  little  hope,  cxcej^:  in  the  afTiflancc  of  t;:e  waters  of  Brif- 
tol. 
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ThkWhc  went,  and  there  he  died  in  177?.  in  the  36th  year  of  his  age;  leaving  one  child, 
Thomas  admitted  on  the  foundation  of  Winchefter- College  in  178 1. 

His  Flinhn  ofF.nc,,  and  Ac^Jrd.  to  ihe  G.uus  .f  Bntain,  werej-eprinted,  vvith  feveral  r^eccs.  never 
before  printed,  in  one  volunae  izmo,  under  the  title  of  Poe>r,.  by  the  Re..  Mr.  Thomas  P.nrcfinU. 
^itii  aa  "  Introducaiou"  hy  James  Pettit  Andrews,  Efq.  ccintaining  a  ftiort  account  of  his  life  and 
charafter.  They  are  now,  reprinted  from  the  edition  1781,  received,  for  the  firft  tune,  into  a  colko 
tion  of  ciaffical  Englifii  poetry.  ,     „    ,  r     ,_■  r 

"  Mr  Penrofe"  fays  VIr.  Andrews,  who  knew  him  well,  "  was  refpefted  for  his  extenfive  eru- 
dition, admired  for  his  do<inence,  and  equally  beloved  and  eReemed  for  his  focial  qualities.  By  the 
poor  towards  whom  he  was  liberal  to  his  utmoft  ability,  he  was  venerated  to  the  higheft  degree. 
In  oratory  and  compofifion,  his  talents  were  great.  His  pencil  was  ready  as  his  pen  ;  and  on  fubje^s 
«f  humour,  had  uncommon  merit.  To  his  po.5tical  abilities,  the  public,  by  their  reception  of  his 
fllghu  of  Fancy,  &c.  gave  fevenil  favourable  teaimonies.  To  fum  up  the  whole,  his  figufe  and 
addrefs  were  as  pleafing  as  hi--  raind  was  ornamented. 

«  Such  was  Mr.  Penrofe,  to  whofe  memory  I  pay  this  jutt  and  willing  tribute,  and  to  whom  I 
confider  it  as  an  honour  to  be  related : 

"  Midtis  ille  bonis  flebilis  cccidet ■ 

Null  is  ilebilior  quam  mihi." 

'.  Penrofe  has  written  but  little ;  but  his  Flights  of  F.incy,  if  he  had  written  nothing  elfe,  are  fuf- 
Scient  to  entitle  him  to  a  claffical  diftincTiion  among  the  poets  of  our  country. 

All  his  compofitions  bear  evident  marks  of  a  natural  enthufiafm,  harmony,  and  fimplicity.   But  it 

■is  in  the  higher  kinds  of  poetry,  which  require  the  moft  vigorous  exertions  of  fancy,  and  to  which 
a  laboured  and  artificial  didtion  is  heft  fnited,  that  he  chiefly  excels.  His  lyric  compofitions  are 
charaflerized  by  a  luxuriance  of  imagination,  a  wild  fublimity  of  fancy,  and  a  command  of  language, 
which  entitle  them  to  rank  with  the  produftions  of  Colhns,  Gray,  and  other  writers  of  the  fame 
fchool.  They  are  replete  with  the  fame  fpirit  of  imperfonation,  the  fame  animation  of  fenti- 
nient,  the  fame  magnificence  of  phrafeology,  the  fame  general  and  expanded  defcript'ion.  But  they 
have  more  of  the  fpirit  and  manner  of  Collins  than  of  Gray.  They  are  Impregnated  with  the  ge- 
nuine feeds  ofpoetry  •,  but  they  have  more  of  the  enthufiafm  that  "  delights  and  chills,"  than  of  the 
"  pomp  and  prodigality  of  heaven." 

His  Flights  of  Farcy  conlift  of  three  poems.  The  firft  is  intituled.  The  Helmets,  wherein  thefe 
formidabie  pieces  of  ancient  armour,  are  fuppofed  to  rife  and  prognofticate  civil  difienfions  in  Britain, 
in  confequence  of  the  difturbances  in  America.  It  is  written  in  blank  verfe,  and  affords  a  fpecimen  of 
confiderable  ftrength  and  harmony  in  that  metre.  The  general  imagery  is  well  conceived,  the  fenti- 
jnents  are  happily  fuited  to  the  fubjeA,  and  the  exprcffion  is  often  highly  poetical.  The  predominant 
defedl  is  an  obfcure  magnificence.  In  the  fecond  poem,  The  Caroifal  of  Odin,  we  recognize  both  the 
fpirit  and  manner  of  Gray.  It  is  evidently  modelled  upon  his  «  Norfe  Odes,"  and  is  impregnated  with 
fire  and  poetical  enthufiafm,  in  an  uncommon  degree.  The  laft,  intituled  Madnefs,  is  a  compofition 
of  a  fuperlor  order,  and  challenges  a  comparifon  with  the  "  Mufic  Ode"  of  Dryden,  the  «  PafTions"  of 
Collins,  and  the  "  Bard"  of  Gray.  The  difpofitlon  is  artfnl  and  happy.  The  mind  of  the  reader,  after 
the  horror  excited  by  the  view  of  thefeftcreJ  maniac,  is  relieved  by  a  tender  and  pathetic  melancholy  on 
beholding  tho.  poor  diflraRed  fair.  And,  again,  that  melancholy  paffes  into  a  different,  though  a 
kindred  pity,  occafioned  by  the  circumflances  of  the  mimic  monarch,  whofe  diflurbing  the  reveries  of 
the  love-lorn  maid,  produces  the  fintft  poetical  and  dramatic  effed.  This  evinces  the  poet's  tafte ;  for 
if  the  difpofitlon  had  been  different,  the  effed:  would  have  been  lefs  happy.  He  is  not  lefs  fortunate 
in  his  defcription  ;  the  wW.^i:  appearing  firft  in  all  the  terrible  circumftances  of  his  character,  and 
every  fuggeftion.of  tendernefs,  and  all  ihe  fenfations  of  pity  called  up  to  qualify  the  attendant  horror: 

No  pleafing  memory  left — forgotten  quite 
All  former  fccnes  of  dear  delight. 
Connubial  love — parental  joy,  &c. 

Nothing  can  be  more  finely  pidlured  than  the  fubjedl  of  the  love  madnef*.  The  Mrhole  defcription 
maintains  the  trueft  propriety,  and  is  executed  with  the  happieft  care. 
.  Vol.,  XI.  Qjl 
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Now,  fadly  g:iy,  of  forrows  pail  fiie  finj^s, 
NoWj  pcnlivc,  ruminates  unutterable  things- 
is  one  of  thofc  exqulfitc  flrokes  that  only  can  fall  from  the  pencil  of  true  genius.     Equally  happy 
too,  is  the  expreffion  itfelf,  as  the  idea  it  conveys. 

ruminates  unutterable  things. 

It  is  impoinblc  that  the  fame  idea  fhould  be  fo  powerfully  imprelTed  by  any  other  words. 

The  fetter'd  maniac  foanrs  along, 
(Rage  the  burden  of  his  jarring  inng.) 
In  rage  he  grinds  his  teeth,  and  rends  his  flreaming  hair. 

The  fecond  line  is  another  inllance  of  excellent  and  well  adapted  cxprelhon.  Had  it  been  fmoothcd 
and  regularized  by  the  word  is,  after  rage,  it  would  have  wanted  its  prefent  force,  its  eharaifteriftic 
difibnance,  and  harfhncfs.  Tlie  line  that  follows  it  is  equally  excellent.  'i"he  picture  of  the  Momttt 
tifthcfighty  train,  is  entitled  to  great  praife. 

Merry  mifchief  fills  his  brain, 

Blanket-rob'd,  and  antic  crown'd, 

The  mimic  monarch  Ikips  around  ; 
Big  with  conceit  of  dignity,  he  fmiles. 
And  plots  his  frolics  quaint,  and  unfulpedled  wiles  ; 

There  are  many  more  remarkable  beauties  in  this  excellent  ode,  particularly  the  defcription  of 
Dfvction  s  ruind  Mid ;  to  which  the  reader  of  tafte  will  require  no  dircdtion. 

His  Addrefsto  the  Genius  of  Britain,  is  written  with  a  liberal  fpirit,  and  contains  fome  pathetic  paf- 
fages  and  beautiful  lines.  It  is  devoted  to  his  patriot  feelings,  and  he  delivers  his  fentiments  (which 
may  now  be  confidered  as  prophetic)  with  a  fervour  that  leaves  no  doubt  on  our  minds  of  the  virtue 
<of  his  intentions.  In  this  performance,  there  is  conliderable  flrength  of  numbers,  of  painting,  and  of 
fancy. 

Of  his  poftliumous  poems,  it  is  not  to  be  expedled  that  every  piece  will  be  equally  correfl  and 
iinifhed  as  it  might  have  been,  had  he  lived  to  fuperintend  the  publication  himftlf.  There  are,  how- 
ever, feveral  pieces,  not  unworthy  of  the  fame  pen,  which  produced  Madnefs.  Of  thefe,  not  the 
leaft  beautiful,  is  the  Field  of  Battle.  To  the  reader  of  fenfibility,  it  will  be  necdlefs  to  point  out  the 
particular  merit  of  the  following  Hanzas,  defcribing  the  diftra*51:ion  of  the  wife  of  an  officer,  in  fearch 
of  her  hufband,  flain-in  battle. 

She  prefl  to  hear — fhe  caught  the  tale — 

At  every  found  her  blood  congeal'd — 
Wifh  terror  bold — with  terror  pale. 

She  Iprung  to  fearch  tiic  fatal  field. 

O'er  the  fad  fcene,  in  dire  amaze 

She  went — with  courage  not  her  own — 
On  many  a  corpfe  flie  cafl  her  gaze — 

And  turn'd  her  ear  to  many  a  groan. 
Drear  anguiih  urged  her  to  prefs 

Full  many  a  hand,  as  vv-ild  fhe  mourn'd, 
^^Of  comfort  glad,  the  drear  carefs. 
The  damp  cold  dying  hand  return'd. 

The  exquifitely  pathetic  and  natural  thought  contained  in  the  two  laft  lines,  would  fcarcely  have- 
fiiggefted  itfelf  to  any  one  who  had  not  been  an  eyc-wicneis  of  the  affecfling  fcenes,  fubfequent  to  a 
military  engagement ;  and  who  had  not,  probably,  experienced,  from  the  hand  of  fonie  expiring 
friend,  a  return  fimilar  to  what  lie  hasfo  feelingly  defcribed.  The  fragment,  intituled  The  Curate, 
deferves  great  praife,  for  happy  delineation  of  characflcr,  natural  humour,  quaint  phrafeology,  ten- 
dcrnefs  of  fcntiraent,  and  fimpHcity  of  exprcITion.  The  verfes  to  his  zfife,  on  the  anniverfary  of 
their  wedding  day,  fhews  the  mind  of  the  writer  in  an  amiable  point  of  view.  The  Hermit's  Vifwn, 
J['Iortalit\,  '■The  'Juflice,  Doiiniiigton  dijlle.  Poverty,  The  Harp,  are  charafterized  by  fuperior  animation 
of  fentiment,  fertility  of  invention,  and  fplcndor  of  diJlion.  Of  his  Elegies,  the  general  chara<5ter, 
Jioth  of  the  fentiments  and  the  language,  is  tendernefs  and  fimplicity;  the  vcrfification  is  harmoni- 
ous, and  a  general  air  of  claflic  elegance  runs  through  the  whole.  His  fragments  and  fmaller  pieces 
may  be  read  with  plcafure,  though  they  have  not  a  fuflicicut  degree  of  merit  to  entitle  them  to  3 
place  aaiOJig  the  favcured  prcduiilions  of  poefy. 
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POEMS,     &c. 


ADDRESSED  TO  THREE  LADIES. 

ON   THE    DEATH    OF    A    FAVOURITE    PARROqUET. 

Deep  from  youv  hallow'd,  fileiit  fhades 
Attend,  attend,  ye  tuneful  maids  ; 

Ye  mufes,  hafte  along. 
Infpire  the  tender,  moving  lay, 
For  furely  fucii  a  mournful  day 

Demands  a  lerious  fong. 

See  where  with  pity's  force  oppreft, 
(While  riling  forrows  heave  each  breaft) 

Three  gentle  fifters  weep. 
See  how  they  point  with  ftreaming  eyes. 
Where  Parroquetta  (lumb'ring  lies, 

Herlalt,  eternal  fleep. 

In  vain  the  pride  of  beauty's  bloom. 
The  vivid  dye,  the  varied  plume 

O'er  her  fair  form  were  fpread  : 
In  vain  the  fcarlet's  blufhing  ray, 
Bright  as  the  orient  beam  of  day, 

Adorn'd  her  lovely  head. 

Love,  beauty,  youth,  perfedtion,— all 
Together  undiilinguifli'd  fall 

Before  the  oppofing  fates. 
The  lifping  tongue,  the  filver  hairs, 
One  common  ruin  overbears. 

One  common  lot  awaits. 

Then  calm,  dear  maids,  your  woes  to  peace, 
With  unavailing  forrow  ceafe 

Your  favourite  to  deplore  ; 
For  know,  the  time  will  furely  come 
When  you  (though  now  in  beauty's  bloom) 

When  you  fhall  charm  no  more. 

Learn  then  your  moments  to  employ 
In  virtuous  love,  in  Hymen's  joy. 

Ere  yet  thofe  moments  fly ; 
For  fate  hasdoom'd  this  lot  fevere, 
The  brighteft  belle,  the  lovelieft  fair. 

Like  parroquetes,  muft  die. 

Written  Friday  lE.'venin;^,  February  5,  1753.,  in 
the  Cloyftcrs  of  Ckrifl  Church,  Oxon  ;  on  being 
difappointed  of  going  to  the  Affembly  at  New- 
bury, Berks. 

Loud  howl  the  winds  around  this  awful  pile, 
A  dufky  light  the  pa!e-ey'd  moon-beams  fhed  ; 

"While  I  amid  the  long-drawn  cloyller'd  aifle. 
Silent  and  fad  the  letter'd  paveraenl  tread. 


Where,  low  in  earth— ah  I  never  more  to  rife, 
Unnotic'd,  unregarded,  and  unknown, 

Full  many  a  flirouded  itudent  deeping  lies, 
O'er  whom  (till  weeps  the  monumental  ftone. 

Here,  as  I  pace  the  hallow'd  gloom  along. 

Where  at  this  hour  no  other  foot  dares  rove, 
Quick  on  my  mind  what  dear  ideas  throng. 

How  heaves  my  heart,   and  melts  with  faithful 
love. 
See,  fee  my  Chloe  rifes  to  my  viewr, 

In  all  the  pride  of  youth  and  virtue's  charms  * 
Swift  as  the  winds  the  fair  one  I  purfue. 

But  clafp  an  empty  phantom  to  my  arms. 

Methinks  I  fee  the  dance's  circling  round. 
The  cheerful  mufic,  hark  !  methinks,  I  hear  ! 

The  viol  fweet,  and  hautboy's  gladfome  found. 
And  fprightly  tabor  ftrike  my  wond'ring  ear. 

But  ah  I  again  the  pleafmg  dream  is  gone  ; 

Swift  as  the  gales,  fee,  fee,  it  flies  away  ; 
And  leaves  me  wretched,  darkling,  and  alone 

Amidft  thii  melancholy  fcene  to  ftray. 

O  '.  hear,  ye  gods,  accept  my  humble  pray'r  ! 

Grant  me,   O  1  grant  my  heart's  fond,  bell  de* 
fire  ; 
Give  to  my  faithful  arms,  my  conftant  fair  ; 

Give  this — nor  wealth,  nor  honours  I  require 

TO  MISS  SLOCOCK. 

Written  on  board  the  Amhiifcade,  Jan.  6th  lyiS'^, 
ajhort  Time  b  fore  the  Attack  of  No'ua  Colonid 
do  Sacra?ne7ito,  in  the  river  cf  PlatS' 

The  fates  ordain,  we  muft  obey  ; 
This,  this  is  doom'd  tj  be  the  day ; 

The  hour  of  ■".■tr  draws  near. 
The  eager  crew  with  buiy  care 
Their  inftruments'  of  death  prepare, 

And  banilh  every  fear. 

The  martial  trumpets  call  to  arms. 
Each  breaft  with  fuch  an  ardour  warms, 

-\s  Britons  only  knoW. 
The  flag  of  battle  waving  high, 
Attradls  with  joy  each  Briton's  eye ; 

With  terror  ft'rikes  the  foe. 

Amidft  this  nobly  awful  fcene, 
Ere  yet  fell  flaughter's  rage  begift, 
''  Ere  death  his  conqueftsfwcHy 
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Let  me  to  love  tliis  tribute  pay. 
For  Polly  frame  the  parting  lay  ; 
Perhaps  my  lalt  farewell. 

For  fince  full  low  amon^  the  deatf, 
Muft  ni.iny  a  gallant  youth  be  laid. 

Ere  this  day's  work  be  o'er  : 
Perhaps  e'en  I,  with  joyful  eyes 
That  faw  this  morning's  lun  arife, 

Shall  fee  it  fct  no  more. 

My  love  that  ever  burnt  fo  true, 
That  but  for  thee  no  wiflies  knew  ; 

My  heart's  fond,  bed  dcfire  1 
Shall  be  remember'd  e'en  in  death. 
And  only  with  my  lateft  breath, 

With  life's  laiV  pang  expire. 

And  when,  dear  maid,  my  fate  you  hear, 
(Sure  love  like  mine  demands  one  tear, 

Demands  one  heart-telt  figh) 
My  paftfad  errors,  O  forgive. 
Let  my  few  virtues  only  live. 

My  follies  with  me  die, 

IBut,  harkl   the  voice  of  battle  calls; 
Loud  thund'ring  from' the  tow'ry  walls 

Now  roars  the  hoftile  gun, 
Adieu,  dear  maid  .'-  -with  ready  feet, 
1  go  prepar'd  the  worlt  to  meet, 

Thy  will,  O  God,  be  done  1 

ELEGY 

On  hating  the  River  of  Piatt,  after  the  uiifac- 
cefsf id  Attack  of  Nova  Colonia  do  Sacrai/ie?ito, 
hy  the  Lord  Clive  of  64  Gu?is,  the  -'mlufcade 
of  cp,  and  the  Gloria  of  i?>  ;  in  luhich  the  for- 
mer was  iinfo'^tiinatcly  bur?!t,  <VL>Jth  the  greatefi 
fart  ff  her  creiju  ;  and  the  two  latter  obliged 
to  retire  in  a  very  fhattend  condition. 

While  the  torn  vefTcl  ftems  her  Jab'ring  way. 
Ere  yon  blue  hills  fink  ever  from  my  view  ; 

Let  me  to  forrow  raife  the  tribute  lay  ; 
And  take  of  them  my  long,  my  lafl  adieu. 

Adieu  !  ye  walls  I  thou  fatal  ftream  farewell  j 
By  war's  fad  chance    beneath   whofe    muddy 
wave 

Full  many  a  gallant  youth  untimely  fell, 
Full  many  a  Briton  found  an  early  grave. 

Beneath  thy  tide,  ah  !  illent  now  they  roll, 
Or  ftrcw  with  mangled  limbs  thy  fandy  Ihore; 

The  trumpet's  call  no  more  awakes  their  foul  1 
The  battle's  voice  they  now  iliall  hear  no  more. 

In  vain  the  conflant  wife  and  feeble  fire, 
Expt(5lant  wifli  their  lov'd  return  to  fee  ; 

In  vain  their  infants'  lifping  tongues  inquire, 
And  wait  the  ftory  on  tlieir  father's  knee. 

Ah  !  nought  avails  their  anxious,  bufy  care; 

Far,  far,  they  lie.  on  holhle  feas  they  fell ; 
The  wife's,  fire's,  infant's  joy  no  more  to  fliare, 

The  tale  of  glorious  deeds  no  more  to  tell. 

i>earn  then,  ye  fair,  for  others  woes  to  feel, 
Let  the  foft  tear  bedew  the  fparkling  eye  ; 


When  the  brave  periHi  for  their  country's  weal, 
'Tis  pity's  debt  to  heave  the  heartfelt  figh. 

Ah  '.  glorious  Drake  !  far  other  lot  was  thine. 
Fate  gave  to  thee  to  quell  the  hoftile  pride; 

Toicizp  tlie  trcatures  or"  Potofi's  mine, 
Antl  fail  triumphant  o'er  La  Plata's  tide. 

But  Providence,  on  fecret  wonders  bent. 
Conceals  its  purpofes  from  mortal  view  ; 

And  Heaven  no  doubt  with  foaie  all-A-ifr  !>tent, 
Dcny'd  to  numbers  what  it  gave  to  few. 

ELEGY 

TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  MISS  MARY  Pr.NROS?, 

Who  died  Dece?ni'er  i^th    1704  in  the  Nineteenth 
year  of  her  Age- 

Heard  ye  the  bell  from  yonder  dufky  tower  ? 

Deep,  deep  it  tolls  the  fumnions  of  the  dead; 
And  marks  with  fallen  note  the  folemn  hour, 

That  calls  Maria  to  her  earthy  bed. 

O  I  come,  ye  mournful  tjrgin  train,  attend. 

With  raufing  ftep  the  hallow'd  place  draw  near, 
V^iew  there  your  once-lov'd,  happy,  blooming 
friend, 

Now  filent,  flumb'ring  on  the  fable  bier. 

Come  ye,  who  join'd  in  friendfliip's  facred  tie, 
With  her  engag'd  in  phafurt's  guiltlefs  fcene  ; 

Who  fnar'd  with  h'.rthe  tender,  focial  joy  ; 
Wove  the  gay  dance,  or  trod  the  flow'ry  green  : 

Mark  here,  O  1  mark,  how  chang'd,  how  alter'd 
lies  [beat  high ; 

The  breafc  that  once  with  youth's  warm  tide 
Rtjd  your  owu  fate  in  her's ;—  in  time  be  wife, 

And  from  her  bright  example  learn  to  die. 

Like  drooping  liUies  cropt  by  wint'ry  wind. 
For  fate  has  doomed  the  hour  when  die  you 

muft, 
Muft  leave  the  world's  fantaftic  dreams  behind, 
Aud  fleep,  and  mingle  with  your  parent  dull. 

Say,  are  your  forms  with  youth's  foft  graces  dreft  ? 

Say,  are   they  ting'd   with  beauty's  brighteft 
bloom  ? 
So  once  washer's— -by  you — by  nil  confeft, 

'Till  death  untimely  fwept  her  to  the  tomb. 

Her  eyes  beam'd  out  how  innocent,  how  meek! 

At  whofe  rebuke  vice  fhrunk  aballi'd  and  pale ; 
Like  vernal  rofes  bliilh'd  her  modeft  check, 

Like  them  as  lovely,  and  like  them  as  frail. 

How  was  (lie  fkill'd  tlje  fofteft  breads  to  move  I 
Of  hardeft  hearts  the  palfions  rough  to  bend  ! 

How  was  llie  Ikill'd  to  wiu  the  general  love  ! 
How  form'd  to  blefs  the  hulband  or  the  friend  1 

With  meek.foul'd  charity,  with  pitying  hands. 
To  mifery  oft  her  little  ftore  flie  gave  ; 

Now  file  herlelf  our  flowing  tears  demands, 
And  bids  our  pious  drops  bedew  her  grave. 

There  on  her  dufty  couch  in  firm  repofe. 

Deaf  to  our  call,  the  clay-cold  (lumb'rer  lies; 

Her  beauty  faded  like  the  blaftcd  rofe,  [eyes. 

Mute  her  Aveet  tougue,  and  clos'd  her  radianjl 


POEMS. 


)SS 


Fall  many  an  hour  of  agonizing  pain 

She,  patient  iufferer,  bore  her  lot  fevere  ; 

Well  did  the  anguifh  of  her  foul  reflrain. 
Nor  dropt  one  female,  one  repining  tear. 

'Midft  fife's  laft  pangs  religion  lent  her  aid. 
And  wip'd  with  lenient  hand  her  mifty  eyes; 

With  bleft  affurance  cheer'd  the  pain-worn  maid. 
And  bad  her  hopes  high-foaring  reach  the  ikies. 

Tiiere  now,  enroU'd  with  heayenly  angels  bright, 
Whofe  hallow'd  hymns  their  Maker's  glorious 
ruife. 
She  fhines.  refulgent  in  the  blaze  of  light, 

And  fwells  with  raptur'd  note    the   voice  of 
pi  aifc. 

iook  down,  bleft  faint,  O  !  turn  a  pitying  eye  ! 

If  yet  in  heav'n  a  brother's  nam-,'  be  dear  : 
In  the  dread  hour  of  danger  be  thou  nigh. 

And  lead  me  far  from  vice's  baneful  fnare. 

Teach  me,  whate'er  my  future  lot  Ihall  be, 
To  God's  juft  will  my  being  to  refign  : 

Teach  me  to  fail  through  life's  tempeituous  fea  ; 
And  like  thy  lateii  parting  hour  be  mine. 


TO  MY  DEAREST  WIFE, 

ON  OUR  WEDDING-DAV. 

The  happy  morn's  arriv'd  at  lafl, 
That  binds  our  nuptial  union  faft  ; 
And  knits  our  plighted  vows  in  one, 
With  bonds  that  ne'er  can  be  undone. 
Can  I  be  backward  then,  to  pay 
The  tribute  of  this  joyful  day  ? 
Can  I  refufe  my  voice  to  raife. 
And  hymn  to  God  the  fong  of  praife  ? 


No — furely  gratitude  demands 

This  humble  adlion  from  my  hands, 

And  bids  me  blefs  that  God  who  gave 

Safe  paffage  o'er  the  ftormy  wave. 

Who  turn'd  ;he  ftiafts  of  warafide. 

And  blefs'd  me  with  fo  lov'd  a  bride. 

O  '  be  that  feafon  ne'er  forgot. 

When  hope  itfelf  could  flatter  not. 

When  doubts  were  all  my  foul's  employ. 

Nor  dar'd  I  paint  the  prefent  joy. 

But  yet,  my  love,  be  mine  the  blame, 

Thy  goodnefs  ever  was  the  fame  ; 

The  fault  was  mine,  raifguided  youth ! 

When  folly  held  the  place  of  truth. 

And  vice  and  error's  lyrcn  fmile. 

My  artlefs  bofom  did  beguile. 

What  though,  by  heedlefs  heat  mifled. 

To  war  and  foreign  climes  I  fled, 

Forfook  thy  love,  and  peaceful  eafe. 

And  pkjugh'd,  long  plough'd  the  fouthern  feasj 

Yet,  though  unworthy  of  thy  care, 

Thy  kind,  dear  love  purfu'd  me  there. 

And  'midft  the  battle's  horrid  ftrife. 

Thy  tender  pray'r  preferv'd  my  life. 

God  heard  thy  pray'rs,  my  heart's  lov'd  queen^ 

His  ftiield  proteded  me  uni'een. 

His  favour  kept  me  fafe  from  harms, 

And  lodg'd  me  in  thy  faithful  arms. 

Be't  then  my  talk,  with  grateful  brealk 

To  hufli  thy  ev'ry  care  to  reft. 

And  make  thee,  while  thy  love  furvivcs. 

The  happieft  of  all  happy  wives. 

Yes,  yes,  my  dear,  the  nuptial  vow 

Shall  ever  bind  as  ftrong  as  now ; 

My  duty  I  fliall  ne'er  forego. 

No  change,  no  other  wilh  I'll  know; 

But  ftill  I'll  prove  to  life's  laft  end. 

The  kindeft  hulband,  trueft  friend. 


FLIGHTS  OF  FANCY. 


THE  HELMETS.— CAROUSAL  OF  ODIN.— MADNESS.— ADDRESS  TO  THE  GENIUS 

OF  BRITAIN. 


THE  HELMETS, 

A  FRAGMENT. 

"Xhe  Seem  of  the  folloivw^  E-^mt  "  1"^'^  '"  t^'  ""S^-" 
bourhood  ofBonmngtm  Cope,  in  a  Hotife  hmlt  ajter 
ihc  Gothic  tap,  upon  a  fpot  famous  for  a  bloody  en- 
counter between  the  Armies  of  Charles  and  the  Far- 
liament. 

The  Pragnopuation  alludes  to  Ci-uil  Dipeniion,  ivhich 
fame  have  foretold  ivould  arife  in  England,  in  confe- 
quence  of  the  difpute^  ivth  America. 

'1  WAS  midnight"-  every  mortal  eye  was  clos'd 

Thro'  the  whok  manfion— fav?  an ^iptique  crone's. 


That  o'er  the  dying  embers  faintly  watch'd 

The  broken  fleep  (fell  harbinger  of  death) 

Of  a  fick  boteler. — Above  indeed 

In  a  drear  gall'ry  (lighted  by  one  lamp 

Whofe  wick  the  poor  departing  Senefchall 

Did  clofely  imitate),  pac'd  flow  and  fad 

The  village  curate,  waiting  late  to  fhrive 

The  penitent  when    'wake.      Scarce  Ihow'd  the 

ray 
To  fancy's  eye,  the  pourtray'd  characters 
That  grac'd  the  wall — On  this  and  t'other  fide 
Sufpended,  nodded  o'er  the  fteepy  ftair. 
In  many  a  trophy  form'd,  the  knightly  groype 
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Of  helms  and  targets,  gauntlefs,  maces  flrong. 
And  horfes'  furniture — brave  monuments 
Of  ancient  chivalry. — Throuj^h  ihc  llain'd  pane 
Low  gle-am'd  the  moon — not  bright — but  of  fuch 

pow'r 
As  marked  the  clouds,  black,  threatning  over  head. 
Full  milchief-fraught ; — from  thele  in  many  a  peal 
Growl'd  the  near  thunder — flafli'd  the  fiequcnt 

blaze 
Of  light'ning  blue. — While  round  the  fretted  dome 
The  wind  fung  furly  :    with  unufual  clank 
The  armour  ihook  tremendous  ; — On  a  couch 
Plac'd  in  the  oriel  *,  funk  the  churchman  down  : 
For  who,  alone,  at  that  dread  hour  of  night, 

Could  bear  portentous  prodigy  ? 

"  I  hear  it,"  cries  the  proudly  gilded  cafcjue 
(FiU'd  by  the  foul  of  one,  who  erfl  took  joy 
In  flanght'rous  deeds)  "  I  hear  amidfl:  the  gale 
"  The  hoftile  fpirit  fhouting — once — once  more 
"  In  the  thick  harveft  of  the  fpears  we'll  fhint — 

«'  There  will  be  work  anon." 

< "  I'm  'waken'd  too," 

Replied  the  fable  helmet  (tenanted 

By  a  like  inmate)  "  Hark  1 — I  hear  the  voice 

•'  Of  the  impatient  ghofts,  who  iLaggling  range 

"  Yon  fumniit  (erown'd  with  ruin'd  battlements 

*'  The  fruits  of  civil  dilcord),  to  the  din 

"  The  fpirits,  wand'ring  round  thisGotliic  pile, 

"  All  join  their  yell — the  fong  is  war  and  death — 

"  There  will  be  work  anon." 

. "  Call  armourers,  ho  ! 

"  Furbifli  my  vizor — clofe  my  rivits  up — 

"  I  brook  no  dallying" 

■  "  Soft,  my  hafty  friend" 
Said  the  black  beaver,  "  Neither  of  us  twain 
"  Shall  fhare  the  bloody  toil — War-v/orn  am  I, 
"  Bor'd  by  a  happier  mace,  1  let  Jn  fate 
"  To  my  cnce  maflcr, — fmcc  luilought,  unus'd 
"  Penfile  I'm  fix'd — yet  too  your  ijaudy  pride 
"  Has  nought  to  boaft. — the  falhion  of  the  iight 
♦«  Has  thrown  your  gilt,  and  fliady  plumes  afide 
"  For  modern  foppery; — flill  do  not  fro\sn, 
•'  Nor  lower  indignantly  your  fleely  brows, 
"  We've  comfort  left   enough — I'he   bookman's 

"  lore 
*'  Shall  trace  our  fometime  merit ; — in  the  eye 
•'  Of  antiquary  taile  we  long  fliall  fliine  ; 
*«  And  as  the  fcholar  marks  our  rugged  front, 
"  He'll  fay,  this  Creffy  faw,  that  Agincourt : 
*'  Thus  dwelling  on  the  prowefs  of  his  fathers, 
"  He'll  venerate  their  fhell. — Yet,  more  than  this, 
♦'  From  our  inacStive  ftation  we  fliall  hear 
"  The   groans  of  butcher'd    brothers,    fnrieking 

"  plaints 
*'  Of  ravifli'd  maids,  and  matrons'  frantic  hov  Is, 
"  Already  hov'ring  o'er  the  threaten'd  lanes 
"  The  familh'd  raven  fnuffs  the  promis'd  fcaft, 
"  And  horflier  croaks  for  blood — 'twill  flow." 

"  Forbid  it.  Heaven  !  [pray'd 

*'  O    Ihield    my  fuffering  country  ! — Shield  it," 
The  agonizing  pricft. 

THE  CAROUSAL  OF  ODIN. 

FiT.i.  the  honey'd  bev'rage  high, 
fill  the  fculls,  'tis  Odin's  cry  : 


*  Oriii.     /i  i'>''jo:;lir.^  v.ir.do'a;. 


Heard  ye  not  the  powerful  call, 
'Ihund'ring  thro'  the  vaulted  Jiall  ? 
"  Fill  the  meath,  an>i  fprcad  the  board, 
"  VafTals  of  the  gricfiy  lord."— 

The  portal  hinges  grate, — Jiey  come— 
The  din  of  voices  rocks  tht  dome. 
In  flalk  the  various  forms,  and  drcfl 
In  various  armour,  various  veft. 
With  h-ini  and  morion,  targe  and  fliield, 
Some  quivering  launtes  couch,  lome  biting  maces 

wield  : 
All  march  with  haughty  ftep,  all  proudly  fhakc 
the  crefl. 
The  feafl  begins,  the  fcull  goes  round, 
Laughter  fhout? — the  fliouis  refound. 
The  guil  of  war  fublidc. — £'jn  now 
The  grim  chief  curls  his  cheeks,  and  linooths  hj» 
rugged  brow. 

"  Shame   to  your   placid    front,  ye  men  of 

"  death  !"' 
Cries  Hilda,  with  difordcrd  breath. 
Hell  echoes  back  her  IcofTof  fhamc 
To  the  inaifhive  rev'ling  champion's  name. 
"  Call  forth  the  f(jng,"  fhe  fcream'd  ; — the  min- 

ftrel's  came 
The  rheme  was  glorious  war,  the  dear  delight 
Of  fhining  beft  in  field,  and  daring  moft  in  fight, 

"  Joy  to  the  foul,"  the  harpers  fung 

"  When  embattlM  ranks  among, 

♦'  The  ileel-clad  knight,  in  vigour's  bloom, 

"  (Banners  waving  o'er  his  plume) 

"  Foremoft  rides,  the  fiower  and  boaft 

"  Of  the  bold  determin'd  holl  !" 
With  greedy  ears  the  guelts  each  note  devour'd. 
Each  flruck  his  beaver  down,  and  grafp'd  his  faith- 
ful fword. 

The  fury  mark'd  th'  aufpicions  deed, 
.And  bade  the  fcalds  proceed. 

"  Joy  to  the  foul !  a  joy  divine!  i 

"  When  confliifling  armies  join  ; 

'■  ^\'hen  trumpets  clang,  and  bugles  found ; 

"   When  flrokes  of  death  are  dealt  around  ; 

"  When  the  fv  ord  fealls,  yet  craves  for  mere  ; 

"  And  every  gauntlet  drips  with  gore.'' 
The  charm  prevaird,uprufh'dthemadden'd  throng. 
Panting  for  carnage,  as  they  foam'd  along, 
Fierce  Odin's  felf  led  forth  the  frantic  band, 
To  fcatter  havock  o'er  many  a  guilty  land. 

MADNESS. 

SwKLL  the  clarion,  fweep  the  firing. 
Blow  into  rage  the  mufe's  fires! 
All  thy  anfwers,  echo,  bring. 
Let  wood  and  dale,  let  rock  and  valley  ring, 
'lis  madnefs'  felf  infpires. 

Hail,  awful  madnefs,  hail ! 

Thy  reahii  e.\-tends,  thy  powers  prevail, 
Far  as  the  voyager  fpreads  his  'ventrous  faiL 

Nor  beft  nor  wifeft  are  exempt  from  thee ; 

Folly — folly's  only  free. 

Hark  ! — To  the  aftonifh'd  ear 
The  gale  conveys  a  ftrunge  tumultuous  found. 
They  now  approach,  they  now  appear,-^ 

Phrenzy  leads  her  chorus  near. 

And  demon's  dance  around-*— 


"Priie — Ambition  idly  vain, 
Revenge,  and  malice  iwell  her  train,— 

Devotion  warp'd — Affedlion  croll — 

Hope  in  difappointment  loll — 
And  injur'd  merit,  with  a  downcafl  eye 
(Hurt  by  negled)  flow  ftalking  heedlefs  by. 

Loud  the  fhouts  of  madnefs  rife. 
Various  voices,  various  cries. 
Mirth  unmeaning — caufelefs  moans, 
Burfts  of  laughter — heart-felt  groans- 
All  feem  to  pierce  the  Ikies.— 

Rough  as  the  wint'ry  wave,  that  roars 
On  Thule's  defert  fhorcs, 
Wild  raving  to  the  unfeeling  air, 
The  fetter'd  maniac  foams  along, 
(Rage  the  burden  of  his  jarring  fong) 
In  rage  he  grinds  his  teeth,  and  rends  his  flream- 
ing  hair. 

No  pleafing  memory  left — forgotten  quite 
All  former  fcenes  of  dear  delight. 
Connubial  love — parental  joy — 
No  fympathies  like  thefe  his  foul  employ, 

But  all  is  dark  within,  all  furious  black  de- 

fpair. 
Not  fo  the  love-lorn  maid, 
By  too  much  tendernefs  betray'd ; 
Her  gentle  brcafl  no  angry  pafhon  fires, 
But  flighted  vows  polTefs,  and  fainting,  foft  de- 
fires. 
She  yet  retains  her  wonted  flame. 
All — but  in  reafon,  dill  the  lame.— 
Streaming  eyes, 
IncefTant  fighs, 
Dim  haggard  looks,  and  clouded  o'er  with  care, 
Point  out  to  pity's  tears,  the  poor  diftradted  fair. 
Dead  to  the  world — here  fondefl  wifhcs  croft, 
She  mourns  herfelf  thus  early  loft. — 

Now,  fadly  gay,  of  forrows  paft  ftie  fings. 
Now,  penfive,  ruminates  unutterable  things. 
She  ftarts — fhe  flies — who  dares  fo  rude 
On  her  fequefler'd  fteps  intrude  ?— 
'Tis  he — the  Momus  of  the  flighty  train- 
Merry  mifchief  fills  his  brain. 
Blanket-rob'd,  and  antic  crown'd, 
The  mimic  monarch  fkips  around  ? 
Big  with  conceit  of  dignity  he  fmiles, 
And  plots  his  frolics  quaint,  and  unfufpeifted 
wiles. — 

Laughter  was  there — but  mark  that  groan. 
Drawn  from  my  inmoft  foul  ! 
"  Give  the  knife,  Demons,  or  the  poifon'd  bowl, 
"  To  finifh  miferies  equal  to  your  own." — 
Who's  this  wretch,  with  horror  wild  ! — 
—'Tis  devotion's  ruin'd  child. — 
Sunk  in  the  emphafis  of  grief. 
Nor  can  he  feel,  nor  dares  he  afk  relief.— 

Thou,  fair  religion,  waft  defign'd, 
Duteous  daughter  of  the  fkies, 
To  warm  and  cheer  the  human  mind, 
To  make  men  h^py,  good,  and  wife. 
To  point  where  fits,  in  love  array'd. 
Attentive  to  each  fuppliant  call, 
The  God  of  univerfal  aid, 
TLc  God,  the  Father  of  u^  all. 
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Firft   fliown   by  thee,  thus  glow'd  the  gracious 
fcene, 
'Till  fiipcrftltion,  fiend  of  woe. 
Bade  doubts  to  rife,  and  tears  to  flow,  [tween. 

And  fpread  deep  fhadcs  our  view  and  heaven  bc- 
Drawii  by  her  pencil  the  Creator  ftands, 
(His  beams  of  mercy  thrown  afide) 
With  thunder  arming  his  uplilted  hands. 
And  hurling  vengeance  wide. 

Hope,  at  the  frown  aghaft,  yet  ling'ring,  flies, 

And  dafli'd  on  terror's  rocks,  faith's  beft  depend- 
ence lies. 

But  ah  ! — too  thick  they  crowd, — too  clofc  they 
throng, 
ObjeiShs  of  pity  and  affright  '— 

Spare  farther  the  defcriptive  fong — 
Nature  fhudders  at  the  fight. — 
Protraft  not,  curious  ears,  the  mournful  talc. 

But  o'er  the  haplefs  group,  low  drop  campaftion's 
veil. 

ADDRESS 

TO   THE   GENIUS  OF  BRITAIN. 

Come,  genial  fpirit,  to  the  earneft  call 

Of  the  true  patriot !  wherefoe'er  thou  art, 

O  !  mark  the  fummons  !  whether  airy  borne 

In  hafty  progrefs,  pleas'd  thou  ikimm'ft  the  edge 

Of  the  white  bulwark ;  from  the  fteepy  height 

Kenning  the  azure  wave,  thy  own  domain ; 

While  on  the  pebbled  fliore,  fcarce  heard  fo  high, 

The  furfi"  breaks  foaming.     In  the  diftant  view 

Full  frequent  pafs  the  womby  labourers 

Of  commerce,  or  the  gaily  floating  pride 

Of  naval  armament. — Or  whether  deep 

In  midland  occupation  glad  thou  feeft 

The  various  labours  of  the  cheerful  loom ; 

Or  agriculture  vvhlftl'ng  at  the  plough. 

Whether  the  anvil-notes  engage  thy  flay, 

(Though  diflbnant,  yet  mufic  to  the  ear 

Of  him  who  knows  his  country)  ;  or  the  hum 

Of  the  thick  crowded  burfe  ; — come  ami  a^iend 

l"o  Britain's  general  good  1  'Tis  not  the  Jhout, 

The  din  of  clamour,  drunk  with  faflious  r.;|:,e, 

'•'hat  hails  thee  ;  nor  the  well  diflembling  tongue 

Of  mafk'd  fedition,  whofe  envcnf.m'd  rai;t 

Urges  the  crowd  to  madnefs.. — Not  to  thefe 

Lift  heedful. — 'Tis  the  cool  perfuafive  voice 

Of  reafon  woos — Qnick  then  with  brighteft  fmllto 

Of  mild  humanity  adorr.  thy  cheek  ; 

Straight  o'er  the  Atlantic  furge,  with  anxious  haflcj 

Seek  out  thy  penfive  daughter  ;•»— once  as  dear 

And  clofely  twining  round  thy  milky  breaft, 

A?  was  Augufta's  felf, — Yet  now  eftrang'd-^ 

Unhappily  eftrang'd  !  O  by  the  hand 

Take  the  fair  mourner ;  from  her  tearful  eye 

Wipe  the  dim  cloud  of  forrow  ; — to  the  throne 

Prefent  her  reconciling. — 'Tis  a  boon, 

Moft  glorious  boon,  that  too  our  latcft  fons 

Will  render  thy  foft  influence  doubly  dear. 

Look  back,  unmov'd  by  prejudice,  look  back 

To  memory's  mirrour.  PilSlur'd  there  we  fee 

The  happy  times  of  concord ;  when  the  arm 

Of  manufadlure  ply'd  the  bufy  taflc 

In  various  employment  .—through  the  eye 

Beam'd  cheerfulnefs,  while  all  around  her  fong 

Glad  induftry  pour'd  forth  from  plenty's  horn 

Abundant  wealth  :  hence  to  the  crowded  por^ 
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Pafs,  thought,  and  mark  the  ants  of  commerce  (lore 
The  fpacious  hold;   iijjht  ran  the  toilfonrj  day, 
Chccr'd  by  the  hopi;  ot  the  hoiK-ft  rccompcncc. 
The  bark  \!nmoor'd,fce  how  the  icltivc  crew 
Urg'd  on  her  fpecdy  couifc  ;  not  fnd  to  quit 
Thtir  native  foil,  for  in  thofe  hapjiicr  days, 
America  was  home.     There  on  the  ihorc 
Stood  exptfftation,  friendly  by  her  fide 
ijmird  hofpitahty,  v.  iiii  open  breafl, 
Pkas'd  to  receive  the  fca-beat  traveller: 
-Cherilh'd,  enrich'd  that  traveller  return'd 
Bleninr:  his  double  country. —  J'hcfe  thy  fwcats, 
I'raternal  intercourle  !  But  ah  I  how  chang'd, 
How  fadly  chang'd  is  now  the  prcfcnt  fcene, 
Pregnant  with  future  griefs  !  In  fallen  ftatc 
l^cncath  the  gloomy  roofs  dull  filence  reigns, 
Which  cril  in  better  times,  refoundcd  tjaick 
With  ftrokes  of  adive  bufinefs:  at  the  forge, 
ExtintSt,  in  pcnQvc  poverty  the  fniith 
Dtfponding  leans,  incapable  to  earn 
The  morrow's  raorfel,  ^\h;lc  with  craving  eye 
l/ook  up  the  wife  and  child,  but  lock  m  vain, 
'Faint  with  defpair. — O'er  the  defcrted  loom 
The  fplder  forms  her  web,  poor  evidence 
Of  human  Hoth  or  want. — Fair,  would  the  mufc 
tjupprefs  the  mournful  truth ;  yet  forc'd  to  tell. 
She  weeps  while  Ihe  relates — Hovv'  are  they  fall'n. 
The  ions  of  labour,  from  their  profp'rous  fiatc 
Degraded!   How,  alas  !  the  crowded  jail 
Swarms  with  inhabitants,  that  once  had  hope 
Of  fairer  evenings  to  their  toilfome  morn! 
rijl'd  is  each  ceil  of  forrov/  and  cf  pain 
With  daily  victims  :— debtors  part,  entoinb'd 
While  living,  and  condemn'd  to  linger  on 
To  life's  lafl  ebb,  unpiry'd,  tirireiiev'd : 
Part  felons,  fbamp'd  the  foes  of  focial  life 
By  penury's  rough  hand,  and  driven  to  roam 
The  fpoilcrs  of  the  wealthy  • — To  L.lflrefs 
Abandon'd,  fcarce  the  ruin'd  mind  perceives 
Its  own  peculiar  forrows;  but  finks  down 
1'he  creditor's  lix'd  prey — or  to  the  law 
aubmits  the  needful  lacr'ficc. — Sad  fate        [boaft, 
Of  thofe  whom    llcav'n  dcfign'd  their  country's 
The  artizans  of  Ikill. — Nor  on  the  hanks 
Of  venerable  Themes  does  woe  prefide 
Lefs  perilous  ; — Thames,  the  prolific  fire 
Of  Britain's  weakh  :  along  bi.^  winding  fhorcs, 
Unoccupy'd,  moor'd  to  deilrudl've  lloth, 
Whole  fleets  lie  petifhing,  a  foreft,  true, 
But  ftill  a  blafted  foreft:  gloomy  ftalks 
The  unfhipp'd  mariner,  and  meditates 
On  foreign  fervice.— Shoi'M  fonie  child  of  hope, 
l.,ur'd  bythe  pleafin::^  relrofpeft  once  more 
.Spread  his  bread  fail  acrofs  the  well-known  fea  ; 
Should  he,  amidll  the  v/onders  of  the  deep, 
("live  way  to  fancy's  dream,  and  fondly  truft 
'£0  meet'hjs  wonted  greeting;  how  recoils 
'J'he  vifionary  vovagcl — Not  on  tlie  beach 
Sit  waitingrlove  and  amity  to  grafp 
His  h^ind,  ;aid  lead  him  to  their  open  bow-er. 
No  thrcJngirg  crowds  his  proffer'd  mart  attend 
With  various  traflic  : — fled — affrighted — fled, 
Are  all  the  little  deities,  that  once 
Kind,  o'er  the  focial  and  commercial  board    fpear 
Hung  hovering  :   in  thtir  room,  fad  change  !  ap- 
Stern  refolution.  ftoic  ftubbornnefs, 
And  independence  ; — in  his  hand  each  holds 
His  weapon,  jealous  of  the  pafliDg  breeze, 


And  deaf  to  ancient  friendfhip.— In  thispaufe, 
I'his  fulemn  paufe,  that  halt!>  'tween  peace  aa 

war. 
O  fly,  bleft  fpirit,  in  the  royal  ear 
Whifper  furgivenel's — 'midil  the  high  beheft* 
Of  jultice,  iet  our  ever-gracious  lire 
Forget  not  mercy  ;~'tis  the  brighteft  gem 
That  decks  the  monarch's  crown  :  nor  thou,  grc 

George, 
Difdain  the  mufe's  prayer  ;  moft  loyal  Ihe 
In  mild  fubjedlion  down  the  tide  of  life. 
Steer  her  ligbt  ikiiT. — Urg'd  by  the  plaintive  ci 
Of  meek  humanity.  O  '.   pardon,  now 
If  waim  ilie  pleads  her  caufc. — Tlie  lavage  racej 
That  prowl  tiie  defert,  or  that  range  the  wood, | 
Are  won  to  tamenefs  by  the  attenave  care 
Of  the  kind  gentle  keeper. — Shame  not  man. 
Nor  fay  his  heart's  more  fell. — ' Tis  eafier  far 
To  footh  by  tenderneis,  than  awe  by  p.av'r. 
Ouit  then  the  bloody  purpofe,  nor  ptrlift 
'lo  conquer,  when  the  ticid  is  fairer  gain'd 
By  reconciling. — To  the  ungrateful  toil 
1  Commidion'J,  Huiddering  beats  the  i'oldier's  heat| 
Not  lo,  when  from  the  plough  in  eager  halte, 
Rou?'d  by  the  call  to  arms,  the  Ihouting  bands 
Rulh'd  emulous,  reluctant  none,  nor  heid 
By  loves  or  home  , — each  burning  to  fupply 
The  walte  of  war,  and  anxious  to  advance 
The  common  glory. — Spiritlefs  now  and  fad 
Embark  the  dettin'd  trooj;s:  the  veteran  brave,  j 
That  dauntlels  bore  the  variegated  woes 
Of  lonifprotracled  war  : — the  vetcian  brave. 
That  uon  on  many  a  plain  the  bloody  palm 
Of  vielory,  araidll  the  dying  groans 
Ot  flaaglitcr'd  thoufands  innily  undifmay'd, 
Now  hangs  in  tender  tiiought  h;s  honelt  front, 
.\verfe  to  flay  his  brother: — at  the  word, 
(.\wful,  yet  I'acred  to  his  patient  ear) 
He  lifts  indeed  the  fteel,  while  down  his  cheek 
The  big   drop   flows,    nor  more   lie  dreads  the 

wound 
That  bores  his  vitals,  than  the  ftroke  he  give?. 
Say,  tI-,erefore,  "  Sword,  be   flieath'd," — fair  in 

the  (ky 
Nowcloiulv,  then  the  dawn  of  joy  will  fpread 
Its  warm  reviving  ruy — and  every  e\e 
That's  mifty  now  with  I'orrow,  will  grow  bright, 
And  fmile  away  its  tears  :   the  funny  beam 
Of  mild  returning  confidence  will  cheer 
The  kindred  countries : — Commerce,  on  her  conch 
Now  drooping  wounded,  then  will  rear  her  head, 
C'harm'd  into  health  , — and  from  her  various  ftoie 
W  ill  cull  the  fweetelt  flowers,  and  form  a  wreath 
'i'o  crowu  the  temples  of  her  patriot  king. 

ESSAY 

ON  THE  CONTRARIETIES  OF  PUBLIC  VIRTUr. 

Society,  like  thong  of  leather. 
Fall  bir.ds  in  clulters  men  together  j 
And  though  it  cannot  be  forgotten, 
That  fome  are  ripe,  and  fome  are  rotten, 
Yet  let  it  ftill  be  underftood, 
They  all  promote  the  general  good. 
For  this  the  patriot's  fire  arifes, 
Tliat  glows ^t  every  Irjing  crifis 
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With  each  inferior  ftilfe  and  ftir  too, 
Whence  fpring  they  ?  but  from  public  virtue. 
Thougn  ditfercnt  plans  hke  Itreams,  'tis  true, 
By  different  rills  their  courfe  parl'ue; 
Though  oft  they  feem,  to  mortals  blind, 
Repugnant  to  the  end  defign'd, 
Appearing,  as  by  error  led. 
To  flow  through  many  a  mazy  bed  ; 
Yet  ftill  at  length  we  fee  them  glide, 
Meand'ring  to  the  common  tide. 

Smile  on,  ye  grave,  in  deep  dcrifion, 
J  flinnk  not  from  my  pvopofition, 
But  ftill  aver  all  Britons  merit 
The  pr;:ife  of  patriotic  fpirit ; 
As  far  as  e'er  their  power  can  reach, 
From  N —  defcerding  down  to  Ketch. 
That  ftatefmen  guard  the  public  weal. 
We  all  mull  own,  for  all  mull  feel : 
'Tis  their's  to  watch  with  ardour  keen. 
And  careful  drive  the  grand  machine ; 
To  charm  the  palVengers  from  fretting. 
And  keep  the  whole  from  overfetting. 
But  ftill  inferior  hands  may  bring 
Some  little  help, — may  oil  a  fpnng, — 
May  point, — "  There,  round  that  corner  turn  ye," 
And  wifh  the  folks  a  pleafant  journey. 

All  have  their  ufe,  their's  nothing  plainer, 
From  this  each  traveller's  a  gainer  ; 
And,  though  the  merits  be  but  few, 
Let's  give  to  ev'ry  imp  his  due. 
This  focial  tire  though  all  poffefs. 
In  fome  there's  nothing  blazes  lefs ; 
So  many  a  dole  attempt  is  made, 
O'er  the  bright  flame  to  hold  a  fhade, 
To  keep  their  worth  from  being  known, 
While  conlcience  hugs  itfelf  alone : 
As  fome  of  alms  will  never  boaft. 
And  look  lealt  plcas'd  when  giving  moft. 

But  cynics,  fpare  the  odd  behaviour. 
If  well  you  walk,  ne'er  blame  the  pavior. 
Should  you,  when  wand'ring  in  the  night, 
Some  fcoundrel  urge  to  let  you  right. 
l>]ow,  though  he  blafts  you  with  a  curfe, 
You'll  take  the  better  for  the  worfe, 
Nor  think  the  greeting  ill  beftow'd, 
If  while  he  damns,  he  Ihows  the  road  ; 
But  ftraight  jog  home,  no  more  affrighted. 
Than  if  an  honeft  watchman  lighted. 

Learn  then  the  belt  to  cull  from  evil, 
As  faints  take  v.  anung  'oy  the  devil. 
And, — if  the  mule,  whofe  judgment  nice  is, 
Shows  public  good  in  private  vices. 
The  hoHell  tongue  mult  ceafe  to  iiir. 
But  inftant  own  without  demur. 
While  modeft  matrons  ftart  at  Drury, 
The  thief's  as  ufeful  as  the  jury, 
Since  both  the  mind  ftrong  truths  imprefson. 
And  teach  the  world  an  awful  leffon. 
•    Our  various  patriots  then  revere, 
Their  hearts  are  found,  though  manners  queer : 
Though  fome  to  outward  viflon  feem 
To  fport  in  frenzy's  antic  dream. 
The  aims  of  each  laborious  elf  are, 
Intended  for  the  public  welfare. 
This  glorious  end  alone  purfuing. 
They,  bold  like  Curtius  laugh  at  ruin  ; 
For  this,  if  we  their  fchemes  unravel. 
They  drink,  whgre,  mortg^^^r  game,  and  travel 


Knthufiaft  in  the  paths  of  fcicnce. 
Banks  bade  the  ftormy  waves  deliance  ; 
Fair  nature's  volume  to  explore. 
He  •  fought  with  feas  unfail'd  before. 
And  earn'd,  by  Argonautic  toil, 
Frelh  honours  for  his  native  foil : 
Him  wifdom  lov'd,  thus  worthy  found. 
And  Britain  hail'd  him  as  fhe  crown'd. 

But  fay — "  Can  one  advent'rers  claina 
"  Exhau'ft  the  trumpet's  voice  of  fame  ? 
"  No  garland  has  my  country  now, 
"  To  bind  another  pilgrim's  brow? 
"  Be  mine  the  merit," — Florio  cries. 
And  crol's  the  Channel  gaily  flies; 
Through  thick  and  thin,  drives  mad  and  giddy  gn, 
Now  here,  now  there,  now  in  meridian, 
(Unlefs,  perchance,  when  Louis  fail), 
A  meteor — with  a  fiery  tail. 
Think  you  his  aim  in  each  manoeuvre, 
Is  but  tofcare  tb'  altonifli'd  Louvre? 
Ah  no  1 — in  all  the  diflipation 
He  loves  the  int'refl  of  his  nation, 
And,  mindful  of  the  patriot  rule. 
For  our  inftruclion — plays  the  fool. 

Connubial  faith, — th'  unbroken  vow,— = 
How  bleft  1  Who  dares  to  difallow  ? 
Lothario  ftrong  in  this  agrees, 
And — urges  every  wife  he  fees; 
Sure — if  the  attack  Ihould  fail  upon  her. 
The  fex  is  happy  in  her  honour, — 
And, — if  his  Itratagems  furpril'e  her, 
Her  tall  may  make  th'  unfteady  wifer. 
The  hufband  from  his  doze  may  ftart. 
And,  though  he  longdifdain'd  her  heart. 
May  look  the  thief  with  vifage  fierce  on. 
Who  dar'd  defile  the  (lij^hted  perfon. 
"  Draw — draw  to  fet  the  matter  right,"— 
But  is  Lothario  wrong  to  fight  ? 
No, — public  virtue  fwells  his  veins, 
Whoever  falls, — his  country  gains : 
This  none  can  doubt,  your  feelings  alk  all ; 
For  'tis  a  gain  to  lofe  a  rafcal. 

When  trade  unclo^g'd  can  turn  its  wheels^ 
The  influence  kind  the  kingdom  feels; 
Each  hand,  in  tit  degree  and  meafure, 
Contributes  to  the  public  treafure. 
Thefe  truths  Northumberland  convince, 
Who  lives  in  juft  magnificence. 
And, — while  his  bounty  wide  diftils. 
For  England's  welfare — pays  his  bills. 

But  difterent  notions  Cotta  ftrike. 
For  why  fliauld  patriots  judge  alike? 
It  fliocks  his  greatnefs  to  defcribe 
How  peafants  gall  the  courtier's  kibe, 
An  upftart  race,  that  no  one  knows. 
Who  yet  have  fuUy  to  fuppofe. 
That  ho.neft  wealth  is  better  far 
Than  guilt  and  want  beneath  a  ftar. 
"  Let  every  man  preferve  his  ftation : 
"  What's  rule  without  fubordination  i"'^ 
Till  wiler  heads  confefs  the  flaw. 
And  plan  a  fumptuary  law. 
Impatient  fome  redrefs  to  get, 
See  Cotta  plunges  into  debtj 


"  With  fuch  mad  feas  the  daring  Gamafought." 

ThomfufW 
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(From  bailiffs  fafe) — and  much  commends 

This  praiflice  to  his  hungry  friends; 

So  war  is  wag'd  with  every  trader. 

Dear  honour  !  left  the  rogues  degrade  her  : 

And  what  contrivance  is  more  fure 

To  humble, — than  to  keep  them  poor  ? 

When  in  contention  Hiarp  of  old. 
As  legendary  rules  unfold, 
Two  •  rival  dciries  delign'd 
Their  choiceft  prefents  to  mankind, 
With  envy  kindiing, — warm  enforcer  I 
This  gave  an  olive,  that  a  conrfer. 

Thus  Ibme, — as  other  plans  have  mift  'cm 
Revere  the  vegetable  fyftem, 
And  think  their  virtue  grounded  fure 
In  growth  of  timber,  and — manure. 
H.'iice  up  the  flope  plantations  fpread. 
And  crown  the  hill's  once  ilreary  head  • 
jHcnie,  downward  as  the  vale  defcends, 
Tiie  harveft  ocean  wide  extends; 
Glad  Br:i.ti:i — how  theie  profpeifls  charm  her  I 
Her  me.klf  decks  the  patriot  Lirmer, 
Who  cou.its  his  ftock, — and  hopes  he's  (hown, 
His  country's  riches  in  his  own. 
Not  fo  the  'fquire  of  boift'rous  fpirit. 
Who,  ftudious  of  equeftrian  merit, 
To  thrifty  care  makes  no  pretences. 
But  fcoiirs  the  fields,  and  breaks  the  fences. 
Vain  may  the  tenant  urge  his  fpeeches, 
New  till  the  foil,  and  mend  the  breaches, 
Yet  no  reftraint  his  landlord  clogs; — 
Devoted  as  a  prey  to  dogs, 
He  hates  ignoble  frugal  ways, 
And — wild  in  the  career  of  praife. 
Cries,  as  he  f|;urs  his  foaming  fteed  ; 
*'  To  me  Old  England  owes  the  breed." 

Do  various  lodds  the  nation  prefs? 
'Tis  noble  fure  to  make  them  lefs : 
This  Vigil  does,  and  laboars  hard 
To  cog  the  die,  or  p.ilm.  the  card : 
Profufe  in  packs,  as  round  they  lie. 

He  often  turns  th'  applauding  eye ; 

And, — though  he  cheats,  thinks  nothing  of  it, 
Since  his  dear  country  fliares  the  protit. 
Keen  cenfure  then  her  frown  relaxes. 
Without  coniumption  what  are  taxes? 

Taxes!   But  "  why,"  Therfites  growls, 
"  r^uft  every  bird  be  ftripp'd  by  owls  ? 
"  Shall  two  or  three,  in  pampcr'd  eafe. 

Lay  contributions  as  they  pleafe, 
"  While  all  the  reft,  in  flation  humble, 
"  Tame  bear  the  lofs,— nor  dare  to  grumble  ?" 
Peace  inarler, — Know,  with  fteady  foul 
The  patriot  can  applaud  the  whole  ; 
And  juftly  crowns  with  equal  praife 
The  man  who  levies,  and  who  pays. 

'Tis  true  the  doiflor  of  finances 
By  noftrums  oft  his  fund  enhances : 
But  then  his  (kill  in  phyfic's  great. 
He  knows  the  ailments  of  the  ftate. 
Intent,  as  fuits  the  fad  dilafter. 
To  cup,  prick,  purge,  or  fpread  a  plafter. 
A  plethora's  now  the  cafe,  there's  needing 
Strici  regimen,  and  copious  bleeding. 

*  Miner-va  and  Nfptur?e. 
t  Medals  given  by  the  Society  for  the  encou- 
racing  Arts  and  Sciences. 


THE   WORKS   OF  PENROSE. 


He  therefore  ads  the  fubje(?l  beft. 
Who  (corns  the  order  to  conteft; 
But  clapv  a  calm  contented  face  on. 
And  yields  the  moft  to  fill  the  bafon. 

To  give  his  part,  through  various  ftagci 
The  manufacflurer  engages ; 
And  thinks  there's  merit  at  his  door, 
Whofe  bufinefs  feeds  the  lab'ring  poor. 
While  to  the  keen  excifeman*i  eyes 
Accumulating  duties  rife. 

"  Curfe  on  the  drudge's  dirty  toil,'*^ 
Exclaims  my  haughty  lord  of  foil, 
(  Though  oft  his  title-deeds  may  reft 
Safe  in  the  us'rers  iron  chell)  j 
"  Unpaid  let  other  calls  remain, 

I'll  ftill  uphold  my  menial  train; 
"  Economy  '. — 'tis  bafe  to  court  her, 
"  Each  *  footman  it  a  ftate  fupporter, 
"  To  baulk  the  caufe  a  coward's  fin  is' 
"  ril  bravely  pay  the  hundred  guineas." 

Deep  Bibo  foaks,  and  boalh  the  reafon, 
"   Wine's  the  beft  antidote  to  treafon, 
"  Our  bumpers  large  revenues  bring, 
"  I  drink  my  claret  for  my  king," 
Yet  ftill  his  zeal  by  far  furpaffes' 
Who  empties  firft,  then  breaks  the  glaflesf. 

How  Fungus  glows  with  patriot  pride  ; 
While  credit  pours  an  even  tide  ! 
Thus  buoy'd  along,  through  fairy  fcenes. 
He  clubs  his  lliare  to  ways  and  means ; 
At  length  the  dun's  incellant  clamour 
Dooms  every  chattel  to  the  hammer; 
Still  there's  decorum  in  his  fall. 
Since  now  the  \  auctlion  clol.es  all. 

Smile,  Walpole's  ghoft,  untaught  to  feigr>, 
For  private  folly's  public  gain  : 
And  bid  old  Cecil  fmooth  his  brow, — 
If  England  thrives, — no  matter  how. 

Vefpafian  thus,  the  bee  of  money. 
From  every  weed  could  gather  honey: 
Though  fqueamifli  Titus  leer'd  and  laugh'd. 
The  wifer  father  bleft  the  craft. 
And,  when  his  bags  the  cafli  was  fure  in. 
Ne'er  thought  the  tribute  fmelt  of  urine. 

THE  JUSTICE: 

A  CANTATA. 
RECITATIVE. 

Compos'd,  the  juftice  fat  in  eafy  ftate, 

A  crowd  affembling,  thunder'd  at  the  gate  : 

The  porter,  to  his  poit  acculiom'd  long, 

Firft  alk'd  the  caufe,  then  introduced  the  throng: 

'Midll  thefe,  a  fire  tnrag'd,  two  culprits  brought. 

Her  fwelling  waift   proclaim'd  the  dwrnfel's  fault; 

The  young  feduccr  look'd  abafli'd  and  pale. 

While  thus  the  father  urg'd  his  angry  tale : 

SONG- 

See  that  wretch,  bafe  ends  purfuing. 
Low  has  brought  my  child  to  fliamc— 

See  in  her  my  honour's  ruin. 

Death  of  honour,  death  of  fame  I 

Well  to  match  her  ripening  beauty 
Oft  I've  form 'd  the  fondelt  fchcmes; 

*  Nevj  tax  onfcrvants. 
\  Aew  tax  on  glafs  'wares, 
\  Ditto  on  aiiiiions. 
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iiut  this  fall,  this  breach  of  duty, 

i  Turns  my  hopes  to  idle  dreams.—    > 

burfe  the  traitor's  late  repenting — 
j    Verigeance,  vengeance  I  demand— 
Lvar  recruits  is  ever  wanting — 
Let  him  die  on  foreign  land. 

RECITATIVE. 

ie  paus'd — for  rage  his  fault'ring  voice  oppreft- 
rhe  magillrate  the  trembling  youth  addreft, 
iifpell'd  his  terrors  with  a  rifing  fmile— 
KnA  thus  the  youth  began  in  artlefs  ftyle  : 

SONG. 

If  the  laws  I  have  offended, 
I   Here  for  pardon  let  me  fue  : 
iTwas  a  crime  I  ne'er  intended, 
I    Love's  the  only  crime'I  knew. 

Love  I  plead  (be  this  prevailing), 
t   Love  early  youth  begun  ; — 
;kVe  had  never  known  this  failing, 
I   Had  yon  tyrant  made  us  one. 

bn  our  knees  we  oft  have  pray'd  him. 

Oft  have  own'd  our  mutual  flame  : 
Wretched,  therefore,  if  we've  made  him. 

On  himfelf  muft  reft  the  blame. 

RECITATIVE. 

He  fpoke,  and  on  his  partner  turn'd  his  eye, 
Who  deep  encrimfon'd  made  thisfliort  reply: 

AIR. 

jGracious  Sir,  this  faithful  youth 
Well  has  fpoke  the  voice  of  truth, 

.Kind  difpenfer  of  the  laws, 
Show  companion  to  sur  caufe — 
Hear  me  on  my  bended  knee- 
Spare  his  life,  and  pity  me. 

RECITATIVE- 

'he  judge  not  long  in  ufelcfs  filence  fate, 
But  inftant  rofe,  and  thus  announc'd  their  fate  : 

AIR. 
IRelentlefs  parent,  fince  to  me 
lis  now  refcrr'd  the  laft  decree, 
[Mark  and  obferve  my  juft  command, — 
lldoom  him  not  to  foreign  land, 
'But  to  a  fentence  mild  and  kind— 
iBe  both  at  Hymen's  altar  join'd  ; 
And  may  their  paifion  ne'er  decay, 
Till  ebbing  life  fliall  fink  away. 

RECITATIVE. 

The  lift'ning  crowd  the  fair  award  approv'd. 
The  youth  they  favour'd,  and  the  maid  they  lov'd. 
While  thanks  and  praifes  did   their  thanks  em- 
ploy. 
They  thus  in  chorus  teftified  their  joy. 

CHORUS. 

I  Happy  pair,  who  thus  have  found 

Friendfliip,  when  you  fear'd  a  foe  ! 
While  the  year  revolves  around. 
May  your  blifs  revolving  flow  I 

Parents,  to  your  children's^pleafurc. 
Be  your  dole  attention  paid  ; 


Nor  for  titles,  pomp,  or  trcai\ire, 
Cut  the  knot  that  love  has  made. 

And  to  thee,  thou  judge  of  peace. 

Our  beft  gratitude  is  due  ; 
May  each  couple  love  like  thefe- 

Ivlay  each  juftice  a(5t  like  you  ! 

THE  HERMIT'S  VISION.'' 

Mildly  beam'd  the  queen  of  night. 
Sailing  through  the  gay  ferene  : 

Silver'd  by  her  modeft  light. 

But  faintly  flione  the  folitary  fcene, 
With   deep'niiig   fhadows   mixt,    and    glitt'ring 
breaks  between. 

High  on  a  cliffy  fteep  o'erfpread 
With  many  an  oak,  whofe  ancient  head 
Did  in  its  neighbour's  top  itfelf  inwreath. 
And  caft  an  umbered  gloom  and  folemn  awe  be- 
neath. 

High  on  a  cliffy  fteep  a  hermit  fat. 
Weighing  on  his  weaned  mind 
The  various  turns  of  mortal  fate. 
The  various  woes  of  human  kind  ; 
Meek  pity's  pearl  oft  ftarted  in  his  eye. 
And  many  a  prayer  he  pour'd,  and  heav'd  a  fre.- 
quent  figh. 

Silent  was  all  aronnd. 
Save  when  the  fwelling  breeze 
Convey'd  the  half-expiring  found 
Of  diftant  waterfalls,  and  gently-waving  trees. 

No  tinkling  folds,  no  curfew's  parting  knell 
Struck  the  fequeller'd  anchoret's  ear ; 
Remote  from  men  he  fcoop'd  his  narrow  cell. 
For  much  he  had  endur'd,  no  more  he  look'd  t» 
fear. 

But  ftill,  the  world's  dark  tempefts  paft. 
What  though  his  Ikiff  was  drawn  to  (here. 
And  flielter'd  in  retirement  fatt. 
Yet  oft  his  voyage  he'd  ponder  o'er  ; 
Oft  in  refledtion  life's  rough  ocean  view. 
How  mount  the  ftormy  waves,how  hard  to  ftruggl* 
through  ! 

Before  his  fage  revolving  eyes 
Various  phantoms  feem'd  to  rife. 
Now  retreat,  and  now  advance. 
And  mazy  twine  the  myftic  dance, 

Joy  led  the  van,  in  rapture  wild, 
Thoughtlefs  of  the  diftant  day  ; 
Sweet  complacence,  angel  mild. 
Hied  from  the  frantic  pageant  far  away; 
For  fhe  was  wifdom's  favour'd  child, 
In  revelry  untaught  to  ftray. 

Joy  led  the  van — her  painted  veft. 
Flowing  to  th'  obfequious  wind, 

Hope  had  feiz'd,  with  flutt'ring  bread. 
And  eager  tripp'd  behind. 

Gay  fhe  ftepp'd,  till  bufy  fear 
Whifper'd  in  her  ftartled  ear 
"  How  many  a  cup  is  daOi'd  with  gall^ 
"  How  many  an  evil  may  befal !" 
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Aghaft  awhile  fiie  heard  the  ruthful  for.g, 
Thea  falter  feiz'd  the  robe,  and  ha(tier  danc'd 
along. 

Clofe  love  follow'd  in  the  train, 
Love,  the  queen  of  plealing  pain  : 
Placid  now  in  dear  delight, 
Madd'ning  now  in  dee ij  aftright, 
And  prying  keen  with  jaundic'd  eye, 
Pierc'd  by  tiie  Iting  of  hell-born  jealoiily. 

' Twixt  pride  and  lull  of  grandeur  led, 
Next  ambition  rear'd  her  head, 
By  phreuzy  nrg'd  o'er  every  bar  to  rife, 

And  leize  the  vifionary  prize  : 
Wild  as  fhe  rufli'd,lbe  fcorn'd  to  mark  the  ground, 
Yet  many  a  flip  fhe  made,    aud   many   a  fail  (lie 
found. 

Pale  as  the  waning  moon. 
With  tear-ftain'd  cheek  and  ftupid  gaze, 

Withering  before  life's  I'unny  noon, 
Griet  crepe  along  in  fad  amaze. 
By  many  a  ftroke  tokeenelt  mis'ry  brought, 
Now  in  a   fliower  diflblv'd,  now  loft  in  inward 
thought. 

As  the  rous'd  tiger  gaunt  and  fell 
Kmdles  into  cruel  rage, 
With  flalliingglare,  and  murd'rous  yell — 
Thus  anger  paft  th'  ideal  llage, 
I'oo  fierce  for  wounds  or  groans  to  feel, 
Onward  flic  fprung,  and  Ibook  the  bloody  iteel. 

While  far  behind,v\-ithfilent  pace  and  flow, 

Malice  was  content  to  go. 

Patient  the  difl:ant  hour  to  wait, 
And  hide  with  courteous  fmiie6  the  blackeft  hate. 

Secret  lung  her  wrath  Ihe'd  keep, 
'Till  time  difarm'd  the  foe,  then  drove  her  poniard 

deep. 

To  malice  link'd,  as  near  allied, 
Envy  march'd  with  baneful  lour; 
Detracftion  halted  by  her  flde. 
Upheld  by  falfehood's  feeble  power.— 
*•  No  more  ! — no  more  !"  the  holy  feer  exclaim'd, 
"  Paflions  wild,  unbroke,  untam'd, 
"  Muft  fure  the  human  heart  o'erthrow, 
"  And  plunge  in  all  the  energy  of  wee. 

"  Grant  then  the  boon,  all-gracious  heav'n, 
"  Let  reafon  ever  take  the  helm  ; 

Lelt,  by  unheeded  whirlwinds  driv'n. 
The  pinnace  frail  fomt  gutt  may  overwhelm  ! 

"  Hanj  out  the  friendly  lamp,  that  clear 
''  From  error's  peril  Hie  may  fately  tteer ; 
*  Till  death  ihall  bid  eacli  trial  re;ife, 
"  And  moor  the  fliatter'd  bark  in  peace  1" 

THE  FIELD  QF  BATTLE. 

Faiktly  braj'd  the  battle's  roar 

Liltant  dcwn  the  hollow  wind; 
Pan  ling  terroi  fled  bet'ore. 

Wound?  and  death  were  left  behind. 

The  .war-fiend  rurs'd  the  funken  day, 
That  chcck'd  his  fierce  purfuit  too  foon; 


While,  fcArcely  iightmg  to  the  prey, 
Low  hung,  and  lour'd  the  bloody  moon. 

The  field,  fo  late  the  hero's  pride, 

W'as  now  with  various  carnage  fpread; 

A.nd  floated  with  a  crimfon  tide. 

That  drench'd  the  dying  and  the  dead. 

O'er  the  fad  fcene  of  dreariefl  view, 

A^baiidon'd  all  to  horrors  wild. 
With  frantic  fl;cp  Maria  flew, 

Maria,  forrow's  early  child  ; 

By  duty  led,  for  every  vein 

Was  warm'd  by  Hymen's  piireft  flame; 
With  Edgar  o'er  the  wint'ry  main 

She,  lovely,  faithful,  w-anderer,  came. 

For  well  flie  thought,  a  friend  fo  dear 
In  daikefl  hour^  might  joy  impart  ; 

Her  warrior,  faint  with  toil,  might  cheer. 
Or  footh  her  bleeding  warrior's  fmart. 

Though  look'd  for  long — in  chill  affright^ 
(The  torrent  burfting  from  her  eye) 

She  heard  the  flgnal  for  the  fight- 
While  her  foul  trembled  in  a  figh — 

She  heard,  and  chfp'd  him  to  her  breafl-. 
Yet  fcarce  could  urge  th'  inglorious  flay; 

His  maniy  heart  the  charm  confefi-— 

Then  broke  the  charm,— and  rufli'd  away. 

Too  foon  in  few — but  deadly  words. 
Some  flying  Itraggler  bre:ith'd  to  tell. 

That  in  the  foremoil:  ftrife  of'  Avor^-Is 
I  he  young,  the  gallanc  Edgar  fell. 

She  preft  to  htar — Hie  caught  the  tale — 
At  every  ibund  her  blood  congeal'd;— 

With  terror  boid— with  terror  pale, 
Slie  fprung  to  fearch  the  fatal  field. 

O'tr  the  fad  fceiie  in  dire  amaze 

She  \\'ei)t— with  cour-ige  not  her  own- 
On  many  a  cor|  fe  ihe  caft  her  gaze— 
And  tuiii'd  her  ear  to  many  a  groan. 

Drear  ;ii;guifli  urged  her  to  prel's 

full  Ti-iuy  a  iiand,  as  wild  ihe  niourn'd  ;-— 
— Of  Comfort  glad,  the  drear  carefs 

Ihe  damj),  chill,  dying  hand  return'd. 

Her  gliaftly  hope  was  well  nigh  fled — 
When  late  pale  Edgar's  tbrm  (he  found, 

Half-bury'd  with  the  hoftilc  dead. 
And  bor'd  with  many  a  grifly  wound. 

She  knew— flie  funk— the  night-bird  fcream'd, 
—  The  moon  withdrew  her  troubled  light. 

And  left  the  fair, — though  fall'n  ihe  feem'd — 
To  worle  than  death — and  deepcft  ni^ht. 

MORTALITY. 

'TwAS  the  deep  groan  of  death 

That  (truck  th'  aflVighted  ear  1 
The  momentary  breeze, — the  vital  breath 
Expiring  lunk  1 — Let  friendlhipS  holy  tear-.-- 

Embalm  her  dead,  as  low  he  lies. — 
To  v/eep  another's  fate,  oft  teaches  lo  be  wiftji' 
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Wlfdom!  fet  the  portal  wide, — 
Call  the  young,  and  call  the  vain, 
:  i:thcr  lure  prefum'ng  pride, 
VV  ith  hope  niifti  ulllei's  at  her  fide, 
And  wealth,  that  chanee  defies,  and  greedy  thirft 
of  gain. 

Call  the  group,  and  fix  the  eye, — 
Shoi-'  how  awful 'tis  to  die. —  _^ 

fc!)0\v  the  portrait  in  the  dull  :— 
Youth  may  frown — the  picture's  juft, — 
And  though  each  nerve  refifls— yet  yield  at  length 
they  rauft. 

Where's  the  vlfage,  that  awhile 
Glow'd  with  glee  and  rofy  fmile  ? 
Trace  the  corpfe, — the  likenefsfeek — 

No  likenefs  will  you  own. 
Pale's  the  once  fecial  cheek, 
And  wither'd  round  the  ghaflly  bone. 

Where  are  the  beamy  orbs  of  fight. 

The  windows  of  the  foul  ? 
No  more  with  vivid  ray  tb^ey  roll — 

Their  funs  are  fet  m  night. 

Where's  the  heart,  whofe  vital  power 
Beat  with  honeft  rapture  high, — 

That  joy'd  in  many  a  friendly  hour. 
And  gave  to  mis'ry  many  a  figh  ? — 

Froze  to  a  flone '. — And  froze  the  hand 
Whofe  grafp  affedlion  warm  convey' d ; 

Whefe  bounty  fed  the  fuppliant  band. 
And  nourifh'd  want  with  timely  aid. 

Ah !  what  remains  to  bring  relief, — 
To  filence  agonizing  grief, — 
To  Iboth  the  breaft  in  tempeft  tofi, 
That  thrilling  wails  in  vain  the  dear  companion 
loft? 
'Tis  the  departed  worth,  though  fure 
To  gafh  the  wound,  yet  works  the  cure  : — 
'Tis  merit's  gift  alone  to  bloom 
O'er  the  dread  horrors  of  the  tomb  ; 
To  dry  the  mourner's  pious  llream, 
And  foften  forrow  to  cftecm. 

Does  ambition  toil  to  raife 

Trophies  to  immortal  praife  ? 

Trufl  not,  though  flrong  her  pafTions  burn, 

Truft  not  the  marble's  flattering  flyle, 

— Though  art's  heft  fkill  engrave  the  urn — 

:  Time's  cank'ring  tooth  (hall  fret  the  pile. — 

'  FRIENDSHIP. 

Distill'd  amLdft  the  gloom  of  night, 
!       Dark  hangs  the  dew-drop  on  the  thorn; 
i  Till,  notic'd  by  approaching  light, 
'       It  glitters  in  the  fmile  of  morn. 

1  Morn  foon  retires,  her  feeble  pow'r 
I       The  fun  outbeams  with  genial  day, 

!  And  gently,  in  benignant  hour, 
[       Exhales  the  liquid  pearl  away. 

I  Thus  on  afflidlion's  fable  bed 

I  Deep  forrows  rife  of  faddefl  hue ; 

I  Condcnfiag  round  the  mourner's  head, 

I  They  bathe  the  cheek  with  chilly  dew. 


Though  pity  (hows  her  dawn  from  heaven, 
When  kind  fhe  points  affiftance  near; 

To  friendfhip'sfun  alone  'tis  given  .. 

To  footh  and  dry  the  mourner's  tear. 

THE  CURATE. 

A  FRAGMENT. 

O'er  the  pale  embers  of  a  dying  fire, 
His  little  lampe  fed  with  but  little  oile. 

The  curatr-  fate  (for  fcantie  was  his  hire) 
And  ruminated  fad  the  morrowe's  toil. 

'Twas  Sunday's  eve,  meet  feafon  to  prepare 
The  dated  lc(5lurcs  of  the  coming  tyde ; 

No  day  oi  rcftc  to  him, — but  day  of  care, 

At  manie  a  church  to  preach  with  tedious  ride. 

Before  him  fprede  his  various  fermons  lay. 
Of  explanation  deepe,  and  fage  advice; 

The  harvefl  gained  from  manie  a  thoughtful  daye. 
The  fruit  of  learninge,  bought  with  heavy  price 

On  thcfe  he  call  a  fond  but  tearful  eye, 

A  while  he  paufed,  for  forrowe  flopped  hlsthrote, 

Arro.ifed  at  lengthe,  he  heaved  a  bitter  fighe. 
And  thus  complainde,  as  well  indeed  he  mote : 

"  Hard  is  the  fcholars  lot,  condemned  to  fail 
«'  Unpatronized  o're  life's  tempeftuons  wave  ; 

"  Clouds  blind  his  fight ;  nor  blows  a  friendly  gale, 
"  To  waft  him  to  one  port — except  the  grave. 

"  Big  with  prefumptlve  hope,  I  launch'd  my  keele, 
"  With    youthful   ardour,   and   bright  fcience 
"  fraughte ; 
■'  Unanxious  of  the  pains  long  doom'd  to  feel, 
"  Unthinking  that  the  voyage  might  end  in 
'•  noughte. 

"  Pleafed  on  the  fummer  fea  I  daunccd  a  while, 
"  With  gay  companions,  and  with  views  as  fair; 

"  Outftripp'd  by  thefe,  I'm  left  to  humble  toil, 
"  My  fondeft  hope  abandon'd  in  defpalr.— 

"  Had  my  ambitious  mind  been  led  to  rife 
"  To  highefl  flights,  to  Crofier  and  to  Pall, 

"  Scarce  could  I  mourn  the  miflinge  of  the  prize, 
"  For  foaringe  wifhes  well  deferve  their  fall. 

"  No  tow'ring  thoughts  like  thefe  cngag'd  my 
"  breaft,  [P^^") 

"  I  hoped  (nor  blame,  ye  proud,  the  lowly 
"  Some  little  cove,  fome  parfonage  of  reft, 

"  The  fchemc  of  duty  fuited  to  the  man ; 

"  Where,  in  my  narrow  fphere  fecure,  at  eafe, 
"  From  vile  dependence  free,  I  might  remain, 

"  The  guide  to  good,  the  counfellor  of  peace, 
"  The  friend,  the  fliepherd  of  the  village  fwain. 

«  Yet  cruel  fate  denied  the  fmall  requeft, 

"  And  bound  me  fad,  in  one  ill-omened  hour, 

"  Beyond  the  chance  ofremcdie,  to  refte 

"  The   flave   of  wealthie  pride   and  prieftlie 
"  pow'r. 

"  Oft  as  in  ruffet  weeds  I  fcour  along, 
"  In  diftant  chappels  haftilie  to  pray, 

««  By  nod  fcarce  noticed  of  the  pafting  thronge, 
«  'Tis  but  the  curate,  every  cbilde  will  fay. 
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«  Not  circumfcribed  in  dignitie  alone 
"  Do  I  my  rich  fupcrior's  vadal  rid-j  ; 

"  Sad  penurie,  as  was  in  cottage  known, 

"  With  all  its  frowns,  docs  o'er  my  roof  prcfidt. 

"  Ah  !  not  for  me  the  liarvcft  yields  its  ftorc, 
"  The  bough-crovvn'd  fhock  in  vain  attrads 
"  mine  eye ; 

•*  To  labour  doom'd,  and  deftin'd  to  be  poor, 
"  1  pafs  the  field,  I  hope  not  envious,  by. 

"  When  at  the  altar  furplice-clad  I  (land, 

"  The  bridegroom's  joy  draws  forth  the  golden 
"  fee ; 

•'  The  gift  I  take,  but  dare  not  clofe  my  hand; 
"  The  fplendid  prefent  centres  not  in  mc." 

DONNINGTON  CASTLEi 

Elcw  the  loud  trump  of  war, — wide  to  the  gale, 
Unfurl  the  painted  banner, — from  tlie  bread 
Tear  the  mild  fympathies  of  charity. 
And  fan  the  battle's  fire. — What  boots  it  now 

If  Briton  fight  with  Briton! Is  there  one 

To  whom  thefe  fhouts  give  joy  ?  can  there  be  one 

So  fleel'd,  fo  frantic  with  envenom'd  rage 

Of  party  feud,  a3  to  forego  the  mark 

Of  fair  humanity  ? — Rccklefs  to  pluck 

The  blofToms  from  the  olive,  and  dye  them  red 

Deep  in  a  brother's  blood  ? — If  fuch  there  be 

(Cain's  heir  legitimate)  O  let  him  turn 

His  fierce  eye  to  the  defolated  crown 

Of  many  a  batter'd  hill, — to  many  a  heap 

Of  ruins  fcatter'd  through  this  v/orried  land, 

Scenes  once  of  civil  ftrife,  but  now  become 

Familiar  to  the  lowlieft  village  fvvain. 

If  there  be  one  within  this  fertile  vale 

(Fertile  through  peace)  who  yearns  for  aefts  of 

blood, 
Dire<Sl  his  view,  Divine  Benevolence  ! 
To  yonder  awful,  but  inflrudlivc  pile 
Of  grandeur  fallen, — on  the  indented  ridge 
Stands  eloquent  the  fiegc-worn  monitor. 
That  fpeaks  from  every  flone  ; — from  ev'ry  wound 
That  bor'd  its  ftrong,  yet  vain  refiiling  fide 
Truth  tells  a  folemn  leffon. — To  the  car 
Of  warm  poetic  fancy  fpeaks  the  ghoft 
Of  Chaucer,  prime  of  bards,  who  caught  the  fouls 
Of  ladies  born  for  love,  and  e'en  could  lure 
For  fome  fofr  feafon'the  llout  rugged  hearts 
That  fiU'd  the  flcel-clad  warriors  of  his  age, 
And  made  them  liflen  to  his  fyren  voice 
Half-angry — yet  unwilling  to  be  gone. 
'Tis  Chaucer  hails,  from  the  drear  ivy'd  tower. 
The  gaze  of  idle  vifitants, — but  once 
The  feat  of  all  the  mufes, — where  his  court 
Kept  Phoebus,  gladden'd  at  the  pow'rful  call 
That  woo'd  him  to  our  Albion: — round  him  play'd 
Old  Comus  jocular,  with  many  a  glee 
Promoting  focial  laughter; — many  a  grace 
Stole  in  amidft  the  cheerful  throng,  and  footh'd 
The  bafhful  maiden,  while  with  blufin'ng  joy 
She  hcarken'd  to  her  all-accomplilh'd  knight. 
Chaucer,  the  prime  of  bards! — with  feftivefong 
Oft  has  he  chann'd  the  variegated  group 
Within  yon  ancient  walls, — walls  that  no  more 
Refound  wirh  jocund  minfarlfy. — The  owl 
There  Ihricks  h'  r  ominous  note,  the  raven  hoarfe 
Joins  in  the  horrid  diicord :  dirtful  change ; 


POVERTY, 

Hie  thee  hence  I  thou  fpedlrc  foul, 

Fiend  of  mifery  extreme; 

Hence  '  nor  o'er  yon  dwelling  fcowl 
With  blurting  eye,  while  to  thy  haggard  fcream 
The  midnight  wolf  accords  his  familh'd  howl. 
And  madd'ning  wretches  loud  in  agony  blafpheme. 

Hence  ! — from  the  artlefs  bard  keep  wide  aloof- 
Fly  rather  to  his  hated  roof. 
Who,  deaf  to  mercy's  foft  controul, 
Can  fteel  with  rugged  edge  the  foul; 

Plund'ring,  unniov'd  the  orphun's  cry  can  hear. 

Or  Irom  the  widow'd  bp  the  fcanty  niorfcl  tear:— 
But  pafs  him  by,  the  wooer  mild 

Of  genius,  friend  to  all,  nature's  ingenuous  child. 
Conftant  toil,  and  coarfefl  fare, 
Long  indeed  the  village  hind 
In  filcnt  apathy  may  bear, 

While  o'er  his  brow  health's  rofy  wreath  is  twin'd: 
While  his  pafiions  fluggirti  flow. 
Borne  on  life's  pacific  round  ; 
Nor  aims  his  highcil  wifh  to  know 
Beyond  the  hamlet's  pale,  his  grandfire's  fartheft 
bound. 

Yet,  rous'd  to  feeling,  much  he  raourns  his 

lot. 
When  the  pale  vifage  of  difeafe 
Frowns  on  his  humble  cot, 
Wheu  finks  his  drooping  front,  and  bend  his  feeble 
knees. 

There,  oft,  unheeded  on  the  ground. 
May  ficknefs,  age,  and  want  be  found, 
United  all  in  one  forlorn  abode, 
Of  grief  each  fingly  own'd  a  melancholy  load. 

From  the  damp  and  earthy  bed 
The  fulFerer  lifts  his  aching  fight  in  vain: — 

Defpair  hangs  weeping  o'er  his  head  : 
Sad  pallet  this  for  eafe !  fad  comforter  in  pain. 

Fly,  ye  rich,  unbidden  fly. 
Pour  your  oil,  and  pour  your  wine  : 

Wipe  from  tears  the  mifty  eye ; 
Cliafity's  a  ray  divine — 
A  ray  that  lights  the  foul  with  brighteft  beam  t» 

ftiine. 

Why  withhold  the  little  boon  ? 

Seems  it  much,  ye  fons  of  wealth, 
Glitt'ring  moths  of  funny  noon — 

Plum'd  with  gold  of  joy  and  health.' 
O  think  !  a  blaft  may  come,  yourfelves  may  perifli 

foon! 

Yet,  different  in  this  common  flatc. 
What  different  care  attends  your  happier  fate! 
Fading  you  may  fure  receive 
All  wayward  fancy  craves,  all  foothing  art  can 
give: 
While,  with  equal  wants  oppreft, 
The  child  of  mifery  heaves  his  lab'ring  brcaft, 
Cheer'd  by  no  kind  aflilling  powers. 
Scarce  with  fuch  crumbs  fuflaiu'd  as  hungry  health 
devours. 

Melt,  in  foft  companion  melt. 
Ye  gentle,  wail  th'  un'etter'd  peafantpoor; 
Yet  keener  far,  as  more  feveiely  felt, 


P    O    E 

Does  penury  Iiaunt   th'  < ,  ,- ,    ?    > 

j^qJ:.       '  omen  d  fcholar  s 

He  calls  for  all  your  tears ;  give  i.  ,^^  .^  ^^^^^ 

Warm'd  his  foul  with  genial  fla. 

In  youth's  gay  fpring  was  bid  tc- 
To  pant  for  fcience,  thirfl  for  fame,  '^' 

And  hope  fair  merit's  golden  prize. 

Much  he  hop'd,  for  many  a  tale 
Of  praife  was  echo'd  to  his  ear; 

Full  many  a  promife  (flatt'ring  gale)  ! 
Foretold  the  wilh'd-for  port  was  near. 

A  while  it  blew, — then  dy'd  away, 
Like  breezes  with  declining  day. 
And  left  him,  wond'ring  v.-rctch  !  forfaken  quite. 
In  poverty's  dead  calm,  and  difappointment's  night. 

"What  avails  th'  expanded  mind. 
Tutor  d  in  the  choiceft  lore? 
The  fuffering  body  lags  behind, 
Nor  lets  the  rifing  fpirit  foar  : 
Call'd  home, — what  Stoic  pride  the  foul  can  fieel. 
When  every  finew's  rack'd,  and  every  nerve  muft 
feel? 

What  avails  the  glowing  heart, 

The  eye  that  gliftens  at  diftrefs ; 
The  wifii  all  bleffings  to  impart. 
Or  make  at  leaft  a  brother's  forrow  lefs  ? 
jFrom  trouble's  fpring  the  deepeft  draught  he  drew, 
(Who  mourns  his  own  hard  lot,  and  weeps  for 
I  others  too. 

I  At  the  fad  miRaken  gate,  [ftand, 

(When  the   maim'd   veteran   takes   his   fuppliant 
I     Struck  with  the  haplefs  warrior's  flate. 
Sudden  the  pitying  tenant  gives  his  hand. — 

— 'Tis  empty — See  !  his  lids  o'erflow, 
To  fend  undol'd  away  the  hoary  fon  of  woe. 

Love  too — for  in  the  lowlieft  cell 
Chafle  love  with  pureft  flame  may  dwell— 
His  love — what  forer  can  befal  ?  [g^U- 

1«  doom'd  to  four  its  fweets,  and  dalh  his  cup  with 

Before  the  hufband's  and  the  father's  eyes 
Stormy  clouds  in  profpecS  rife, 
The  future  orphan's  cry,  the  widow's  groan  ; 
Thefe  and  more  he  makes  his  own — 
For,  ah  !  the  faithlefs  world  by  him  too  well  is 
known. 

For  thefe  the  homely  robe,  the  fcanty  board, 

While  life  in  toil  is  ling'ring  on, 
The  drudge  of  fcience  may  afford;— 
But  Where's  the  friend  will  cheer,  when  that  poor 
life  is  gone  ? 

No  friend  may  rife,  but  many  a  foe 
Will  deck  his  vifage  with  a  fmile, 
Will  hide  in  foftefl  words  the  bafeft  guile, 
^nd,  while   he  fooths  the  moft,  will  ftrikc  the 
deepeft  blow. 

Hence  the  pang,  and  hence  the  tear. 
When  his  daughter's  rip'ning  bloom 
Swells  into  agony  his  fear 
©f  the  fell  fpoiier's  den — fair  virtu&'s  early  tomb. 

THE  HARP. 

Borne  en  fancy's  wing  along. 
High  foars  the  bard's  cnraptur'd" foul ;  ^ 
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Roinid  him  floats  the  joy  of  longj 
Round  him  airs  ecftatic  roll : 

Rcfiftlefs  charm '.  each  fwelling  vein 
Owns  the  accuftom'd  flame,  and  throbs  to  pour 
the  flfain. 

Spirit  of  Ofiian  ! — through  the  gloom 

Of  ages  deepen'd  into  night. 
Sec  it  burfting  from  the  tomb,»— 

O'er  it  gleams  a  holy  light ! 
See  !  it  waves  its  mailer-hand;  [bani 

MTembling  o'er  the  heath  quick  glide  the  minftrel 

^'V  wake  the  fleeping  chords! — tlie  magic  tone 
That  footh'd  the  dying  warrior's  groan, 
^  n  lur'd  to  fing  the  latefl:  breath, 
■^"Siock'd  with  fmiles  the  frown  of  death). 
Ideal,  now  ,„e^s  the  powerful  fpell; 
The  hitting  fhades,  a  grifly  hoft, 
Spring  ..Qfj-j  the  narrow  cell. 
And  hail  with  -ngthen'd  Ihout  th'  enchanter's 
mighty  ghu>^ 

Thine  too,  Cadw,]]© !  whom  to  fave 
In  vain  the  heavenly  fcience  fu'd, 
Starts  from  Arvon's  i^cky  o-rave 
With  bloody  ftreamsembru'd. 
Bound  in  the  brotherhood  cf  woe. 
The  druid  choir  unites,  their  tears  harmonious 
flow. 

Wild  as  they  fweep  th'  aerial  lyre, 

Arrefling  faft  the  paflive  ear, 
Fiercer  glows  the  poet's  fire, — 

O  melody  belov'd !  O  art  for  ever  dear!    ■ 

Ruthlefs  tyrant, — yield  to  fate. 

Nor  folly's  fcorn,  nor  rancour's  hate. 

Though  op'ning  wide  the  fluice  of  gore. 
Could  quench  the  flcill  divine,  could  drown  the 
myftic  lore. 

Long ! — long  indeed  'twas  mute !  thy  feeble  prey 
Fall'n  the  hoary  minftrels  lay : — 
While,  fick'ning  o'er  the  mournful  ground. 
The  conquer'd  bands  oft  turn'd  the  ear  in  vain  : 
No  more  was  heard  the  foul-infpiring  found,— 
— But,  fafter  in  defpair's  fad  fetters  bound. 
Each  hung  his  head  amaz'd,  and  dragg'd  the  fcr- 
viie  chain. 

Wint'ry,  thus  the  ftorm  of  war 
Froze  into  floth  the  captive  mind : 

Till  growing  freedom  burft  the  icy  bar. 
And  loos'd  the  arts  that  hell  for  ever  ftrovc  t« 
bind. 

DISAPPOINTMENT. 

A  FRAGMFNT. 


So  figh'd  Horatio,  on  a  tomb  reclin'd, 

Beneath  a  mould'ring  chapel's  ivy'd  vrall  ; 

His  ruin'd  hope  o'ergloom'd  his  fickly  mind. 
And  bade  the  head  to  droop— the  tear  to  falL 

Horatio,  to  whofe  lot  was  not  deny'd 
Keen  fenfibility  with  all  her  woes: 

By  many  a  painful  teft  his  lieart  was  try'd ; 
Hi5  was  the  thorn,  while  others  v.on  the  rofc. 
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Yet,  why  fliould  thorns  hishoncfl  breaft  invade, 

Since  all  the  ch;irities  were  fondled  tiiere  ? 
Why  fhould  thy  feat,  beiitvolcncc,  be  made 

Tht  haunt  of  haplcfs  grief,  and  pining  care  ? 
rill'd  with  an  ample  foul,  that  would  adorn 

Fair  independcnc'.    he  began  his  day : 
Full  many  a  promiie  fmil'd  upon  his  morn  : 

Morn  chang'd  to  eve — each  promife  dy'd  away. 
He  wifh'd — nor  can  you  call  his  wifhcs  bold ; 

He  hop'd — for  fure  his  friends  were  not  a  few  ; 
He  hop'd — for  many  a  flattering  tale  was  told, 

And  the  fafe  harbour  pointed  to  his  view. 

The  foft  dclufion  play'd  before  his  fight, 
JufL  to  miflead — for  foan,  alas!  he  found 

Hi--  dawn  of  joy  o'ercaft  with  fuddtn  ni^jht. 
His  air-built  vifion  totter'd  to  the  ground. 

THE  NAVY. 

A   FRAGMENT. 

Down  the  variegated  fide 
Of  Edgecombe's  far-recorded  knoll 
(Joy  of  nereids,  Cornwall's  pride), 
Where  art  extends  her  mild  controul ;     ■ 
But  juft  to  check  what  nature's  liberal  hand 
Hasfpread  in  gay  luxuriance  wide. 
Of  rocks,  dells,  groves,  a  fairy  hind  ; 
The  raufe,  aftonifh'd,  trac'd  her  ling'ring  way, 
Unfettlcd  what  to  leave,  and  wond'ring  where  to 
ftay. 

FRAGMENT. 

ScRANNEi,,pipeof  fcantytonc, 

Yield  the  prize,  and  yield  it  due- 
Pan,  if  here,  muft  furely  own. 

From  thee  no  heavenly  rapture  grew— 
Thine's  the  frolic  to  advance, 
Riiflic  joy,  and  ruftic  dance  — 
Merry  glee,  '.n  many  a  round 
Tripping  o'er  the  daify'd  ground, 
Prais'd  thy  note,  while  rival  feet 
Strove  thy  movements  fail  to  meet. 

A  TALE. 

FOUNDED  ON  AN  INCIDENT   AT   ST.VINCENt's 
ROCKS.    1779. 

HicH  on  the  cliiF's  tremendous  fide, 
That  frowning  hangs  o'er  Avon's  tide, 

Three  laffes  chanc'd  to  llray  : 
To  pluck  the  cafual  flow'rets  bent, 
Hegardlefs  of  the  rough  afcent. 

They  wound  their  dang'rous  way. 
Till,  flowly  mounted  to  the  height. 
They  turn'd  their  view  in  wild  aflfright, 

And  fiiudd'ring  mark'd  the  fleep  : 
O  then,  what  grief  bedew'd  each  eye. 
To  think  one  flip,  one  ftep  awry, 

Might  plunge  them  in  the  deep ! 
A  prieft,  whom  foft  emotions  prcfs 
Tofuccour  damfels  in  diflrcfs. 

That  inftant  trod  the  Ihore; 
With  happy  flrength  and  fleady  pace, 
Safe  to  the  rock's  time-mouldcr'd  bafe 

Each  trembling  nymph  he  bore. 
Learn  then  this  truth — the  carelefs  hour 
May  feek  a  gay,  but  treacherous  flower, 

Whofc  honey  turns  to  gull : 


OF   PENROSE. 

While  the  kind  paifon's  titneljrald 

May  refcue  many  a  tott'ring  maid^ 

And— lave  from  many  a  lalL 

EARLY  GRAY  HAIRS. 

O'er  my  head,  cv'n  yet  a  boy. 

Care  has  thrown  an  early  fnow — 
Care,  be  gone  ! — a  fleady  joy 

Sooths  the  heart  that  beats  below. 

Thus,  though  Alpine  tops  retain 

Endlefs  winter's  hoary  wreath; 
Vines,  and  fields  of  golden  grain. 

Cheer  the  happy  Ions  beneath. 

BAGATELLE. 

Every  hour  a  pleafure  dies — 

What  is  thought,  but  nurfe  to  forrow  ?— 
He  that  wiflies  td  be  wife. 

Lives  to  day,  and  mocks  to  morrow.  , 

ON  THE  BIRTH-DAY  OF  MISS  S.  C. 

ExuLTiN'G  on  the  balmy  gale. 

When  Flora  wakes  the  May-dew  morn, 
The  rofe-bud  all  with  rapture  hail. 

Sweet  glory  of  the  loveliefl  thorn ! 
Each  day  refines  the  rich  perfume — 

Glad  flora  fmiles — the  zephyr  blows— 
Wliile  op'ning  with  a  gradual  bloom, 

The  favourite  ripens  to  a  rofe. 

Thus  in  our  Sufan's  fhape  and  face, 

Refpondent  to  her  angel  foul. 
The  growth  of  each  atrraftive  grace 

We  mark — as  annual  circles  roll. 
Advance,  ye  years  !— and  ev'ry  charm 

Which  Venus  boafts,  fhall  fure  be  given; 
While  foll'ring  friendlhip  joys  to  form 

Her  mind,  the  fairefh  work  of  Heaven. 

VERSES, 

OccnfioueJ  l>y  bearitig  that  a  Gentleman  at  tleNot  Well, 

Brtfolf   had  -written    Satirical    Vtrjcs  tn  a  Lady. 

1779- 
For  nobler  purpofes  defign'd. 

Than  puny  war  to  wage. 
What  caufe  can  fink  a  hero's  mind 

To  worfe  than  woman's  rage  ? 

What  female  fault  can  roufe  the  foul 

To  dip  the  ranc'rous  quill  ? 
How  juftify  th'  invenom'd  fcroU 

One  female  fame  to  kill  ? 

If  frailty  aims  the  flight  offence. 

What  man  perceives  the  fmart  ? 
O  let  not  bravery  and  fcnfe 

Return  the  feeble  dart ! 

O'er  tlie  foft  fex  love  gladly  throw? 

Its  adamantine  fliield. 
And  few  are  ever  known  their  foes,  j 

Or  try  th'  inglorious  field.  '.m 

Thus  on  the  form  of  beauty's  queen 

Ore  only  Greek  was  found, 
Rough  Diomcd,  with  weapon  keen, 

\^'ho  dar'd  inflift  a  wound.  .    ». 
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